1.1 Extra Because You’re Worth It 


== PAGS) |] == 


After eight long, glamorous seasons, it's finally time to say goodbye to the girls and boys of The 
U.E.S. and their magnificent hairdos. Or "hairdidn'ts,” in the case of Vanessa Abrams (Lindsey Broad). 
It's been a strange road, kids: one full of twists, turns, friendly-fire rape, sexy dads, mustachioed 
moms, rock music lifestyles, stolen cashmere short-pants, Black & White Balls, unending discussion 
of Audrey Hepburn, and the occasional parrot and/or barracuda, but one thing's for sure: We Like It 
Like That. Now, join your intrepid guide to the Upper East Side as we revisit classic scenes that never 
actually happened. 


Blair Waldorf (Leighton Meester) finally achieves her ideal weight, after stepbrother Aaron Rose (Taylor 





Handley, God willing) is unable to locate her in a haystack (played by multiple Mischa Bartons). 
However, this triumph is somewhat ameliorated by the news from medical authorities that Audrey 
Hepburn's bizarre sticklike figure, much like the haystack's, was due to undiagnosed Androgen 
Insensitivity, rather than barfing up everything she ever ate, like Blair thought. Having been rejected 
from each and every college she's attempted to attend despite sleeping with recruiters, lunch ladies, 
and youth ministers in a web of sexual escapades so bewildering that she is required to learn Excel, 
Blair immediately resolves to head to Svalbard, Norway, in search of feminized testicles of her own. 


Serena van der Woodsen (Blake Lively) does something super fucking fascinating like lose her car keys 
at Starbucks, only to immediately remember where she left them. Then when she gets there, they give 
her a pony and make her Princess Of The Entire Universe. Then every college you've ever heard of 
starts holding gladiator battles in order to determine where she will matriculate. Eventually the 
escalating bloodshed is so intense that there end up being only four tenured professors left in the 
world. One of them runs to Monday Peer Group for protection, another joins the Court of Wintour, a 
third joins Blair on her trans-Scandinavian pilgrimage, and the final one is declared the victor. 


== (AG. 2 == 


Upon Serena's first week at Stanford, her roommate catches a glimpse of Serena's naked body in the 
mirror of their suite bathroom, and commits suicide out of envy. Serena receives a doctorate on this 
day, made of pure beaten platinum, with a blank where she can fill in whatever specialty she likes, in 
addition to full tuition reimbursement, a private jet, and a satellite phone so she can inform Blair of all 
these wonderful events. 


Blair vomits discreetly, but her Sherpa can totally tell. 


The mystery of Gossip Girl (Kristen Bell) is revealed when one of our own finally reveals her true 
identity: Veronica Mars, late of Neptune, CA, now a special investigator for the FBI. The events of the 
infamous GossipGirl blog are revealed as only coincidentally seeming to be following the events of the 
Upper East Side's hottest teens; in fact, they are coded messages back to Veronica's handlers with the 
Initiative. Under duress, Gossip Girl discloses that she was sent to New York when it was discovered 
where Serena's random suicidal younger brother (Eric van der Woodsen, played by Connor Paolo) 


actually came from. 


Through pictograms and obscure word games, Veronica explains that the ancient Varvatos Order, a 
secret cabal of fashion monks, incarnated Eric from a mass of mystical energy called the Key, in the 
hopes that the combined forces of Serena, Blair, and Veronica, along with Mrs. Van der Woodsen's 
mustache, would protect him from the forces of evil (Eleanor Waldorf, played by Florencia Lozano). In 
a thrilling denouement far above the streets of Manhattan, Eleanor reveals herself to be posing as 
mild-mannered medical student Kati Farkas (Nan Zhang), now in her third year at Seattle Grace. 
Nobody seems to be able to keep it straight, but that could just be starvation talking. 


== [FEG! 3} == 


Speaking of keeping it straight, who could have predicted Chuck Bass (Ed Westwick)'s sexual 





reassignment surgery in Season 7? Or that his transformation into Charlene (Rebecca Romijn) would 
so entrance Vanessa Abrams that she would desert long-term lukewarm lover Dan Humphrey (Penn 
Badgley) for a walk on the Sapphic side? Not me, but then, | never really cared for Vanessa. 


Left entirely without a left cranial hemisphere after Kati -- Rosencrantz to her Guildenstern -- went 
off to med school, Isabel Coates (Nicole Fiscella) languishes at Mount Sinai, attempting to remember 
how to do simple arithmetic. A contingent from the Monday Peer Group -- which, you'll recall, grew 
from a simple philanthropic résumé booster to a truly terrifying paramilitary organization under the 
vicious steel fist of Jenny Humphrey (Taylor Momsen) back in Season 5 -- is dispatched to take her off 
the board, lest it be discovered that a birthmark (long since removed) on her lower back in the shape 
of the Louis Vuitton logo proves her to be the missing Heir of Wintour, whose control of weather 
patterns and ability to speak the language of snakeskin jackets, handbags, and ankle boots could be 
key to Manhattan's total domination. 
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N. (Chace Crawford) was seen giving up drugs forever and ever after one scary night during spring 
break when L. (Kelly Rutherford) and R. (Matthew Settle) came knocking at N.'s parents' door at 3 AM 
to invite him into their bed. He dismissed them quickly, but I'm told the ensuing doubt and second- 
guessing were so, quote, trippy that he couldn't even deal. Could that be why he sold off his shares of 
Monday Peer Group Incorporated and headed to Norway? Or is he hoping to track down B. and help 
her track down those ancient testicular secrets of weight maintenance? Along the way, let's hope he 
finds some balls of his own. It could turn out he's really interesting and has valid opinions about 
things. 


Would | lie to you? 


In Season Four, as we know, a moratorium was declared on the original production mandate that Blair 
and Nate attempt to have sex -- only to be interrupted by her parents, Serena, or both -- at least 

twice in each episode. This did not, however, result in him actually closing the deal. Blair finally loses 
her virginity to a nameless townie early in the season, although we find out later that he's actually the 
younger brother of Lord Marcus Beaton-Rhodes (lan Somerhalder), who hit town in a major way back 


in Season Three. Their reunion is bittersweet and takes place in the VIP room of somewhere so 
exclusive we don't even get to find out what it's called, because we would go deaf. 


-- Page 4 -- 


Other returning guests include Flow (Crazytown's Bret "Epic" Mazur), performing his hit "Butterfly 
Carb-Free Baby"; the Raves (the Vines, with Howlin’ Pelle Almqvist on vox); Andy Dick as Dan's 
friend Greg; gross-ass Brett Ratner as moviemaker Ken Mogul; Isabelle Huppert as that weird French 
chick; Bai Ling as wacky bisexual chemistry teacher Miss Wisteria; and Kurt Russell as Captain Chips. 


But you want to know how it all ends, right? Okay, it's like this. Simple Minds' 1985 smash "Don't You 
Forget About Me" -- remixed by Crystal Castles so it's not all cheesy, but retaining the same guitars 
and vocals in the mix so it's not gayer than Blair's dad -- is playing when the lights come up on the 
final scene: a graduation party at the Yale Club, thrown by the Socials & Munitions Subcommittee of 
the Monday Peer Group (a.k.a. the Monique Lillehammers). Blair is wearing a deep blue velvet Ungaro 
with a wide satin ribbon reminiscent of an obi. Serena is wearing this really weird, flowy thing that's 
kind of golden, but rusty? Or | guess rosy? It's hard to explain the color but it looks really hot. She 
looks really curvy in it because it's got all these sheer layers, and also her hair has looked super great 
since it started growing in again. She's got a silver belt on, but not that fat kind, it's super thin, like 
maybe a filigreed chain or something, and she's got a little silver bag, because apparently purses are 
back or she's got her period or something. Jenny Humphrey is wearing some godawful Hermione 
Granger-looking potato sack and we still haven't located her boobs. And there's Nate, desperately 
trying to find them with his bloodshot eyeballs, face permanently crumpled from trying to have a 
whole face in addition to the eyebrows. He's wearing some kind of deconstructed joke about tuxedos 
and you know he's going commando. Dan Humphrey is wearing an ascot; actually, he and Chuck are 
wearing matching ascots, but who knows what the hell that's about. Dan's is a creamy peach that 
really complements his eyes, Chuck's is some British color that really complements his sexual 
deviancy. 


Based on what she's wearing, I'd have to say Vanessa Abrams is protesting either dances, parties, or 
clothes. | don't even want to go into it. Also, her lipstick makes her look like a big stupid bald drag 
queen. Lily and Rufus are dancing together, and they look magnificent: she's in this beige Azzedine 
Alaia that made Posh look like a wigwam, but she's an actual woman, and can pull it off. Rufus is 
wearing like a black leather tuxedo-cut jacket, but it's soft calfskin, so it's more like Serpico and less 
likeRock Of Love. He looks totally hot, as usual. They're doing something Miss Wisteria refers to as 
"the Kid N Play," but who knows what grownups are talking about, ever. Eleanor Waldorf and her 
stupid husband Cyrus are in stocks over by the punch table -- Serena's gift to Blair, as Princess of the 
Universe -- and she's wearing a classic ivory Vera Wang. He's wearing this too-tight Paul Smith thing 
that he probably thought was a tuxedo but actually makes him look like a member of the Fat Dork 
Army. Hunched over like that, you can tell that they're really in love. 


== [PEGs 5) == 


"Give In" by the Bravery starts playing, and a million balloons in Yale Blue and Grey fall from the 
ceiling. They are full of fifty-dollar bills and blood diamonds. Serena and Blair stare across the room 
at each other for like a million years, then slowly their shoulders drop as they realize there was...never 
actually a problem. They were just being stupid drama queens the whole time. As the song speeds up, 
they make their way across the crowd -- losing sight of each other, pointing and laughing at the less 
fortunate, catching sight of each other again -- and everybody else seems to melt away. Finally they 
meet: first their hands, then their cheeks, then their lips. Blair and Serena begin to make out furiously 
in the middle of over eight million American dollars in couture that will never be worn again, and 
never even see the poor people busting down the door, led by Vanessa's older sister, opening fire. 
"Your wasteful lives are at the expense of everyone in the bottom 99 percent income bracket! You 
feast on our blood! Welcome to The U.E.S., bitch!" they scream. Finally the screams reach their ears, 
and they try to run -- but begin slipping and sliding in the fat of every liposuction ever performed in 
the borough! You cannot get traction when you're swimming in ass-fat! This is why freedom fighters 
don't wear Blahniks! Holding hands, these two luminaries of the social set, these muses to rock stars, 
fashion designers, and filmmakers, finally go down ina hail of bullets. And the last thing Serena says, 
her hand casually brushing her BFF's right breast, is: "OMG. Conscious neglect is totally equal to 
perpetration." 


Blair awakes in a sweat, choking on fear and bulimia! It was all a dream! Push that WASP white guilt 
down, down, down! This is America! "It wasn't even a funny dream, it was just weird,” she grumbles, 
climbing out of her REI Couture sleeping bag and into some fur-lined Choos. She reflects on how 
much she's grown in the past few months, and how little she cares for fashion, here in the land of the 
Midnight Sun. 


GossipGirl.net 


Who was that spotted trip-trapping over the snow, chewing patiently on the last bit of Nate jerky? 
Why, our old friend B., asking her Sherpa and professor if they believe art of lasting value and social 
commentary can really be accomplished with what amounts to a handful of vapid, feral paper dolls. 
The Sherpa [played by an inebriated Patton Oswalt] simply shrugged, my spies tell me, but the last 
tenured professor in the world [Enrico Colantoni] apparently went on at length about the subjective 
quality of entertainment and the etymology of tr or some shit. Eventually B. set off into the Antarctic 
wastes alone, with only his endless droning echoing in her ears. "When | get back," she was heard to 
murmur, "I'm totally going to get a bestselling ghost-written series out of this." 1 think she might 
make it after all. 


B= |Eie[a (= 
You know you love me. 


1-1 Chivalry is Dead But You’re Still Kinda Cute 


== PAGE |] == 


OMG the hills are totally alive with the sound of texting when bad girl Serena van der Woodsen comes 
back to the Upper East Side after a year at boarding school. Nobody knows why she left, or why she's 
back, but everybody's reading about it on dishy blog GossipGirl.net. Those particularly interested in 
the news include Serena's ex-BFF Blair Waldorf, her BF Nate Archibald, and invisible poet and poor 
person Dan Humphrey. Blair immediately tries to cash in her V card with Nate on hearing the news, 
but Serena stops by just long enough to interrupt their love connection; turns out N has a bit of a 
thing for S. Not to mention reefer LOL. 


After a seriously tense showdown at the Met, S and B talk it out. Serena can't tell Blair why she's back 
and challenging her popularity buzz, but she does apologize for just leaving like that. Everything 
seems to be going okay between them, and then here's why Serena's come back: her younger brother 
Eric tried to off himself, and is now being hidden away in the hospital by their mom. Local sleaze 
Chuck Bass, convinced Serena's spots haven't changed, tries forcibly to get some action, reminding 
her that he was a witness to S and Nate's giant hookup right before she left -- just as N's admitting 
their secret to Blair, who now has three problems with S. 


Serena's so not invited to Blair's Kiss On The Lips party, but that's okay: she dropped a glass slipper, 
in the form of a Sidekick, while escaping Chuck's predations. Retrieving it, she makes a date with Dan 
to get away from the stress of her mom, KOTL, and the rest of it; she and Eric also make the 
acquaintance of Dan's little sister Jenny. Lily (Serena's mom) and Rufus (Dan's rocker dad) have a 
romantic history, so they get weird together about the impending date. Which is totally fun and sweet, 
until Serena and Dan are summoned to KOTL anyway: Chuck's newest victim is little Jenny Humphrey. 
They rescue her dramatically and bounce for the night, having thrown like the entire world into a 
tizzy. Blair puts into motion a takedown plan involving both the black ops of Chuck and the lateral 
attack of befriending Jenny, but between the multiple rape attempts, constant drinking, and couture 
everything, Serena's too tired to care. Welcome home, S! 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

"Young Folks" by Peter Bjorn & John -- a song so over-licensed it now plays whenever | send an email, 
receive an email, am approached by strangers, see a blue or green car, or think about what shoes to 
wear today -- plays over Serena van der Woodsen's beautiful face as she stares out the train window, 
heading toward Grand Central, and more NYC porn than you can shake a stick at. Provided it is an 
inexpensive stick. The weirdest thing about this song is that | still love it, after what, like a year now? 
That's a good song right there, like "Hey Ya." Does anybody hate this song? Or "Hey Ya"? | might hate 
"Hey Ya," now that I'm saying that. | don't want to find out. Speaking of sounds that never fail to thrill, 
check out Kristen Bell as the eponymous Gossip Girl, the oft-heard (perhaps slightly too oft, in the 
pilot at least) but never-seen narrator of the action. The conceit is that in the heightened reality of the 
show, our characters are like royalty, and their every move is reported upon by this blogger who is all 
in with them, but is never identified. This shouldn't make the jump from the books to the show, 
because it's kind of intrusive, but | still like it because of the way KB fully relishesthe saucy, ridiculous 
lines, spreading them out like sexy, creepy paté on this, like, brioche of comedic boredom. It's 
brilliant, the only actual way to do it without wanting to kill yourself, and it takes what should be the 


worst thing about the show, and makes it maybe the best and craziest thing about the show. Out of 
an infinity of options, because the show is crazy, vide: 


Hey Upper East Siders, Gossip Girl here, and | have the biggest news ever. One of my many sources, 
melanie91, sends us this... Spotted at Grand Central, bags in hand? Serena van der Woodsen. Was it 
only a year ago our It Girl mysteriously disappeared for "boarding school"? And just as suddenly, she's 
back. Don't believe me? See for yourselves. Lucky for us, melanie91 sent proof. Thanks for the photo, 
mel!" 


Okay, nuts, right? She's like Dowd and Tina Brown trying to like make an incisive satirical example 
of Carrie Bradshaw, and failing. And meanwhile what we're seeing is this girl, melanie91, spotting 





Serena van der Woodsen who mysteriously disappeared for boarding school a year ago, and has now 
come back, and then melanie91 snaps a quick photo and emails it to GossipGirl.net, and that's how it 
goes. So, I'm not a huge fan of being told what I'm looking at, but | think the point here is that this is 
thegossip site of record for the teens of the UES, and there's actually not a more efficient way to get 





that across than to show the people constantly checking it and having their Blackberries go off every 
five seconds. Serena van der Woodsen is played by Blake Lively, last seen in a movie about these Pants 
that apparently Travel. | never really...that sounds scary to me. Pants gone rogue. But apparently 
people loved that movie, which was also based on books. YA horror was never my thing, except for 
Cormier. 


Dan Humphrey is played by this Penn Badgley person everybody's heard of before, who was in a show 
called Do Over and another one with that awful Oliver Hudson, and another one called The Bedford 





Diaries. He was also in John Tucker Must Die, which is really good, but | don't remember him in it. He 
looks like... Oh, gross. | just remembered him in John Tucker. Anyway, he looks like my best friend's 
cousin Jake, but since I'm the only person who doesn't know who the hell this person is, that doesn't 
really help either of us: he looks like Penn Badgley, who like almost every person on this show has a 

name only slightly more ridiculous in real life than that of the character he plays. 


=a 2 == 


Dan's dad Rufus (...see?) is picking up Dan and his freshman sister Jenny (Taylor Momsen) at Grand 
Central, while Dan stares and stares at the returning Serena. Both Jenny and Dan worship Serena, as 
we'll see, in different ways: Jenny loves Serena because she's a total diva, while Dan...actually, not that 
different. Jenny and Dan are coming back from a weekend at Mom's, and we learn that she has taken 
a "time out" from her marriage and left Manhattan. Dumb, because Rufus (Matthew Seitle) is the 
hottest dude on the show, and I'm not being rude when | say that. Every ball's gotta have a belle. 
Anyway, he immediately starts in on them about their mom, and Dan kindly interrupts with his hunger 
so they don't have to talk about it. Rufus pauses sadly, then gets with the full Cohen treatment about 
how he's going to cook them a caprese salad with mozzarella di bufala, whatever whatever, he likes to 
cook, he's a Fun Dad who Gets Enthusiastic About Things. Meanwhile, just to review: 


Spotted: Lonely Boy, can't believe the love of his life has returned. If only she knew who he was. But 


everyone knows Serena, and everyone is talking. Wonder what Blair Waldorf thinks. Sure, they're BFFs, 
but we always thought Blair's boyfriend Nate had a thing for Serena! 


Okay, this marks me as a VM fanboy, and I'm really...not, but Kristin Bell has managed to take her 
most hilarious line reading ever (Such gentle, yet elusive creatures") and make that the entire job. 





Awesome. You could say any old shit in that voice and it would be funny and fake-scandalous. Check 
it. Imagine Gossip Girl explaining the current bullshitty loophole in the tax on the kind of 
accumulation of wealth that makes these lifestyles possible: 


There is no federal estate tax if someone dies in 2010, but a "sunset" provision of the Tax Act 
basically repeals all its provisions after the end of 2010. As a result, the federal estate tax will be 
back with a top marginal rate of 55 percent and an exemption equivalent amount of $1 million in 
2011. You know you love me! XOXO! 


Cut to a party at the Waldorf house, home of Serena's erstwhile best bud Blair, and her mom, the 
recently cock-olded (zing!) Eleanor. Eleanor's a fashion designer of some repute —-- if you couldn't tell 
from the uniform-like unchanging neutrals she busts in every scene -- and in case you couldn't, she 
tells Blair (who looks frigging gorgeous) that if she's going to wear one of Mommy's designs, she 
should at least let her get it fitted properly. Blair runs off just as Eleanor's referring to her as "my best 
advertisement." No kidding. Blair looks a bit like Bilson, with the large eyes and prominent-but-not- 





weird forehead. I'd only ever seen her hair light brown before now, so it wouldn't have occurred to 
me, but now that she's got the dark, dark brown hair of Summer Roberts it's a little distracting. She's 
a bit more conventionally pretty, and her features are more delicate, but Bilson's entire appealing face 
is alive, whereas Leighton Meester acts mostly with her eyes and body. She's got a china-doll vibe that 
Bilson could never have pulled off, while Summer would have swallowed her like one of those gigantic 
cable-knit fisherman's sweaters. 


== [PE Ye[s) 3} == 


Actually, that's a good contrast, as much as I'm trying not to compare the two shows: most of the cast 
of this show is a bit more highly bred, and thus less healthy-looking, than the cast of The O.C.. It is a 
motherfucker trying to explain myself without insulting anybody, because | don't mean it in a rude 
way. Kirsten Cohen and Serena -- and maybe Chuck Bass -- could probably do either show, but that's 
it: the lovely, classy Jeri Ryan would seem hopelessly vulgar on this show, while all these vulpine boys 
in their scarves and waistcoats would be snapped like twigs before the water polo team even showed 
up. Kaitlin Cooper could take them down with one hand tied behind her back and a raging case of 
alopecia. | miss Kaitlin Cooper. 


Off in some other corner of their totally swank living quarters, Blair's boyfriend Nate Archibald is 
being grilled about his college choices by his dad and his dad's friend Captain Chips. The most boring 
of all conversations, in both real life and the world of movies and television. Before he can even open 
his mouth, his dad's like, "Actually, I'm a Dartmouth man.” Because, see, Nate feels like his whole life 
is planned out for him and that he is the carrier of the family name and whatever, and that's 


apparently his entire character, but at least it explains his bad-boy behavior, which is neither really 
"bad," nor strictly boyish. Everybody on this entire show is like a scary thirty-eight-year-old woman. 
With a gun in her purse. Who is drunk. It's a truth universally known than any rich kid in high school is 
having total freak-out about college due to parental control. While Nate is waxing about how he'd like 
to go to USC or UCLA, Dad jokes about how "Dartmouth is far enough away" for Nate's mom, and Nate 
obliges that, for all the listed reasons, Dartmouth is still his first choice. Blair grabs Nate to go do it, 
but Chuck tries to get him to go smoke a joint. He's like, "When | get back from being devoured by 
Blair, yeah." Chuck's not hopeful that this will happen. Nate looks like a friendlier lan Somerhalder, 





Chuck looks like... See, Chuck, here's the thing. You can either be raging hot, or you can look like 
Jimmy Fallon with a chromosomal abnormality, but you can't have both. He refuses to make up his 
mind, and it's crazy—making. 


Back in Blair's bedroom, stoner Nate is a bit slow on the uptake as to what she wants. Even as she's 

straddling him on the bed, he's like, "What's going on?" She explains that it's time for them to do it, 

because they've been dating forever and until just now she was planning on waiting. "Not anymore," 
she grouses, and tries valiantly to, in the classy words of Gossip Girl, "lock it down with Nate." 


-- Page 4 -- 


Out in the party, Chuck's looking forlornly after Nate, having co-opted Blair's Minority Henchstresses, 
Kati and Isabel. They all like to lie around on couches together all the time looking bored and saying 
jaded shit. One of them -- doesn't actually matter -- gasps at the Gossip Girl update that Serena's 
back in town, and Chuck oils out: "Good. Things were getting a little dull around here." Lest you think 
that's a sign Serena's going to do anything active, or horrendous, I'll tell you right now he's just 
looking forward to shit-stirring and total bitch drama, and doesn't really care from what quarter it 
comes, as long as rape is on the menu. 


Serena hops sweetly out of her cab downstairs while Blair and Nate are declaring their undying love 
for each other; JT's "What Goes Around” plays and Serena enters the apartment. Because she went 
around to Connecticut, and now she's coming all the way back around to Manhattan, see, but also 
because she dogged her girl, and the consequences are about to holler back. | don't fully understand 
these terms I'm throwing around. So it's back to the whole "OMG Serena" thing for not the last time, 
as everybody in the party starts yelling her name and getting all excited. I'm sure people are texting 
about it, but we don't see that. Nate pushes up from the bed under Blair, for all the world like a prep- 
school Jonathan Harkness, blearily moaning, "Serena?" Blair tries to push his hot ass back on the bed 
and keep macking, but for once his concentration is unfazed. "No, | just heard your mom say she's 
here! Don't you wanna go say hey?" He bounds out of the room and into the hall. Blair's like, 
"Yeah...totally." Maybe she throws up a little bit. 


Out in the party, the rumors are flying about Serena's disappearance: was she pregnant, was she in 
rehab, how come she looks so fly if she was pregnant and/or in rehab, et cetera. Serena's mom Lily 
(Kelly Rutherford, my favorite actor besides Calabro from the entire Me/rose ensemble, a woman so 
beautiful not even her chronic upper-lip melasma can even approach tainting her beauty, a woman of 


such clarity of mind and softness of heart that, were my insane bald wife to finally succumb to cancer 
after a weeks-long battle moments after informing me that she'd found the perfect prostitute to be 
my replacement wife, | would totally be up for it, if that woman were Kelly Rutherford) is being all 
sassy party mom: "...So | told him forget it. | don't care if it's Murakami, it clashes with my sofa." What 
this tells us is that Lily has very awesome and progressive tastes: Takashi Murakami is the fine art 
expression of harajuku, or maybe he's the fin de siecle Japanese version of Andy Warhol; he's 
awesome. All about blending high and low culture and commercializing art products and artifying 
commercial products. Besides being a sly comment on the show's hipness, though, it also sets up her 
connection with Rufus later. Also, she giggles stupidly at her own joke, but she's so pretty it doesn't 
matter. So Serena approaches, asking if they've let "him" out yet, but Lily brushes aside the questions 
and says she only invited Serena to Eleanor's party so she could see her friends: like Nate, 
approaching down the hall, or Blair, jumping out of another door right between them, surveying the 
scene with Nate's naked and goofy desire and then turning to see its object: her BFF. 


Nate disappears (the Timberlake is still playing, of course) because even his stoner ass knows when 
it's a good idea to evaporate, and Serena and Blair get immensely awkward with each other. There's an 
awesome steely determination in Blair's eyes at all times, but especially here: she hugs Serena in a fair 
approximation of excited pleasure. The chemistry is nice, because Serena gets the ambiguity, on top 
of also feeling awkward for reasons that will be revealed. It's a good moment. She and Eleanor are all 
like, "Serena, you have to join us for dinner!" But Serena has to bounce immediately: she just came by 
to say hello. (And ruin Blair's sudden relinquishing of her chastity, Blair thinks, although nothing could 
be further from the truth, or from logic itself.) Blair sets her shoulders back and her face goes cold, 
because of the three things she's scared about, w/r/t Serena, the first and foremost is that Serena was 
not, in fact, kidnapped off the face of the earth and forced to leave Blair in the dark for a year. And 
that one just came true. Serena promises sweetly to see her at school tomorrow, giving good jetlag 
face even though she was only coming from Connecticut, and takes off. Blair shakes it off, telling 
Isabel and Kati that she knew Serena was coming and just wanted to surprise everybody, but neither 
Chuck nor Gossip Girl is sold: 


== /7FG(S) 5) == 


"Word is that S bailed on B's party in under ninety seconds Didn't even have a single limoncello. Has 
our bad girl really gone good? Or is it all just part of the act?’ Lest we perish from the suspense, we 
immediately segue to Serena walking purposefully through a hospital corridor, intent on visiting 
"him." So I'm guessing she's gone good. At least for today, | guess, so cross those fingers. The call 
nurse tells her visiting hours are over, and Serena tiredly, and without stopping, informs her that "he" 
is her brother, nearly weeping. Elsewhere Dan checks GG.net for more of its tasty, scandalous wares, 
asking the same question we're getting from GG herself: "Why'd she leave? Why'd she return? Send me 
all the deets! And who am I? That's one secret I'll never tell... The only one. XOXO, Gossip Girl." 


Which is where the credits would go, if this weren't a pilot. When we come back, Angels & Airwaves' 
"The Gift" is playing, for the first time in the episode. Here, it's about Serena's fierce desire to protect 


Eric, her little brother, which is essential to the plot: if she went to boarding school for her own self- 
preservation, it would have to take something huge to bring her back, and that's Eric: "And now I'll 
stop the storm if it rains, I'll light a path far from here..." Later on it means other stuff. The music 
supervisor, Alexandra (The O.C., Grey's Anatomy) Patsavas, is who | want to be when | grow up. She's 
just so fucking cool! She's my Serena van der Woodsen. Who is now walking into Eric's hospital room. 
He's the same age as Jenny Humphrey, and his wrist is bandaged up tight, like a person who tried to 
kill himself, which is what he is. 


Eric wakes up in the morning to find Serena asleep on the chair beside him, bathed in light. She 
immediately starts apologizing for being “a terrible sister," and he blows it off because he's so happy 
to see her. And because the show has "gossip" in the title: "Must be a lot of rumors why you're back." 
She assures him that none of the rumors involve him, just as Lily would want it, and she comes 
breezing in: "What do | want, baby? For Serena to sleep in her own bed? Possibly wearing pajamas." 
Heh. They wish their mother good morning, and Serena invites them to breakfast out; Lily pretends to 
pause to think, then ixnays that, saying she'll be getting Eric a croissant down the street. She 
pronounces the word croissant perfectly, exactly like somebody hauling the name Lily van der 
Woodsen around the Upper East Side would say it. Awesome. 


Serena follows her into the hall, to Eric's weak protests. "Let me guess, you told everyone Eric's just 
visiting Grandpa in Rhode Island?" Lily sighs, caught: "Your Aunt Carol in Miami." Serena's horrified by 
this, that Lily would just hide him away so his suicide wouldn't affect her reputation as "Mother Of The 
Year," but Lily's like, "You don't know me!" She talks about how it's been hard over the last year, what 
with Serena off "doing who knows what with God knows who," and Serena swears for the hundredth 
time that she was not being a bad girl at boarding school. Just mysterious and kind of sad-eyed for 
some reason. "As happy as | am to have you home, you have no idea what it's been like." | like how 
the mystery of Serena's disappearance and return have warped into this whole other thing of why 
things went bad while she was gone. | like Serena and her whole deal, a lot, but | do like that it comes 
down to more people than just her. 


= hdageloh = 


"Diamond Hipster Boy" by Washington Social Club plays at the Humphreys' West Side apartment. You 
can tell they're totally poor by how their house is nicer than an award-winning castle from the pages 
of Castle Architecture Digest. This would be Dan and Jenny, last spotted being in love with Serena at 
Grand Central, and their dad Rufus, last spotted being hot all up in your grill. He turns the Sandy 
Cohen up a notch: "Guess whose dad is cool?" Not actually a trick question: he produces a copy 

of Rolling Stone in which his '90s band, Lincoln Hawk, was featured. That would be the first time | 
laughed out loud, like really loud out loud. There were some giggles, but you say "Lincoln Hawk" to 
me, | might laugh until | pee a little. That's so awesome. Sylvester Stallone has never done a better job 
than as the traveling trucker-slash-competitive arm wrestler that he played in that one movie. So 
anyway, Lincoln Hawk is number nine of the Top Ten Forgotten Bands of the '90s. "Hey, way to be 
forgotten!" chuckles a game Dan, and Rufus gets all literary about Serena's plight: "But that's how you 


get remembered." 


Jenny chuckles over her arts and crafts, all, "Maybe you'd care if Dad's band was on Gossip Girl," and 
Dan totally scoffs: "What? | don't read Gossip Girl! That's for chicks!" Instead of going with the time- 
tested little sister response of "...And?" Jenny opts for factual evidence: "So that wasn't your laptop 
open to it last night? Reading all about Serena van der Woodsen?" Dan suddenly gets super interested 
in the Rolling Stone, a magazine | was unaware was still being published. So forgotten is Dan's basic 
equilibrium that he squeaks out a nearly unforgivable "trés cool!" So embarrassing is this exclamation 
for everybody in the room that Rufus must train his gaze on his daughter Jenny, who is working 
industriously on some project or another. "It's called the Kiss On The Lips party. Everyone's going." 
Dan's surprised that she was invited, but explains that it's only because he's never been invited. Turns 
out the naive Jenny wasn't so much really invited either: "One of the girls in my art class saw my 
calligraphy, and she said that if | addressed all the invitations, | could have one." Aww, that's 
so...pathetic. | kind of love little Jenny Humphrey for that: "Though my body is riddled with polio, 
Cherry Valance said that | could take her to Prom, if | just did all her Calculus homework for the next 
term!" Not to mention that a "Kiss On The Lips” party, whatever that means, sounds really gross and 
creepy, and | would not be able to stay away either. 


"Sounds very fair,” Rufus Sandys. "The sweatshops could learn a thing or two." His progeny first 
inform him that this is not a platform for his anti-capitalist rants -- no effect -- and then take the 
route of pointing out how hypocritical said rants actually are, given that they both attend private 
school. They explain the Ski Trip Conundrum to him (why don't parents ever understand this?), which 
basically goes: if | have to rub shoulders with people who have way more money than | do, I'm ata 
disadvantage socially, because | can't do the actual things, logistically, that they can do. It's the same 
reason you only talk to five people you knew in college: some went up, some went down, everybody is 
vacationing in different spots and drinking wine from different years, and when you can't get around 
that -- and honestly sometimes you just can't -- it's painfully weird, and weirdly painful. Rufus still 
isn't convinced, because he lives in a misty socialist twilight and doesn't understand class distinctions 
-- and why should he? He's a ga/lery owner who lives on the Upper West Side -- until Jenny floats the 
"fact" that their mom thinks it's a good idea. Sold. It literally takes just that. He snarks on Mom, Dan 
gives him a look, and he caves. Which means his marriage is really over, because parents don't step to 
that manipulative shit this easy when they're merely separated. 


== PAG == 


Nate waits for Serena in the beautiful courtyard of the Palace Hotel, which Chuck's family recently 
bought, and where she and her mom are staying while Lily renovates the pain away. "You know my 
mom: if it's not broke, break it." Nate hems and haws about how he wanted to see how she's doing, 
because she seemed upset last night at the party, et cetera, et cetera, and | swear it's like 11 in the 
morning at this point and everybody is screwing around, but whatever, she's like, "I gotta change for 
school or I'm going to be late." Which is funny, because in a second she's going to be standing on the 
steps of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, eating yogurt and drinking the unending coffee that she and 


Blair always drink on the steps of the Metropolitan Museum of Art when they would be better served 
spending that time improving themselves, but | don't judge. He starts in on the heavy emo faces and 
eyebrowing all over the place and she's like, "Absolutely not." She nearly goes into, like, a sumo pose, 
like she'll knock him down on her way out the gates if she has to. He starts makin’ noise about her 
coming back and them having assignations of some sort, and she levels with him: "I didn't come back 
for you. Look, Blair's my best friend, and you're her boyfriend. And she loves you. That's the way 
things are supposed to be." Clearly, considering he refuses to sleep with her and has apparently had a 
candle going for Serena this whole time, Nate and Blair are meant to be together. He quite nearly 
drools. 


After a leisurely breakfast and a crosstown trip, Dan gets on the bus behind Nate and Chuck, all three 
of them wearing identical outfits, because they're all heading to the same school. (Vivaldi's Concerto 
In Gis playing, and the only reason | know that, even though | am a Vivaldi fan, is that the same song 
was in Marie Antoinette, which is another story about how even if you're nice, maybe a little careless, 
people will find a reason to hate you, if you were born well-off, a quality over which you have no 
control. And which is another roman a clef by somebody who grew up that way, and has been paying 
for it ever since.) Chuck is being gross, of course. "Serena looked effing hot last night. There's 
something wrong with that level of perfection. It needs to be violated... You're telling me if you had 
the chance..." Nate protests that he has a girlfriend, but Chuck's grinning all slippery like he knows 
something: "You guys have been dating since kindergarten, and you haven't sealed the deal." Nate 
scoffs at him, and the bus pulls up at their school. Chuck whirls on Dan suddenly, although he's been 
standing there behind them the whole time: "Are you following us or something?" Dan's a bit ironic 
but stuttery: "No, | go to your school? Identical uniforms? Is that kind of a tip-off?" Nate is unamused, 
but Chuck's like, "I'm so raping that dude later." They take off and Dan Seths into the silence, "So you 
guys wanna sit together at lunch?" Cute. 


The Met, as promised. Kati and Isabel are univocally praising Jenny's handcrafted invites, while Blair 
looks on and acts like her mom some more, sitting on the steps like a throne, flanked by Heathers. 
"Not bad work. And here's yours, as promised." Serena comes running up, all overbite for a second, 
and cops to having looked all over for them. She introduces herself to Jenny, who does a little overbite 
of her own upon being spoken to by the Serena van der Woodsen. Like all Humphreys, her filter is 
broken just long enough for her to pull the "oh, | know who you are" boner for our benefit, so we 
realize how very famous and charismatic Serena apparently is. She asks the eye-rolling Blair -- 
unaware that there's a problem -- when the party is, and Blair fakes it up after a long, slow-burn hate 
smile. "Saturday. And...you're kinda not invited." Serena's smile falls. "Since until twelve hours ago, 
everyone thought you were at boarding school...now we're full, and, uh, Jenny used up all the invites." 
She dismisses Jenny, who apologizes to Serena, who takes it in stride but keeps her eyes on Blair, 
trying to sniff out the issue. She fully chucks the invite at Kati or Isabel's feet, though, which is bad- 
ass. Blair stands up and takes off, Heathers in tow: "Unless you want us to wait for you. Looks like you 
got a lot of yogurt left." My whole household erupted in laughter at that one; something about the 
seething nastiness underneath what seems to be a wholesome desire for Serena to get her active 


cultures for the day. She waves them on, and it's neat: they're wearing identical patent-leather shoes 
in bright red, green and blue, so when they're leaving it's like an army. Serena's eyes get bright and 
she calls after them: "Blair. Think we could meet tonight?" Blair puts her off, mentioning vague plans 
with Nate, emphasis on Nate, and Serena doesn't blink: "The Palace. Eight o'clock. Nate will wait." 


B= IEG [s (3) = 


Spotted on the steps of the Met: an S and B power struggle. Blair gives in, offering a half hour. Did S 
think she could waltz home and things would be just like they were?Serena thanks her for "making the 
time,” and Blair spits "You're my best friend!" with a radiant, maudlin smile on her face. | live for this 
shit! Did B think S would go down without a fight? Or can these two hotties work it out? There's 
nothing Gossip Girl likes more than a good catfight, and this could be a classic! | take issue with that 
one, Gossip Girl. "Can these two hotties work it out?" In what fucking universe... Never mind. Screw it. 
That was awesome! They're both really good at playing love/hate/fear/power the whole time. | was 
first impressed by Blair in this capacity, but on re-watch it occurs to me Serena could probably take 
her. 


"99 Percent" by Mooney Suzuki is the closest they can get this century to "Brown Sugar," | guess, 
which just about describes the queasy way they have to make Rufus both uncool and totally old, but 
also totally cool and un-old. Like this scene now, where violently sexy Rufus and his stupid poor- 
person son Dan are hanging up flyers for his famous if slightly Where Are They Now? band, see, but 
then his stupid son has to explain to him what MySpace is. Like, you can have one or the other but 
you can't have both, especially if it forces awkwardness like having to watch Penn Badgely say the 
words "Save some trees, have a blog" without vomiting. No less effed up is Rufus's knee-jerk response 
that means like nothing at all except that it's a label printed out on plastic and stamped on his 
forehead that says "Moderately Liberal But No More Incisive Than Anybody Else": "Maybe if musicians 
got off their blogs and picked up their guitars, the music business would be in better shape!" I'm 
serious: tell me what the fuck that means. "Maybe if you got off the telephone and started playing the 
tambourine, this soufflé wouldn't have fallen!" Dan gets an emergency text from Jenny and has to take 
off, but first they have a brief and awkward talk about how Dan's mom's a "free spirit" which is why 
Rufus fell in love with her, which also is meaningless because it's not like we've never seen this 
character before: Rufus doesn't love free spirits, he loves uptight WASPs. Obviously. This isn't my first 
Aging Rocker Still Holding Onto His Ideals And Childlike Spirit In The Face Of Crippling 
Disappointment & Adult Responsibilities rodeo. 


Serena comes sweeping into Eric's hospital room. Is she wearing a scarf? Surprisingly, no. | forgot to 
tell you: anytime there's a sentence with a subject and a predicate, go ahead and impute a scarf or 
two in there. The scarf madness on this show, | am telling you. And it's only a plot point once! So 
many scarves, doing so little. Although | guess all a scarf has to do is be lovely. Not so Serena: she 
also has to kidnap! Whom? Eric. Why? Because she had a bad day and needs Bendel's therapy. Eric -- 
who | thought was young furniture until the premiere, when Connor Paolo offered to punch Zac 
Efron in the face, earning my eternal devotion -- points out that as the self-harming victim of their 


class, he has also had a day. They gave him pills, Rorschach tests, and green Jell-O. Serena giggles 
and makes a funny face: "Mmm! Why didn't you save me any?" She starts getting him together for the 
getaway, defusing the suicide bummer part and commencing the heist with a very fun, breezy, 
conspiratorial air that made me very homesick for my siblings. Did you know | have five brothers and 
three sisters? You'd never tell, because I'm as self-obsessed and control-freaky as any only child, but 
it's true. Serena and Eric bounce. 


== Iles C) == 


Dan arrives at Bendel's in response to the emergency text from his sister, but the emergency in 
question is fashion-related. He complains about how he's been to a big dance zero times more than 
her zero times, but it's awesome: "Yeah, but Mom's gone, and Dad's allergic to department stores." 
Hee! "So basically, you're like the only mother | have left. You're my mother with a Justin Timberlake 
haircut. You're my TimberMommy." He tells her she looks good, and she does look good, and she's 
fourteen in real life, because everybody is really close to their actor ages on this show. "Too bad it's 
more than our rent, but | think | can sew something like it," she says, all full of bullshit. Your rent 

is thousands of dollars, Jenny. Please get real and stop showing off. Jenny spots Serena and squeals 
like a golden retriever on six espressos, and Serena and Eric come on over. Dan vanishes immediately, 
because of true love. Eric, because being called Serena's "brother" would be too embarrassing, 
introduces himself instead as her "stylist and personal shopper.” Do they even have gay in New York? | 
was given to understand that it was an epidemic. But then why... Maybe it's the East Coast version of 
how everybody is getting their faces fucked with to look like Ally McBeal, even though that's so scary? 
Maybe it's a new way of playing hard-to-get, like, if Jenny thinks that Eric is gay, she will pursue him, 
and then...! don't know what, they're little kids. He's got highlights. Maybe that's why every dude on 
this show acts so gay all the time: to get chicks. Maybe they let Mystery at them. Anyway, Jenny gives 
Serena another invitation to Kiss On The Lips, which she made during free period, and Serena's 
touched, so she offers the fashion advice that TimberMommy cannot: "That dress would look even 
better in black." Check. Serena does grateful and affectionate really well. | like it, even though in the 
books she was just this careless monster who destroyed people without even trying. Could still be, | 
guess. | like both. The books aren't known for their, like, nuanced characters. 


Nate and Chuck Bass get high in Central Park, and Nate's complaining about how Eleanor's going 
away, which will leave him alone with Blair and her sudden voracious need for sex. Chuck offers either 
Viagra or Paxil, or both, and notes that "Nathaniel" is acting like he's headed to his execution. See? 
This is all very Mystery, you know? From that other show where the ugly homosexual teaches other 
ugly homosexuals to abuse women, while wearing a succession of ridiculous hats. Only here, it's 
scarves. So after calling his buddy "Nathaniel," also kind of gay, Chuck bottom-lines it for him, how 
Nate and Blair have been dating forever, so how come now there's a problem? Nate thinks that this is 
a pretext to explain his sole dimension, which is that his dad wants him to go to Dartmouth, so he 
talks about that for awhile, how their whole lives have been planned out for them and they're going to 
end up exactly like their parents. However, Nate is wrong, because he knows the real deal, or rather 
several of them: he's trying to get Nate to admit that it has to do with Serena, because he knows more 


about Nate and Serena and their mutual thing than anybody, including Nate and Serena. Plus, he 
knows that this whole identity-crisis bollocks is never the actual deal, because go write poems in your 
stupid journal like Dan: the true problem here is that you are worried that you're settling for Blair. And 
you kind of are, but not quite as bad as she's settling for you. Chuck calls this whole Matrix 
Revolutions concept about repeating and accreting our parents’ mistakes unendingly kind of dark, but 
scoffs at Nate's assertion that that they are, as a generation, "entitled to choose" and "just to be 
happy." Like anybody's entitled to that, you pansy. "Easy, Socrates. What we're entitled to is a trust 
fund, maybe a house in the Hamptons, a prescription drug problem. But happiness does not seem to 
be on the menu, so smoke up and seal the deal with Blair, because you're also entitled to tap that 
ass." Seriously! This rapist has the right idea! 


= Pag en Oi 


"Back To Black" is playing at the Palace, where Blair and Serena are having their momentary détente. | 
like that song, but the part about the tiny penny rolling up the wall gives me the creeps. Blair's telling 
Serena about how her dad left Eleanor for another man, causing her to lose 15 pounds and get an 
eyelift. "It's been good for her," Blair says with a mixture of schadenfreude and "Did | fucking blow 
your mind just now?" Serena protests that she's sorry about...everything, actually, but starting with 
the divorce, and Blair notes that this seemed to have no effect on Serena's total communication 
embargo over the last year. That's rough. Serena coughs and splutters, but Blair is all about the 
horrible moment last year when she called the van der Woodsens' and Lily was like, "Serena didn't tell 
you? That she moved to Connecticut?" Yeah, that would suck. Serena begs for Blair's trust, but they're 
both obviously admitting that that's a tall order. Blair says she can't trust Serena, because she doesn't 
even know her anymore, and Serena decides to change the subject to a really inadvisable nosh on her 
Manolos. "I saw you at school with Kati and Iz, and | get it. | don't want to take any of that away from 
you.” Blair, rightly, calls this some condescending bullshit, and Serena once again apologizes. Serena 
is terrible at this! 


S nearly cries some more and begs B to just go back to how things were: walking to school together, 
dancing on tables at Bungalow, fending off constant rape attempts from their friends, night swimming 
at Eleanor's country house... "You were like my sister," she exclaims, which kind of gets Blair right in 
the place where her heart would normally be. "With our families, we need each other." Blair's very 
reluctantly falling for it: "Well. You missed some classic Eleanor Waldorf meltdowns. If it wasn't sucha 
tragedy, it would've been funny. Actually, it kind of was." They laugh and then fiddle around for 
awhile, and agree to be okay. Then Blair has to go fuck Nate, so Serena calls her "B" and tells her she 
loves her, and B reciprocates re: S, and they split up amicably. Blair breaks the hug, choking down all 
the issues and stuff. Gossip Girl is not fooled, though, as Serena slurps some liquor down. "Why so 
thirsty, S? You may have won over B for now, but we still think you're hiding something." 


Back at Chez Humphrey, Jenny sews while "Space For Rent" by Who Made Who is quietly playing. It's 
that slutty, dirty cobrasnake kind of Danish sound, like, after you get double-teamed by the nice 
Eurotrash you'll end up at the Elite Hunting Hostel in Bratislava. In other words, perfect for this show. 


Dan comes creeping out of his hiding place and Jenny makes fun of him, then exposits: "Come on, 
Dan. Serena said hi to you at a ninth-grade birthday party, and you've never forgotten it." That is...so 
stupidly Seth. Dan stumbles and fumbles and bumbles and crushes, and Jenny's like, "Also, she's 
totally nice and cool." Nice nod to Serena's famous bad-girl history that is the gas in the engine of 
this show, that we never ever see. | better see some Samantha Who?-style bitchy flashbacks before 
too long, because the show doesn't even make basic sense unless Serena is A) a bitch in the historical 
context and B) fighting it in the present day. Because staring out of vehicle windows like you're chock 
full of Xanax is an enjoyable pursuit, and God knows I've spent some emotionally fragile hours 
making that face out of a variety of windows in my time, but that's not a character, it's an annoying 
neurotic way to get through boring car rides. How come everybody keeps mentioning The O.C. and 
nobody's mentioning Manchester Prep? Because that's actually the spiritual antecedent here. 


SIRI Il] == 


Anyway, Jenny's amazed and girl-crushing, and she is sure, now that Serena has been nice to her, that 
she'd "really like" Dan, if she knew him. Dan makes a passable attempt at joking about how Serena 
might be "overwhelmed by the glitz and the glamour of the Humphrey lifestyle," and Jenny bonks her 
own case when she relates that Serena's living at the Palace right now. "Probably sitting at the bar by 
herself, sipping martinis all alone... You know, it's actually kind of sad." Is Jenny psychic? That's 
amazing. Rufus is working late at the gallery, and then Jenny and Dan contemplate the inevitability of 
Dan heading over to the Palace to embarrass himself some more. Like, Jenny has already ordered 
dinner and didn't order any for him, turns out. So | guess she is psychic after all, because one scene 
ago he was hiding in some ballgowns to get away from Serena, and now he's stalking her at her hotel 
based on the word picture Jenny just painted. Whatever, whatever, an hour is not a long time and 
we've got a lot to get through. 


But who arrives first to interrupt Serena's peace-and-quiet drunk? Chuck, of course, whose family 
owns the Palace. "I love this town. I'm going to have to tell my parents the hotel they just bought is 
serving minors." Um, just like every other bar in this whole show? Serena, clearly out of the witty 
repartee game, is like, "Then you get a drink and they will be serving minors and also pigs, who are 
also minors!" He chooses to call this "talking dirty," rather than what it is, which is "talking lame and 
awkward,” and then makes some kind of rape joke about liking girls best when they're silent. He 
offers that they should catch up: "Take our clothes off, stare at each other." | kind of love Chuck. | 
mean, we can all agree that having sex with people without their consent is bad, | don't think 
anybody's arguing that it's not, but | also think that with Chuck around, you should carry a gun. So if 
you find yourself up on the rooftop with him and his scarf, or in the kitchen with him and a sandwich, 
all alone, maybe you should have thought first about that gun, and secondly reminded yourself that 
he's a perv and rapist. | don't expect to go to the reptile house at the zoo and have those things crawl 
all over me, because whether or not it's fair, they're still snakes and they're still gross, but sometimes 
they're fun to be around, as long as you keep your boundaries enforced. She thinks about taking off 
for a bit of a meal, and we note that she doesn't drink, except for right now because it's special. He 
offers her a grilled cheese with truffle oil, because she loves truffles. Serena thinks about grilled 


cheese, doesn't check for her gun, and heads off into the kitchens with Chuck. She's unsteady; he 
puts his arm around her. 


Sagem 2a 


Meanwhile, Nate is about to tell Blair something very important that is going to ruin his relationship 
with Blair, his relationship with Serena, and their relationship with each other. | don't know why he's 
going to do this, or what purpose he thinks it will serve, but | do think he's doing an impressive job of 
trying to bring his entire world down around his ears, which he's been threatening to do in every 
scene so far. Meanwhile, she's looking totally hot and candlelit and gets right up on his jock. He 
squeezes out an emotion and starts spilling about the mysterious thing. 


Chuck tells Alfonso in the kitchen that he is a stud, then sends him home. Chuck is wearing a 

lavender jacket over a purple and a yellow Polo, and a pink pocket square. He looks like a rapper's 
valet. Serena enjoys her sandwich, and Chuck says that she can thank him with some sex. She laughs 
at him and arches an eyebrow: "It's a...sandwich, Chuck." Chuck is not dissuaded, because he is a perv 
and rapist. Serena, gunless, holds her own for a while, and then Chuck presses his advantage by 
flashbacking to the Shepherd wedding, last year, right before Serena left town. 


Shepherd wedding, last year, right before Serena left town: Serena's dancing around on the bar, Nate's 
trying to get a stolen bottle of champagne open, they're both blitzed. They fight over the bottle for 
awhile, and then it goes off prematurely, and they laugh drunkenly about this, and then they're 
covered in champagne, and then they start making out. You kind of see what Bad Girl Serena's like, 
and it's fairly awesome. 


Blair, who's getting the flashback from Nate at the same time, is like, "But that was it, you guys 
kissed." Obviously not true. She starts crying. 


In the flashback they go totally nuts doing it. Chuck stands on a balcony looking super-gross and 
thinking about masturbating. 


Chuck says the most important thing of the episode, which is that this -- best friend and the 
boyfriend -- means that Serena's more like Chuck, which is to say quite bad, than she'd like to admit. 
He calls her S, by the way, when he says this. Serena protests that she is trying to change, and he 
responds that not only was she cooler back when she was evil and slutty, but that the rape is still in 
progress. She tries to fight him off. 


Nate's like, "Obviously not, because that's a boring story. We make out with everybody all the time. | 
made out with Chuck earlier today, for pete's sake. Listen. | am trying to ruin your life." Blair's all like, 
"| knew it!" Then there's a three-way montage of the raping, the flashback sex, and Nate getting 
wigged out on by Blair. Nate runs off, his mission totally accomplished, feeling bad. Or something. 
The eyebrows are involved, | know that. 


== Ieee) 1/5) = 


Serena finally busts Chuck proper and makes a run for it, dropping her phone. While Dan is picking up 


S's Sidekick and watching her flee her rapist, Gossip Girl gets up in your shit some more. "And just 
when B and S had built a bridge, it all had to come crashing down. But dry your eyes! The Kiss On The 
Lips party is around the corner, and you know who loves parties? Gossip Girl." That's kind of weak 
sauce, Gossip Girl. Of course you love parties. It's no "can these two hotties work it out,” but 
sometimes | really think you could benefit from thinking it through a bit more before you blog. 


Nate and Nate Sr. go jogging in the park. Nate's hair looks totally cute, for only this scene, which was 
shot and added later, which gives me higher hopes for Nate's hair. Because with Nate, the hair is 
pretty much all you can form an opinion about. He admits to his dad that he fought with Blair, and 
Dad offers that he should apologize even if it's not his fault, and buy her things. "Always works for 
your mom!" he goofs. Men are so lame, when they're written so lamely. Nate's like, "No, like we broke 
up.” Angry Dad Archibald tries to reinforce the dominant paradigm about how they've been "dating 
since kindergarten," which nobody would ever say, because it makes no sense, and not only that, but 
also, he would now like to pimp his son out like an actual crack whore. Check it: "Eleanor Waldorf is 
gearing up to take her company public, and I've been courting her for months to let me handle the 
deal." Nate takes a second to figure it out, and Dad's all like, "Just fuck her and don't piss off her 
mom, so Daddy can make some money." And here you thought they were going to bond or 
something. To Nate's credit, this kind of makes him sick. Dad says the family's depending on him. 
How did Nate get into the grossest situation of them all? 


Dan's at the Palace getting major grief from the desk attendant even though all he's trying to do is 
return the Sidekick. So the concierge or whatever is just lobbing random accusations at his head, 
rather than doing his job, in order to create an obstacle for this scene to happen. Sadly, this involves 
making Dan say on-the-nose crap like, "Look, when Prince Charming found Cinderella's slipper, they 
didn't accuse him of having a foot fetish." Then Serena shows up, causing Dan to whimper and try to 
hide behind himself, and the concierge is really pushing it, and he's like, "She doesn't know me, 
nobody knows me, it's cool, it's fine," and meanwhile she totally does, due to her memories of almost 
getting casually raped being somewhat vivid, and they pants around for a while, but before anybody 
says anything: Lily. Who has found Serena's invite for KOTL on her nightstand, and thus has gone out 
to buy a dress for it. Which would have been a nice, truce-y thing for her to do if Serena were going, 
but of course she isn't. And she can't tell her mom why, because... guess because then her mom will 
be like, “It's very important to my business ventures that you have sex with Blair Waldorf." Or 
something. I'm still kind of mind-blown by that whole thing with Archibald Senior. So instead of going 
down that whole awkward road, Serena instead says she's got a date with Dan. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Dan introduces himself to Lily, who invisibly winces when she hears his name, Dan Humphrey, and 
asks -- in a hilariously mom-like tone -- "And what are you and Dan Humphrey doing?" She's playing 
it really cool, actually. Dan, in order to help Serena out of this "jam," shows Lily one of the flyers from 
earlier, when his dad was angry with blogs. Serena pretends to be a huge fan of Lincoln Hawk, and 
appropriately enough, her ruse is quite over the top, and Lily's sort of bummed because KOTL is such 


a great way for Serena to get back into Things, and the Swing of them, but offers to just keep the 
dress for herself, and takes off. | guess to do some more manic-episode spur-of-the-moment 
errands like buying a dress the second she sees a party invitation on somebody else's nightstand. Dan 
begins to fade out again, but Serena's all, "So, pick me up at eight?" Dan's understandably confused, 
because he sort of charmingly sucks while Serena basically rules, but she points out that, all things 
considered, he can't be worse than the guys she does know. Which, of the two guys she knows that 
we also know, is very true. 


"Hang Me Up To Dry" by recent recapper favorite Cold War Kids brings us back to two of them: Blair 
Waldorf and Nate Archibald, who stare at each other over the lunch she's not eating for a while before 
agreeing that they have zero problems as long as they never mention his admission last night, 
pretend that Serena doesn't exist, ignore all truth and live grasping at lies, and repress all their 
feelings by sublimating with drugs and alcohol. Thus becoming their parents! The very outcome Nate 
was worried about! They have ten thousand spoons, yet all Nate actually needs is a knife! What would 
be awesome is if Blair knew about the Waldorf/Archibald business deal, and simply doesn't care. She 
even twists the "Serena's going to miss you" knife. 


"Time Won't Let Me Go,” by my second-favorite band of the last five years The Bravery, is playing at 
Rufus's gallery, so | bet we'll see the uptight WASP that Rufus secretly loves at this point, and she'll be 
from history. Will she be a Cherry Valance? Or more like a Regina George? I've got my fingers crossed 
for Lily van der Woodsen, but I'm not magical or psychic like Jenny Humphrey: I've just seen TV a time 
or two before. Plus, they are the two most attractive people on the television program we're watching, 
so it would be fun to watch them make out. Or, as it turns out, to have awkward chemistry and fakey- 
seeming history. "Lily. Shopping for some art to match your furniture?" chuckles Rufus archly, because 
he's superior and obnoxious sometimes. "Why is my daughter going to one of your concerts?” blurts 
Lily, because sometimes she's refreshingly direct. "Because we're awesome?” asks Rufus, because he's 
adorable sometimes. When she tells him Serena is going to Lincoln Hawk with Dan, Rufus's pride in 
his son is, like, over the top, but he admits they were bound to meet; it's a small island. What would 
be funny is if they were re/ated, but | don't think this show is that crazy. Yet. Lily suggests the 
possibility that he's using her daughter to get to her, now that his wife has left him (the wife's name is 
Allison, which brings horrible fears of Courtney Thorne-Smith), about which Lily has learned via the 
same "small-island" technology. 


== I7E1G(2) [5 == 


Rufus accuses her of doing the same thing in reverse, and Lily scoffs unconvincingly, so Rufus brings 
up some confusing dialogue | still don’t understand about finding her in the back of a Nine Inch Nails 
bus getting, | believe, eaten out by Trent Reznor. A more horrific fate | cannot imagine, but things 
were different in the '90s. It was a very dark time. Rufus then totally defames her reputation by saying 
she moved from Trent to Layne (a downward spiral if ever; the man looked like a heroin-addicted 
version of those Brownies from that movie Wi//ow) and thence to Perry! My archnemesis! He named his 
children Hezron Wolfgang and Izzadore Bravo. Who the fuck does that? Oh, | hate him so bad. Lily, 


what on earth is wrong with you? Trent | can see. But Layne and Perry? That makes me want to barf. 
Did they just pick '90s rock stars out of a hat? Because what | see before me, in the person of Rufus 
Humphrey, is nothing so bad as those things. | want to love you, Lily, but let me tell you that the Perry 
Farrell thing...this is not a story about your daughter's redemption. This about you making it up to 
me. So Rufus is like, "And then you started going for billionaires." She totally scoffs and then calls his 
band washed-up and his art gallery "crappy" and "so-called." Whoa, girl. "Not all of us have 
settlements from multiple divorces to sustain us,” hisses Rufus, and Lily takes off, ordering him to 
stay out of her life. It's all very sexy and sly, even though the actual dialogue is pretty harsh, and 
anyway, | don't think he's going to, do you? Where's Gossip Girl when you need her? 


Jenny stands in front of the mirror at home with Dan, all, "We are variously going to Lincoln Hawk with 
Serena, or getting raped at Kiss On The Lips! We are so cool now!" She doesn't look very cool when 
she says it, but that's nothing quite as uncool as when Rufus sliiiides on into the picture all, "Oh, my 
God, my daughter's a woman!" and then tells her how much she looks like her mother. I'm so done 
with this scene. Jenny's so cute and it's really neat to watch all these different people tell her how 
pretty she is, because she gets to do the lip-biting ankle-dip of awkwardness every time, and that is a 
thing for which | am a sucker. 


So here's another one just like it where Eleanor is clawing her way up Blair's ass for no real good 
reason, all, "Try on this dress! Try on this other dress! Take off the dress you like and wear a dress 
you don't like! It is a more elegant choice! | love you! You will never be more beautiful or thin or happy 
than you are right now! But you are also fat and ugly! Take advantage of this time by enjoying 
yourself! But also put some product in your hair! The ends are dry!" Blair comes down with yet another 
case of wry bulimia, and then there's a big montage of people going to the dance or not going to the 
dance, depending on if they are Dan and Serena or other people. This equals drunken drug use and 
drinking and lots of gowns in the limo, and Blair and Nate looking effed over, by and large. At the 
Palance, Dan is wearing a Tom Baker scarf that is eighteen miles long, staring up at Serena all dewy, 
and being nervous. 


== IELG(S) If(4) == 


Kati, Isabel, and Chuck are getting mreow at the door of KOTL, talking about how Jenny -- who, the 
luxurious camera slide up her body would like you to know, is a hot-ass little girl child -- isa 
freshman newbie, and Chuck likes freshman because they're "so...fresh" and whatever creeping 
creepcakes, and they don't even bother to look her up on GG.net, which apparently has a scandal wiki 
now, which is like the best idea I've ever heard, and then Kati/Isabel (trust me, it doesn't matter) is 
like, "She won't really make a splash on GossipGirl until you rape her!" And they laugh, and then he 
Sliiiides on over to Jenny's side, and she knows who he is, of course, because all she does is read 
GG.net and all he does is show up on it, because he's super-rich and wears distinctively stupid 
scarves. Gossip Girl chooses this moment to giggle to herself about how Jenny's options are to either 
get Chuck as a boyfriend and thus become cool, or get her ass raped by Chuck, and it's pretty much 
up to Chuck, isn't it? "I told you | love parties!" she giggles, and sometimes, Gossip Girl, sometimes | 


hate you just a little bit. 


Serena's wearing a totally gorgeous gold gown that would go equally well at a Lincoln Hawk show or 
at Kiss On The Lips, so like all good shows, we see that the clothes are capable of foreshadowing on 
their own. She giggles that she's a bit overdressed for walking among the fleshpots of the grunge 
revolution and Dan totally goes, "Honestly, | don't really have a problem with your appearance." Which 
is like the cutest thing he's said so far. He drags her over to meet Rufus, and Rufus once again does 
that "Oh, | know who you are...no | don't!" thing that people do with Serena, and then this awesome 
Hanson song is playing, and Rufus is making fun of Dan for showing up so early. You know what, how 
fucked would it be if Jenny and Eric started dating and also Lily and Rufus, in addition to Dan and 
Serena? That would be like, "What if The Brady Bunch were porn?" Rufus runs off and Serena, 
apparently unaware of their parents’ history together, whatever it is, chuckles about how Dan totally 
took her to meet his dad on their first date. Dan wows that she just called it that, but quickly recovers. 
"Maybe | should've worn my loafers, then. Dressed down a little bit." They laugh, because he's poor. 


Chuck sneaks Jenny up to the roof and after a funny interchange ("What'd you want to talk about?" 
"How into you | am.") he starts kissing her. She reacts poorly, so he apologizes and asks to Start over. 
"Um, do you want to start over back at the party?" Jenny asks, which is a pretty good line, but he 
clarifies that no, he meant he wanted to start over at the beginning of the raping, only this time she 
should be drunk. So she...takes the proffered champagne and downs it. Jenny's kind of a dipshit, in all 
honesty. Although to be fair, she re-sends the emergency text from before to her big brother, just in 
case this obvious scam goes south. 


Leaving Lincoln Hawk, Dan gives a telegraphed giggle so Serena will ask what he's thinking, so she 
does, politely, and he tells her that Jenny was right, and Serena is very nice. Serena wonders why he 
would ask her out, if he didn't think she was nice, and he corrects her that she is hot, which is 
enough, and also that she was the one that asked him out on the date. She giggles and then calls him 
"sensitive tortured-soul boy,” which is A) a pretty outdated construction from Lincoln Hawk's salad 
days, and B) not true, from anything we've yet seen. Nate Archibald seems more like a sensitive 
tortured-soul boy at this point, and he doesn't even have a soul. But C) is the fact that if they tell you 
something directly about a character, and it doesn't seem to fit, you're meant to rearrange the whole 
show around in your mind to make that one thing fit. So now Dan's the tortured-soul boy and | guess 
that makes Jenny not a dipshit. As they're laughing about how "superficial" it is for Dan not to care 
whether Serena's smart or nice or anything but a total MILF, Jenny texts Dan a whole message about 
how she's in trouble "4 real" with Chuck Bass. Not actually that unrealistic -- my sister Katie could 
text you a novel blindfolded, using only the pad of her rapidly moving thumb, in about an hour, while 
IMing on a computer and crying on the phone, I've seen her do this -- but still funny, in a way. Dan 
realizes, because Chuck was mean to him on the bus but also because he reads GG.net and 
apparently is not a dipshit, that Jenny is in real trouble, so he gets really to take off, but once Serena 
finds out it's Chuck behind the text messages, she's like, "We gotta get over there at a leisurely pace 
and take forever to find them. Trust me, this is Chuck we're talking about. He's this really slow, 
lackadaisical rapist who always gets foiled at the most dramatic possible moment.” Dan's like, "See? | 


should have worn my loafers." 


SIH == 


Dan and Serena enter KOTL, and this part's awesome, because everybody at the party starts 
whispering scandalously and texting furiously about how Serena's there, she's been spotted, she's "so 
brave" for wearing the gold dress with a denim jacket, she's not invited, but now she's here, et cetera. 
But my question for you, dear reader, is this: Whom are they texting? Each other? | mean, my family 
text each other from across the room all the time, but this is like a mad cacophonous orgy of texting 
going on here, in a continuous loop around the room, and the only person not getting the updates is 
Blair, this time, so she can stare madly at the uninvited guests, accuse Nate of inviting Serena to the 
party when the guy can barely tie his own shoes, and then run around madly. He's like, "You're not 
really going to kick her out, are you?" Blair orders him not to talk to her, and Serena and Blair do some 
serious staring. 


The rape continues while Dan and Serena wander about at random, and finally decide to go upstairs, 
where it's all desolate and creepy. While Dan is whining that this is pointless, Serena notes the 
completely perceptive fact that with all this texting and blogging and telephony and whatever else the 
kids are doing these days, they could have just called somebody from across town to try and get 
some protection for Jenny going while they ran toward the party. No, I'm kidding. Nobody points that 
out. Instead, Serena sees Chuck's totally stupid scarf lying on the stairs, increasing their haste and 
exciting the music further. Soon enough they get to the roof, grab Chuck off Jenny, and Dan starts 
punching him while Serena stands idly nearby. Chuck is confused by all the ruckus until Dan reminds 
him who he is again, and points out that Jenny is his little sister. Like logically that will make a 
difference: "Oh, sorry! | didn't realize she was your sister and you're a schoolmate of mine! My bad.” 
Like if a tree gets raped in the woods and doesn't text her big brother, did she really get raped? And 
the answer is no, not if the guy is rich enough, which is why you should carry a gun to Kiss On The 
Lips, and why you should not go to the roof with Chuck and drink his devil champagne. Dan and the 
girls take off and Serena finally says something along the lines of how Chuck shouldn't rape Jenny 
henceforth, but Chuck's all, "Your life is over, slut! Don't forget, | know everything!" 
Which...congratulations, Gossip Girl, the "everything" that you know is the same "everything" that 
everybody else now knows, so good luck blackmailing her for no real reason except that you're a six- 
foot gay pink sabretooth tiger, wearing a detachable collar and stripper cuffs, going "Heavens to 
Murgatroyd! Exit stage left!" 


Downstairs, Jenny's recovering from the experience, and Serena and Dan climb into a cab to take her 
home. That Angels & Airwaves song plays again, only this time it's about protecting Jenny and not 
Eric, but also about Dan's huge crush on Serena blooming full, which is kind of nice if you think about 
it, because what you've got are two freshman types whose innocence is endangered by these shitty 
people's shitty lives in the most graphic ways, and you've got our two kids, basically in /Joco parentis, 
bonding over protecting that innocence, while trying to maintain/recover their own. All linked by this 
song. It's interesting that beyond some yogurt jokes and the occasional thrown platter, the only 


people who pay for anything in this entire episode are the two people whose only crimes were to 
themselves, because they didn't know any better. | wasn't buying Serena-as-hero through most of it, 
because | am in love with Blair Waldorf, but thematically | think it's so, so awesome that she's part of 
the only actively protective duo in the whole place. Saving Jenny, she saves herself, and by saving Eric, 
she saves her family, which is inextricably tied to Dan's in all kinds of interesting ways. Anyway, neat 
song. Blair's not impressed by any of this. 


ES IEIe[2) Its) = 


Out on the street, Dan asks if he’s got a shot at another date, and since she has no other prospects 
and doesn't actually care about Nate that much, plus Dan is smart and cute, she giggles. "I don't think 
you could top this one!" He points out that he punched somebody, and did this without also making 
love with Adam Brody, so they're about even. While Nate drinks lonesomely, Blair and Chuck and 
Gossip Girl are all going wild about how "She better not show her face again!" and "I'm actually hoping 
she will,” from Chuck, earning Blair's approval as a pawn. In the cab, Dan and Serena and Jenny have a 
sweet moment; Serena stares out the window of the cab, bookending her ride into Grand Central, 
somewhat happy that she has friends. Even poor ones. Gossip Girl dorks out about how no matter 
what, school's going to suck on Monday for old Serena, and how you know you love her, and you 
know you love her stock phrases. 


Next up: Blair begins the slutty reeducation of Jenny, Nate's hair's still cute, Blair tells Serena she 
knows about the champagne supernova last year, and Chuck gets into a threesome with Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstern. Scandalous! 


1.2 Take Your Broke Ass Home! 


== [PAGE I] == 


Ten times better than the pilot, which | thought was already awesome. Among the numerous f-bombs 
getting dropped (yes!), Chuck's dad throws a Sunday brunch at the Palace in order to help him 
transition out of the constant raping. Serena drags Dan, so everybody's there except Rufus and Jenny, 
who spend the whole day at the Farmer's Market, decrying blogs and sewing their own clothes. Well, 
first Jenny visits Blair for no reason and ends up worshipping her, even as she knows she's being 
tainted by the evil. She looks way good in evil, though. 


Serena's trying to figure out why Blair's mad at her again, and Nate admits he told about the hookup. 
Blair discovers their clandestine mid-brunch summit to discuss their tumultuous friendship when she 
tries, once again, to get that whole virgin issue out of the way. S finally steps up hardcore, and she 
and B call each other whores for awhile. It's not like they're wrong, but that's kind of beside the point. 
Bad Girl Serena rears her head once again, showing not only how we got here but also that she can 
give B arun for her money any day of the week. And it is now barely NOON! | Jove these people! 


After Rufus talks D up, and D promises to keep her affair with Chuck's dad a secret, Lily decides 
maybe Dan's not so bad. Chuck gets a second black eye from good old Dan, who takes off and won't 


talk to Serena, due to her whole class and lifestyle being absurd and corrupt. By sundown Sunday, 
here's how it settles out: Dan is out because he was never in; Chuck is still in because he's rich and 
kind of harmless; Blair and Nate will continue their mercenary, affectionately loveless relationship; and 
Serena is completely all alone, deleting pictures of her former life from her phone and eventually 
tossing the whole thing in the trash. 


Gossip Girl -- who rocks the mic in this episode, start to finish -- leaves us with an interesting 
question. Now that B's doing her usual MO to induct Little Jenny into the Team Blair Army, is J going 
to pack it in and be a good little soldier, or stay loyal to her brother and their first love, Serena? Girl, | 
feel you: | can't decide either. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

| don't know if they're going to do this every week, but this episode's super-long, neato previouslies 
are set up and narrated by Gossip Girl herself, like a multimedia entry off GG.net, which is just 
brilliant. Of course, if you actually need the recap, you won't know why that's cool, but still: neat. | 
kind of lost track for awhile and started thinking about how you should probably luxuriate in the 
previouslies when you're just starting out, especially if you can't even hold onto the Top 

Model! audience -- people who were, like, grown in labs to adore this show -- and especially when 
you're up against Addison Montgomery, possibly the most appealing person in the television universe, 





and then | came back to reality and | was like OMG but seriously, because is this the same ten-minute 
recap of the pilot that they had online? Because I'm tired now, and the show hasn't even started. "So," 
Gossip Girl bottom-lines, "Now that S is back, will the Upper East Side ever be the same? We're all just 
dying to see what she does next!" Then there's...that weird, creepy, echoey Lost-ish whispery "I'll 
never tell" promo sequence, and still no credits. Unless those were the credits, in which case | am sad, 
because 80 percent of any given show, for me, is the credits. 


Some sweet kind of song that reminds me of dancing penguins plays over a long montage of cooks 
and chefs and whatnot preparing a brunch feast. | had no idea that you ate food at brunch; | was 
always given to understand that brunch was some kind of French term for "we're drinking in the 
morning." This is fascinating. | do enjoy a nice egg dish with my alcoholism. Gossip Girl presumes 
that we care why she's up so very early on a Sunday, but in fact you'd be wrong to wonder: she's a girl 
who gets up early every single day. After all, she asks, why waste precious time "dreaming" when you 
could be getting your shit together for, par exemple, drinking in the morning? | guess so. Apparently, 
breakfast on a Sunday is that strange ritual called "brunch: champagne, a dress code, and a hundred 
of our closest friends and enemies." Gossip Girl is just a tad nouveau riche sometimes, telling us what 
rich people are up to all the time like this. "Well, as a rich person, | can tell you that rich people -- 
such as myself -- do this thing at this time." Like how if ever you say the word "classy," Serena and 
Blair, \ittle hobgoblins come in the night and make you trashy. Anyway, she's up this particularly 
brunchy morning because Chuck's dad Bart Bass is hosting an annual brunch for his "foundation." And 
everybody's invited, but when we say everybody, we mean rich people. Such as Gossip Girl. 


When we say everybody, we do not mean the Humphreys. In fact, the only people on this show we 
do not mean, when we say everybody, is the Humphreys. Which is fine by me. Don't they have a 


Farmer's Market or protest to attend? Perhaps they should go buy some fabric and sew some clothes, 
instead of brunch. Brunch should be beautiful, elegant, and simple. Meanwhile, off in Williamsburg (or 
Park Slope, or the West Side, or wherever the hell they live this week), Dan is physically pulling up the 
garage door that serves to divide his room from Jenny's, in the palatial loft with which their poverty 
has somehow gifted them. | mean, it's kind of sad to be separated from your big brother's bedroom 
by a fake wall on a block and tackle, but on the other hand, their apartment is totally bad-ass. 
Anyway, Jenny tells him to stop asking her if she’s okay about almost getting raped in a leisurely 
fashion on the roof last night, because she's pragmatic and has done with it. Not to mention, she's 
still got kind of a thing for Chuck. Which is yucky but | guess understandable. She admits that she's a 
huge dipshit for going anywhere with Chuck unarmed, and demonstrates this by snarking on Dan for 
showing affection and care in asking if she's okay. He tells her it's nice that she trusts people, but 
they agree that this doesn't include Chuck, because Chuck is not "people," because Chuck is not 
human. Jenny turns the convo from her PTSD to something way more interesting and important: the 
awkward ending of Dan's date with Serena, heretofore called The Wave. You know how sometimes 
you're watching a sitcom and the people get really intense and won't stop talking about something, 
some little catchphrase or something, and you're wondering why you're not laughing, and then you 
realize the premise is really flimsy and forced, and that's why? Catch The Wave. 


SHAG 2 == 


We flash back to last night: Serena, Dan, and Jenny pulling up to the Palace in their cab. Serena stares 
blankly at them for a second, wondering what's going to happen, and finally gets out after it becomes 
clear the answer is "nothing." Dan mumbles something unsexy; Serena smiles sweetly and tiredly, and 
leaves. In that second, Jenny urges him to walk Serena to the door, and as he heads that way, S slams 
the door behind her, bonking him wicked hard in his adorable head. The cab jolts forward, because 
it's a very high-speed lifestyle, taxi-driving, and dude's got places to go. They scream and the cab 
jerks to a stop again, startling Serena, who stares at them and wonders if this is a Brooklyn thing, and 
the Humphreys are going to drive-by her. Dan protests to Jenny that he has brain damage, and Jenny 
points out that when you have brain damage, you don't have it together enough to realize you have 
brain damage. (As proof | give you: Jenny.) Serena stares in the window opposite, wondering if he's 
going to kiss her or stop-start the car a few more times or open fire or whatever. Instead, he drools 
for a second, and then waves awkwardly. They take off again, and she waves after them sadly with a 
very "| carried a watermelon?" kind of vibe. 


Next morning/right now, Eric's asking Serena about The Wave. Serena floats the theory that Dan in 
fact despises her, and that this was a Wave of spite and hatred. A Wave of Detestation, if you will. Eric 
calls bullshit from his hospital bed, expositing that "no guy in the world has ever hated” Serena, and 
she's like, "I know, right?" We click back and forth between the hospital and Jenny's bedroom, as Dan 
whines that he's waited his whole life for the chance to date Serena, and then managed to close with 
an awkward, brain-damaged Wave. Jenny tells him it's going to be okay, it's not like he got raped or 
anything. But Dan is sad! Because what if he missed his one shot? She tells him that now, at least, he's 
got nothing to lose, including his dignity, which is already gone. This activates his pining powers 


sevenfold! He realizes he's got to head over to the Palace, apologize for the Wave, tell her he likes her, 
and get a second shot! A more awkward conversation | cannot imagine! Jenny's like, "Heck yeah you 
are! But change your clothes and take a shower.” She's kind of Waldorfy in the morning. Over at the 
hospital, Serena's doing a little bit of pining on her own. She tells Eric quote "whatever," because Dan's 
"just so smart and funny. And nice!" How arousing. Eric says this sounds like love. | think it sounds 
like this "Dan" is possibly a pug. Serena, encouraged to talk about herself even more, segues into her 
other great love affair, Blair. Who was so mean to Serena for no apparent reason, at KOTL, but surely 
it can be fixed for the fifth time in 24 hours, if Serena just tries super-hard. Eric stares mutely as 
Serena talks herself into heading over to see Blair, just like Dan just did her. Parallel structure! 


SS 1FAG[S st 


Blair's putting on a cruddy-looking dress at her house. To be fair, it's a lovely color, but if these are 
the fruits of Eleanor Waldorf's fashion empire, I'm surprised she could even hook a gay dude in the 
first place. It's all flat drapes and prom-dress shelving and...| can't think of any other home- 
improvement metaphors to imply the Softer Side of Hell this dress came from, and...it's also not that 
bad. But | will say this, without exaggeration: if the first word that comes to mind when | see your 
dress is "sturdy"? "Craftsmanlike’? "Stalwart"? Anyway, the dress is a staunch character indeed, for 
being such a plot point. Blair whisks around the place with a thundercloud over her head about how 
Serena "better stay away"; Kati/Isabel giggle, "We love sleeping over at Blair's!" They then hope that 
she never gets this mad at them; it's clear from her eye-rolling and their even-vaguer-than-usual 
responses that they actually have no idea what Serena actually did, which makes sense because the 
fact of it costs Blair more face than Serena, so why would she tell anybody. But what's telling is that 
they...don't really wonder about it. Blair's mad, so they're...not mad exactly, but definitely on her team 
in an undefined way. Blair gets a creepy smile on her face and pulls out her phone to call Nate, like 
that's going to show Serena somehow. | think Blair vastly overestimates Serena's ability to consider 
other people in any way real, or anything more than interchangeable supporting characters in her own 
movie. Team Blair and all, but she's not really making sense right now. 


Phone vibrating on a pile of poker chips, Nate awakes looking either hellish or totally hot, depending 
on if you like your boy dishabille in the ruins of a tux (yes) with about six tons of rouge and 
foundation on his face (no). Thank God the good hair from last week's re-shot prostitution scene 
stuck around! Blair is almost embarrassingly chipper on the phone, telling him to get some "strong 
coffee" and jump in the shower, and calling him "sleepyhead." (He is wearing more makeup than David 
Bowie in Jim Henson's 1986 film Labyrinth. A film, | stress, which made its cinematic debut the same 
year most of these actors were born. Guzzle that one down like a champagne brunch, why don't you.) 
Sleepyhead rings off and tosses the phone drearily, calling to Chuck, who's asleep a few feet away, in 
bed with some ladies. Chuck offers Nate some ass, and Nate declines, but does ask them to fetch him 
some water, and they ask if he wants ice in it, and that's when you realize they're hote/ employees. 
We, in English, don't even have a word for whatever Chuck is. ["I read that sentence and said, out loud, 
™“Louche"? ...Shit. "Roue"! ...Shit!' Jacob is wise." -- Sars] Nate and the ladies have a laugh at Chuck's 
black eye, and Chuck admits that if he knew where Dan was, he would quote "kill him." "With what, 


your pussy-ass scarf?" asks Nate, albeit a bit more kindly, and Chuck whines that his stupid pussy- 
ass scarf is his signature piece. It's ugly as hell, and not even in a cool gay way, so there you go: just 
like his Snagglepuss soul. "Better a broken nose than a broken heart," Chuck says, doing something 
mysterious to his smoothie. It's like an eyedropper of something. Probably wheatgrass or something, 
but it's a testament to the oogly-boogliness of Chuck, and this scene, that | was like: "Heroin? Speed? 
Artificial testosterone?” It would explain some things. My notes say, "I don't get it, so that must be 
rich stuff. Gossip Girl, what is that stuff? Drugs?” It's not that I'm unclassy, rape jokes aside -- more 
that | would never make my own smoothies. Nate's like, "Broken heart what? | didn't say anything 
about Serena." And Chuck's like: "Neither did |. Ha! Ya burnt!" Well, he keeps smoothing and smiles 
sagely, but that's totally what he was thinking. In the language of flowers, hemp means "fate," and 
that's Chuck: he never lies, and he's never wrong. 


ager aaa 


D offers to get J in touch with somebody to talk about her near-rape, but because Jenny is a psycho in 
addition to being a dipshit, she's like, "Good point, there's somebody | want to talk to." And lest you 
think it's a professional therapist or law enforcement officer, I'll tell you right now she's talking about 
Chuck, via Blair. She's so messed up | almost admire her. In other news, Rufus looks kind of shitty this 
morning, but that's fine, because Dan is now totally hot. They equalized their hotness or something. 
"Shut Up & Drive" starts playing for the first of one billion times as the following things happen: Nate 
comes to the Palace looking for Serena, Serena heads out to look for Blair, and Blair deletes her calls 
and messages from Serena with a flick of her insouciant wrist. Gossip Girl fully throws down the 
gauntlet and becomes the awesomest character: "The tables are all set, and when the guests arrive, 
we can start dishing. Here's what's on the menu!" Then she slides us a total blipvert of the entire 
episode. That's so fetch! | love you, Gossip Girl! You are so clever with your meta-cleverness! 


At the Palace, our first Lily van der Woodsen spotting of the night is fittingly enough accompanied by 
Rooney's "When Did Your Heart Go Missing.” Serena's looking for a pair of Michel Perrys, which seems 
a little garish for Serena's style, but we'll see. Serena is having such trouble, Lily points out, because 
she still hasn't unpacked -- she's got a point, but unless my timeline is way off, the pilot started 
Friday evening, and it's now Sunday morning, so like chillax, Lily. Serena tosses some black boots 
aside and points out that unpacking would be stupid anyway, because it's not their house, it's a hotel 
they have to live in because Lily was unsatisfied with the walls in their place. Lily finds the shoes, and 
they're just as bizarre and neon emerald lime green as | was thinking they'd be; Serena whines that 
Lily's gotten her to go to brunch, so whatever else could she want? Lily shakes her head: Serena loves 
parties. "This isn't like you!" Serena advances the obvious fact that the "me" of Serena is kind of up for 
grabs right now, so if she says she doesn't like parties, then Serena doesn't like parties, and Serena is 
as interested as everybody else to find out what "Serena" actually entails at this juncture. Lily does her 
usual "Now I'm being real" thing and asks Serena to please fill her in on what "Serena" is actually all 
about, but Serena has no answers, so Lily changes the subject to Dan and Serena's date last night. 
Turns out they didn't even hit Lincoln Hawk -- | guess they were just killing time before the show, 
when stupid Jenny's texts came in -- and Lily's pleasure is evident when Serena admits they ended up 


at Kiss On The Lips anyway. "Must have pleased Blair," Lily posits, and Serena gets a determined look 
on her face. "Not that pleased. Which is why I'm going to talk to her." Lily asks her to get back in time 
for brunch: "The more you hide yourself away, they'll think you have something to hide." Serena, of 
course, mentions Institutionalized Eric in this context, and Lily's like, "Duh, that's totally different.” I'm 
totally on Team Lily, actually. She gets no credit at all. Serena hops out to the street and jumps ina 
cab...just as Dan's rounding the corner to come find her. Ahh! 


== |7Blefs 5) == 


Dan approaches the mean concierge from before, wearing this totally rad chocolate brown military- 
cut coat that flatters his...everything. All of his stuff benefits from this jacket, and | want one. The 
dude tells D to have a seat and wait, although -- he cautions -- Serena once went out and didn't 
come back for six months. "But feel free to sit and wait." And | get that the Palace is where half these 
people live right now, and who doesn't love a snarky concierge, except...no he didn't. Don't shove 
repetitive exposition where it does not belong, because it sticks out twice as much: when did this 
happen? Why haven't we heard about it, when her one-year disappearance is causing such a wild stir? 
How many months out of the year do the van der Woodsens live in this hotel? Further back than 
eighteen months ago, did S go live with Blair for six months while her family was previously living at 
the Palace Hotel? Why should | have to be asking myself these questions when | know there are no 
answers? Because | think this is a clue to the episode's denouement, which is all about Dan realizing 
that Serena's rather untrustworthy, so this should be a slightly creepy scene where the concierge is 
like, "Fuck with the eagles, you have to learn to fly,” but instead it comes off very confusing and 
makes it seem like Serena has a personality disorder that causes her to go all Margot Kidder/ Celestia 
Heche from time to time. Please don't distract me with amnesia when I'm just now finally figuring out 
why people wander the streets going "Penn Badgley...Penn Badgley...Pennnnnnn Baaaaaaaaaaadgley." 


Nate meets Lily at the Palace elevator. He looks awesome in his louched-up tux ["/e jinx!" -- Sars], and 
turns on the Parent Charm Rays full force. He's like a totally different person around adults, it's 
brilliant. They walk easily together, and Lily even tells him she thinks Serena has a little crush on him. 
(Lily's kind of a traitor. lf my mom pulled that with some dude, | would send her rats on her birthday.) 
But of course, she giggles, N and B are the perfect couple. Since nobody knows where Serena is -- 
except for Lily, whom she told in the last scene -- Lily tells Nate to talk to the concierge about 
locating her daughter; the concierge in turn tells Nate to wait in the lobby with Dan. "I had a feeling 
you'd be back. Dan, is it?" Lily's so smooth. "...Humphrey, yes." He stammers and says he hopes she's 
had a pleasant 21 hours since they last met. She's like, "It was very pleasant. Until just now. 
Gentlemen,” she breezes off, and again: advantage Lily van der Woodsen. Nate and Dan stare at each 
other, and Nate is...either doing a really great job of not really caring about Dan one way or the other 
but also finding it weird that he's here, or else he is the weakest actor on the show. | feel like this is a 
conundrum we're going to be exploring for a good long while. 


B= Iles (a) = 


S arrives at B's house with "two bone-dry caps and Audrey," and Blair is rocking a tiny black négligée, 


very sexy, under a sheer white dressing gown. She looks like a million bucks but she's spitting nails 
anyway: "Must've blanked on the part where | invited you over," she hisses, smiling and breezing out 
onto the ground floor without even looking her way. Serena, as usual, begins obliviously running at 
the mouth: "Coffee, croissants, Breakfast At Tiffany's. \t's our tradition!" Blair sits down in a Berger 
chair in the foyer and starts flipping through the paper, with a vicious smile on her face and no 
attempt to meet Serena's eyes. "I have new traditions now." Serena protests that they're not 
"traditions" if they're new, but Blair's so checked out of the conversation that she's riding a bicycle 
through 1859. One of those big mothers with the one giant tire. Pennyfarthing, she's riding a 
pennyfarthing through the foggy moors of Serena's self-hatred. It's so awesome. She's got, like, a 
baguette and some wildflowers she just plucked from the side of the road, and she's whistling. In an 
enormous hat. Little bluebirds and big kind ungulates outside are getting her car washed and ready 
and leaving banana peels in Serena's path, and Serena has no idea: "Look, B, I'm really trying to make 
an effort here. | thought it was okay between us!" Blair's mouth says, "It was, until | found out you 
slept with my boyfriend,” but her eyebrows are saying, "I just blew your fucking mind! Again! Serena 
asks the number one question you do not ask at this moment, which is "How'd you find out?" Um, 
obviously Nate told her. Serena stammers and Blair beats it back upstairs, tossing one final insult: "I 
always knew you were a whore. | never thought you were a liar too." Serena begs to make it right, but 
Blair informs her that there is no way. "Just stay away from me, my boyfriend, and my friends.” With a 
gleaming, vicious grin: "You're done here." And you'd think that something would happen in the rest 
of the episode to reverse that, but...nope, Blair's got it covered. 


Jenny arrives at B's sometime later, and Blair screams at the absent maid, without turning around. 
"Dorota! | told you | didn't want to see anyone!" When she finally sees who her visitor is, she goes 
lupine, grinning so hugely you can see every meal she never ate. "Jenny! What do you want?" To bring 
back the calligraphy pens she borrowed for KOTL, pens which therefore almost inadvertently cost 
Jenny her virtue, that's what. Blair, Jenny, Gossip Girl, me, you, Sam Endicott, everybody agrees that 
this is a lame excuse, but not even Gossip Girl is jaded enough to guess what Jenny's really after. Of 
course, it's right up Blair's perverted alley: "You wanna know what Chuck Bass is saying about you..." 
Is he saying anything? "Not yet, anyway. He likes to brag about his conquests, not his victims." Ah, 
well. Maybe next rape. Blair checks her out for awhile, makes a call, and stands up. "Come on. You 
can help me get ready for brunch." A devious plan is hatched; retiring up the stairs with her new 
friend, Jenny is heard to compliment Blair on the flowers in the foyer, which so recently replaced the 
zinnias she's had there for a year. "They're hydrangeas," Blair responds. Heartlessness, and vanity. 


== (PGE! == 


Which, let's take a brief moment to unpack that, because Blair's right about Jenny, but you can't be 
human and understand why: Jenny wants to cross the fourth wall over to the GG.net side of her 
computer screen; she wants to become a celebrity. It's not about popularity, it's about whatever's 
beyond popularity. | think sometime this conceit is going to iron itself out, but even if it doesn't, like: 
we bought vampires, we bought hot robot chicks, both of those things turned out very well, so now 





we just need to buy GG.net in order for this to make sense. Or rather, for it to be even sicker and 


sadder and scarier than it naturally is, because this is not some kind of Stockholm Syndrome issue. 
It's just Jenny, too young to understand the terms, but willing to make a deal. 


Rufus and Lily head into a Brooklyn coffee shop, Lily protesting that she'll be thrown down and 
tattooed, and he laughs: "This is Brooklyn, not the Warped Tour." He chuckles that she has several 
tattoos of her own, including a heart-shaped one between her... "Don't be cute,” she interrupts. He 
whines that in fact he's "better-looking every day," which is simply not true. He looked much hotter 
on Friday, and a bit less through Saturday. At this rate he'll be hideous by Christmas. Rufus presses 
her once again as to why she's reestablished communications after years of bourgie quietude, and Lily 
explains that Dan is in her hotel lobby. Rufus orders Lily's coffee for her without blinking, and she's 
touched that he remembers. She's also a hoss: Americano with an extra shot? That tastes like the 
Devil's own butthole. Lily's my hero! She jokes around about how she's so intensely into Rufus, what 
with his low-income tax bracket, bad v-neck t-shirts, and awful jokes. Before she can even get to the 
gaywad leather choker, she interrupts herself to ask/blurt, "Why would your wife leave?" Bad form, 
Lily. That's just tacky. She keeps going for his jugular. Maybe she's aiming for the choker. "She has 
better taste than you,” is his counter quarte parry, and it's not bad. He repeats the question, and 
rather than repeating the obvious answer, his son, again, she just sighs. "An unfortunate twist of 
fate." He asks if she's seeing anybody, and she won't answer. "No, not serious? Or married.” She tells 
him that's quite enough, and he tries again: "Forbes or Rolling Stone?" Silence. He agrees to leave her 
alone, and she sums up that Dan is not the right kind of influence for Serena right now, because he is 
poor and... guess because he's Rufus's son. Rufus responds with a clear-eyed, compelling honesty, 
that actually Dan is probably exactly what Serena needs. Aww. Now just set Dan up with some nuts 
and everybody will be square. 


Good old Dan is super-nervous out in the Palace square, and looking fine. He asks Nate what he 
possibly has to discuss with Serena, beyond makeup tips, but Nate's not talking. Dan jokes that he is 
sticking with "I was in the neighborhood," but since it's a lie, he’s working on something else. Nate 
finally asks, either with a mixture of interest, bewilderment, jealousy, and condescension, or else he's 
not a very good actor: "She likes you?" Dan doesn't know, and either Nate is amused, bitter, and 
somewhat sympathetic, or else not a very good actor: "That's Serena. You'll never know." Chuck comes 
out wearing sunglasses and nearly gets the vapors that Nate ("Nathaniel") is talking to Dan, and Dan's 
face goes black like weather when he sees Chuck, of course, so then Nate kind of weakly protests 
their ensuing slap fight and gets in between them, and Dan's like, "This hotel doesn't have your name 
on it,” and Nate's like, "Kind of it does, though?" Dan protests that he lives in Brooklyn, this week, and 
not the Ozarks -- "No offense to the Ozarks," he asides, as though what's offensive about that 
statement doesn't fit handily inside what's offensive about this entire show, snug as a hand in an 
Hermés glove -- and that Chuck is perhaps taking his "class warfare" bit a little too far. Chuck tries, 
once again, to rape Dan Humphrey, and once again Nate gets in the middle of it. Dan offers to give 
him another black eye to match his little gift from last night, and then there is skulking and 
wandering and Dan Humphrey being hot and bored outside the Palace Hotel and staring at that one 
green light blinking on and off. 


== FEBS) (3 == 


B looks amazing in that ugly blue dress, of course, and Jenny drools on herself. Blair talks down the 
family brand, all, “It's average. The color is last season, and Stella McCartney has a better one at 
Bergdorf." Jenny dipshits about how she's "been meaning to go by Bergdorf," /ike you can't tell just by 
looking at her. Jenny Humphrey is full of lies. She spots Blair's childhood Cabbage Patch doll over in 
the corner, a sure sign that the people who wrote this are in their early thirties and thus know what a 
Cabbage Patch doll is, and blabbers, "My brother used to have one of these! His name was Cedric." 
Blair laughs boredly, stripping down, checking herself out in the mirror: "Your brother's name is 
Cedric?" No, Jenny explains, it's Dan, as in Serena's date last night. Blair pulls it together and focuses 
on Jenny: "So, does that mean you're friends with Serena?" Jenny can't see the barely concealed 
switchblade that Blair produces from thin air at this point, but she knows it's there, and she treads 
carefully. "I don't...have a problem with her. But if somebody did have a problem with her, |...wouldn't 
have a problem with that either." Blair considers this, decides it's acceptable and a little adorably 
doofy and suck-uppy, and grins wickedly. "You know, if you like that dress...you can have it. I'm sure 
you'll find some way to repay me." Jenny falls all over pissing herself with gratitude: for the dress, the 
right to kiss Blair's patootie, and "the other thing, about Chuck." ("This sure doesn't taste like an iced 





tea!" "It's from Long Island.") Blair gets rea/ at this point, for a sec: "If you wanna be part of this world, 





Jenny, people will talk eventually. And you need to decide if all this is worth it." Obviously it is. In real 
life nobody talks like this, nobody acts like this, and everything is just a little sadder as a result. Jenny 
makes a thousand faces and stares all around, and Blair's loving every second of it. 


Dan finally gets to talk to Serena: he apologizes about The Wave, and she giggles, and he stammers, 
and she's fairly shaking when he completes the picture: "Are you hungry?” She is, actually, she's had 
the worst morning, and Dan asks if she wants to talk about it, either before, after, or concomitant 
with the aforementioned eating, and then: the inevitable Lily. "Great! Just in time for brunch," she 
grits, making it clear that Dan and Serena will now be parting ways. "Mrs. van der Woodsen," Dan 
gamely greets her, and she is fairly awesome in response: "Dan. Still here." Serena blabbers that the 
whole brunch plan was set only before Dan got hungry, but now that plan has to change, because you 
can't let a boy starve. Lily's prepared to make an exception: "He's not invited." Serena is steadfast in 
her disinterest in brunch, leveraging a threat to bring Dan along: "We have plans." Lily, nearly broken, 
offers a deal, immediately after pulling a big My Roof/My Rules card: "What's it going to take you get 
you dressed and out that door?" Um, Dan. Obviously. Ya burnt! And also, you don't follow up My 
Roof/My Rules with an offer to compromise. It defeats the entire purpose, and it's inconsistent to 
boot. This parenting, Lily. It could drive a child to suicide and/or sluttiness at the Shepherd wedding. 
I'm just saying: you got played. 


== FASC) == 


D and S are very nervous at the brunch, but not as nervous as they should be: there's a lady 
pretending to be a statue, with creepy marble veins drawn all over her, standing against a pillar. In 
fact there are multiple statue ladies. This is what classy means, Gossip Girl? This shit right here? 


Because | remember the Benetton window in 1985, and | thought that fuckery was tacky back then, 
when | was seven, and even more persnickety than | am right now. At a table by the windows, 
gorgeously lit, are Blair and Nate, Chuck, and Kati/Isabel. Blair's at first horrified, spotting Serena, but 
then she starts laughing. "You gotta be kidding!" Chuck is also pleased by this turn. Gossip Girl once 
again rocks, all, "Looks like Blair and Chuck showed up with quite an appetite...FOR DESTRUCTION!" 
Gossip Girl, | adore you. Dan and Serena and their metric tons of trepidation slump toward the camera 
and through it, awesomely giving us a blackout to commercial. 


Jenny and Rufus give us a quick, pointless scene at their house in Brooklyn, talking about how the 
dresses she makes are better than Eleanor's, why did B give her the dress, Jenny makes dresses way 
better than B's mom, and why don't they go to the Farmer's Market. So then they go to the Farmer's 
Market. What a pointless little moment. Rufus doesn't seem to have an opinion about Blair, the innate 
corruption of the East Side lifestyle, or the ways in which Jenny is imperiled by these things, just like 
Serena -- which is still the point of this episode -- but | guess it gets them to the Farmer's Market 
and away from brunch. Still, a more pointed critique of the brunch crowd, or a more obvious sign of 
Rufus's oblivion w/r/t his daughter's continuing danger, would have made it work. 


Brrrrunch! Gym Class Heroes' "The Queen & |" plays us, finally, into the Wild Brunch proper, where S 
and D are giggling at the buffet. Nate catches Serena's eye and nods her over. It seems as though 
she's going to blow him off for a second, but soon enough she leaves Dan to it. He reaches past one 
of the statue ladies for something, tries to strike up a conversation with her, is rebuffed and cute, and 
then spots Chuck staring at him. | think the statue ladies are another blown opportunity, given the 
whole belle dame sans merci thing they're setting up for him, but | guess as silent observers -- as 
sexy, decadent furniture -- they're not symbolically a total loss. Or | guess it could be a Pygmalion 
thing, considering where everybody ends up at the end of the episode. | don't know. | think I'm 
abstracting out about it because it's so creepy to look at. Chuck and Dan pout at each other for 
awhile, and peel away. Every time this happens, which is ten or twelve, it's funny to growl like a 
bulldog. It's also funny to see Dan going Hulk-faced every single time Chuck's in the shot —- it's 
emotionally realistic, but also seems to imply some kind of short-term amnesia or ADD 

or MementoDisease, on Dan's part: "Croissant quiche tartlet RAPE Serena statue lady RAPE ballgown 
brown jacket RAPE silver fork blueberry crépe RAPE." Like every time he sees Chuck it's a surprise. 


== IFES) (9) = 


Chuck's dad steers him away, noting that the dress code for this particular event is "black tie, not 
black eye," which is clever, but...not at all true, looking around the room, so whatever, Bart Bass. He 
calls Chuck "Charles," which is interesting given the whole territorial pissing thing Chuck always does 
to the names of his fellow boys. Is he being ironic, or is he trying to position himself ahead of his 
class maturity-wise because he's so intimidated by his father, which is why his sexual antics are so 
over-the-top? | mean, if Chuck raped a tree in the woods, and nobody was around to see it or hear 
about it, would he actually follow through with it? Is he, in fact, the biggest gossip girl of all? | say yes. 


"Are you in some kind of trouble?” Chuck admits that he is, but "only of [his] own making." Good of 


him to recognize. Or is he bragging. Mr. Bass asks rhetorically why Chuck thinks he does all this 
socialite shit: "For you. So you can meet people, become a part of something, make a change." Stop 
with the raping. Chuck sneers. "Really? | thought it was an excuse for an open bar," not to mention the 
statue ladies. Speaking of, Bart Bass says, how about you lose the scotch: "It's barely noon." But if you 
can't get drunk at brunch, then...what is brunch? 


Out in the hall, Serena begs Nate to shut up and listen, because why the hell did he tell Blair? He 
stutters, and an old society biddie comes busting through, so he protests that they can't talk there. 
"Why, because Blair might see us?" Characteristically, Nate hands Serena the key to Chuck's suite. "I'm 
not sneaking around with you!" Serena coughs, but eventually she gives in. Nate is like this immovable 
object that eyebrows at you until you give in. "Fine. Ten minutes." Ten minutes 'til you get punk’'d, 
then. Obviously. 


Blair's charming the hell out of Nate's dad, telling him how Eleanor's in Paris today, due to some kind 
of drama at the atelier. Eleanor is one busy bitch: Friday she's both partying and at her country house, 
Saturday she's bugging the shit out of Blair, and now on Sunday: Paris. | want to live the fashion 
lifestyle. Nate Sr., by way of reminding us that Nate is his child whore, comments on Eleanor's career: 
"She's really going places!" Without thinking, Blair gets very Summer Roberts for a sec: "Hopefully 
places far far away, ha!" Nate Sr. does not laugh. Silence is his only retort. She's like, "Kidding?" Nate 
arrives to save her, and escorting his father away has to endure more of this shit: "You're taking care 
of business, as discussed..." Nate weakly protests that not everything is a business deal, and his dad 
snorts. "Talk to me in thirty years." He drags Nate over to some guy who has some company where 
they have some internships or something. 


== IES I] == 


Blair and Chuck go back to fuming about Serena and Dan, how they told them to stay away! And yet 
they did not. Chuck asks if B's worried about Nate or something, just as a shot in the dark, and then 
-- | can't tell if he knows what he's doing, but | hope so -- passes Blair his other suite key, telling her 
to try and lock it down with Nate again. "The key to my suite, Nate's heart, and your future 
happiness." How horrifying. She takes it, and he smarms, "I'm honored to be playing a small role in 
your deflowering.” Luckily she didn't eat at brunch, or she'd be barfing now; instead she calls him 
disgusting, he agrees, and asks her to report back with details. Blair heads out Nateward, getting 
crazy on him immediately, all, "What are you doing right now? How about me?" He hesitates, due to 
his meeting with Serena, but it's too late: "Better offer, or...?" Of course not, he says, and she drags 
him off toward the room. Chuck...ugh...watches them leave. They mack in the elevator, and then she 
pushes him into Chuck's suite, where S of course is mighty confused: "Nate?" Blair can only respond 
with a bewildered, grossed-out "Serena?" Not so tongue-tied is our Girl, who hits a motherfucking hat 
trick with this one: "Spotted: N and B, hot and heavy in the halls of the Palace Hotel...only to find S 
already waiting! Sparks were flying for sure, but will it be a three-way? Or D-Day?’ Gossip Girl, marry 
me. 


S, N, and B face off. Nate stutters at length about how he's only meeting Serena upstairs to talk about 


why he's not allowed to talk to her anymore, which of course sets Serena off, because who does that, 
and Blair's like, "Fuck all of yous, I'm out," and Serena steps. "No, I'll go,” she hisses. "Let you get back 
to your quickie." Well, Blair is not having that, and gets up in her face about how actually, sex is a big 
deal to some people. Serena laughs nastily, because clearly: "In Chuck's bed? Classy." Then Blair does 
this awesome thing where she talks as she's backing toward the door, all sneaky and spicy, "I bet your 
new friend Dan would /ove to know how classy you are!" She jumps backwards through the door so 
fast and evil | thought she was going to, like, bounce around the walls like some 

wicked parkour speedball, vanishing all awesome. Serena and Nate stare blondly at each other. 
Serena's so shocked she actually asks if Blair's going to do it. "It's Blair," says Nate succinctly. "Shut Up 
& Drive" starts playing again as they chase after her, Serena haranguing him all the way about how 
there's nothing wrong with keeping secrets, if it's just going to hurt someone. They debate this 
philosophical point at length, as they run and run, back to brunch. 


The song fades out for a moment to check in with Dan, who's creeped and getting some air. He 
stumbles onto Lily and Bart Bass, discussing their affair! Oh snap! You go, dude we just met five 
seconds ago who doesn't know the difference between black tie and business casual! Snag that babe! 
Lily's complaining because she doesn't really want to keep their relationship a secret, but she also 
doesn't want to be one of many: "Tell your harem of shopgirls and models that you're seeing 
someone!" He whines that those kinds of conversations take time, but she's all, "They've got 

nothing but time, Bart! They're twenty-five!" As she smiles to herself about this awesome line, she 
spots Dan. He is rooted to the spot in terror. "Excuse me," says Lily, "| gotta go kill a motherfucker. Air 
kiss!" 


== [REG s) 12) == 


Lily chases the terrified Dan into the hotel foyer, where she lets him know that she is totally 
unimpressed by the eavesdropping on her old-lady business. He protests that he was just looking for 
S, but she gets snotty with him: "I don't see her. Do you?" Lily's ‘tude is no match for Dan logic, 
though: "No? That's why I'm looking?" Lily starts into one of her "Listen, | don't know who you think 
you are" speeches, but he's got it covered: "I don't know anything. | didn't hear anything." She looks 
him right in the eye: "But Serena doesn't know." He nods, explains that he doesn't either, and that he's 
going to head inside to brunch and mind his business. The Rihanna song busts in once again as he 
leaves Lily staring into space, wondering if Rufus was right and Dan is, in fact, a little awesome. | 
wonder too. 


Blair reaches the ballroom, jerking her head all over the place looking for Dan. She finally spots him 
and heads over, smoothing her dress down and getting that scary smile again. They shake hands and 
she introduces herself as "Blair Waldorf, Serena's friend." He asks if she's seen her, and Blair lights up 
like a Christmas tree. "Yeah, actually.” Blair's hilarious this whole part, because honestly a// she wants 
in this whole world is to stir shit and tell Dan what's going on, and things keep happening and she 
keeps getting interrupted, so then she just waits her turn to speak, and starts trying to tell him again. 
And people keep running up and complicating the issue, but she's not going to speak until she has 


the floor and the perfect opportunity, so every time the brass ring comes around she tries to grab it 
and create maximum drama, and every time she misses it she just grins and waits for it to come 
around again. Her appetite for destruction is truly awesome. You know, probably my most favorite 
thing about Kaitlin Cooper was her love of train wrecks and freakshows like Taylor and Bullitt, and 
that same joy and adoration for disaster is all over Blair's face this entire time. It's like her 
condescension and excitement with the...personification of desperation that Jenny is becoming, times 
a hundred. | love a girl who loves a spectacle. 


Anyway, imagine this complicated engine with lots of moving parts and gears and blades, and 
everything's spinning: that's brunch right now. S and N come running up just as D's paying attention 
to B, who explains that S has been in the Upchuck Suite waiting for B's boyfriend, and of course S and 
N protest and N tries to explain once again the whole "talk about not talking" thing, which B again 
pronounces stupid, and then D asks if this has to do with N showing up in the Palace lobby this 
morning, which causes B to briefly lose composure, and then Chuck walks up smarming irrelevantly, 
which causes D to combust irrelevantly, as designed, and then ask once again what's really going on, 
giving B her fourth opening to spit it out, but S starts making that crying face and begs her to stop, so 
B gives the fake smile and offers S the chance to tell the story herself, but Chuck offers to do it for 
her, so then everybody yells because how did Chuck know, and all he will say is "| know everything," 
because he is a lurker and a pervo, and Dan's like, "And apparently | know nothing," which causes 
everybody to be like "duh," and then S starts trying to explain and apologize about how it was a long 
time ago and whatever, and Chuck reframes this as equivocation and speaks with the voice of fate: 
"Look, Serena, stop trying to pretend you're a good girl. So you slept with your best friend's boyfriend! 
| kind of admire you for it." Because he's the voice of grossness, but also -- | think we can agree -- 
because if you sleep with Nate, you're Chuck's hero, because | don't know if you get this yet, but 
Chuck's kind of a homo about Nate. Sorry, "Nathaniel." 


== /FEG(S) I3} == 


So Dan and Serena are sad for a multitude of reasons, but mostly because this entire social circle is B- 
A-N-A-N-A-S and neither of them can escape it, which means whether you like it or not, everybody's 
slept with everybody else and Chuck knows what your panties smell like. That's just how it goes, and 
it's very sad. And Blair's like, "Whatever, just thought you should know." Because the last thing Dan 
needs is to fall madly in love with this perfect girl in her perfect world and then realize she's a used- 
up road whore, leaving him alone with merely a Cabbage Patch Doll for company. "You talked to my 
sister?” Dan yelps, hilariously, but before Blair can lay down some more awesome, very true science on 
Dan about his imaginary love story, Chuck takes the opportunity to perv out on Jenny some more, just 
to get a rise and possibly some more vigorous embraces from Daniel, and drop the first f-bomb of 
the night. Dan gets right up in his face about the "unfinished business,” i.e. "unfinished raping” and 
how it is not going to happen on Dan's watch, even though Jenny's kind of into it from what | can tell, 
and then Chuck goes wild. "Oh, Daniel. So little time, so many sluts to f[uck]." Well, Dan's not having 
that at all, so he shoves Chuck really hard into a waiter, but all | can see is the glow off of Blair's 
immense delight. She's shining like a diamond over there. And this isn't even her drama! This is 


merely tangential chaos! 


Chuck giggles and wipes the blood from his gigantor nostrils, and in the background you can see Kati 
and Isabel, dressed like crazy old homeless women with, like, hats and handbags and a bunch of 
costume jewelry, with no idea what the fuck is going on at all, and | would like it if they were in the 
midground of every single shot, just staring like that. Something tells me they will be. They look like 
the Olsen twins. They look like E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial. Dan yells at everybody, to Blair's immense 
delight, that the show is over. Chuck is a jerk, however this time was Dan's fault, and he's leaving. 
Serena offers to go, but he's in extra-pouty mode: "I'd prefer you didn't." Oh, snap! So Serena leaks 
some more from her eyeballs, Dan's off to go be poor on his own fire escape, his count of enchanted 
objects has diminished by one, and there's just Nate going, "Are you happy now?" And Blair is being 
completely honest when she admits she's not even close. Of course, Chuck can't resist offering some 
sex around, but nobody's in the mood to rock. Except for Gossip Girl, that is, who gives us one last 
round of awesome, fading on Chuck's creepy old smile: "Some might call this a flustercluck, but on 
the Upper East Side, we call it Sunday afternoon." That's two practical f-bombs, if you're counting. | 
know | am! 


-- Page 14 -- 


S chases D out into the hotel square, apologizing for the characteristically horrific behavior of Blair 
and Chuck, but Dan wants to be clear: "It's not just them." She knows what he means, and admits that 
the UES world is crazy and weird, but he's like, "See, but you're a part of it." She points out that this is 
not news, but he whines that he thought she was different, even though she's from the Hills and he's 
from Reseda, but she's on top of it. "Um, sorry I'm not who you thought | was, but on the other hand, 
all of that stuff is in the past, and all | can do is try to change. And if you can't accept that, then you 
are a bigger asshat than | am." She's right, but frankly, | would go further with it, because out of all of 
them, this actually makes Dan look the worst, because he's pissed that she's not imaginary. Boys are 
so gross. Like, "I just thought that she grew up in this environment and appeared to be one way her 
whole life, but in fact there was this secret rea/ her that was being saved just for me, that came out of 
nowhere and has no basis in reality, that could allow her to be jn this world but not ofit, all form but 
also all content, which means | would get to date the popular, pretty girl but not have to deal with one 
jota of the bullshit that goes along with that. It was the perfect solution, and you ruined it! By 
existing!" | mean, honestly | think he's just as freaked out about the creepy, nasty world itself, and 
how he will never fit into it and she will never be able to escape it, so where does that leave them, but 
mostly it's like, Serena has the right to exist, and Dan can take it or leave it, but he's not allowed to 
spit on it, which is what he's doing. Which is fine, because he's not good enough for her anyway. You 
know who's good enough for him? | can't wait until you meet fuckin’ Vanessa. Oh, and this whole 
conversation is delivered in classic soap opera style, where they're both facing toward the camera and 
talking into space, which | always love. Serena's very broken up about all this -- because she's doing 
the same shit, thinking she can redeem herself through lowering herself to Dan's level, which is just 
as twisted -- but her exit line is far, far better: "| guess we both made mistakes." He turns and 
watches her head back into the Palace, and just before she turns, expecting him to be there, he takes 


off. He almost was. Bummer. It's well-executed and | like that nobody gives up too much ground 
there. But also: GOOD! TAKE YOUR BROKE ASS HOME! 


That night, literally at least six hours later, Dan is sitting at the kitchen island Chez Humphrey, writing 
poems and bleeding internally from true love. Rufus and Jenny come home with some Farmer's Market 
crap, and Dan morosely tells them that while yes, he did find Serena...he subsequently lost her. I'm 
sure this wordplay happened while he was being poetic about it. Before Rufus or Jenny can even make 
facial expressions in response, Dan's all, "It's fine! Really! It's all for the best. Serena has her friends, 
and her family, her whole world. It has come to my attention their customs are too strange, their ways 
too alien, for this poor pilgrim to ever again be light-hearted. I'm fine. | have known love! How many 
among us can say that, in truth? Pray, don't worry for me. | shall die alone, of a broken heart, with 
only these poems and a weird desire to beat up Chuck some more to sustain me. And tomorrow | 
shall awake in the bright morning light and | will put on that uniform and | will tie my necktie, and | 
will shine my shoes and step out into the seething, vibrant life of the city, for Father -- Father, are 
you there? -- Father, my life must continue. There are a thousand stories out there in the city, Father, 
and | would hear them all. And my dear sister, please, if your older brother, who holds you so tenderly 
in his heart, can make one request: please do not tell bitches about Cedric, my Cabbage Patch Doll. 
That is private. But let us not dally too long on that unhappy thought. This heart will continue to beat; 
these hands will continue to work. And one day, long years from now, and probably far away from 
here, | will look back upon these years with bittersweet fondness. For though it was not a happy one, 
this weekend, still: it was life." 


== (FAIS) 15) == 


Jenny: "Weird, or whatever." He heads out, still ruminating on the carelessness that shadows men's 
souls, but he takes a moment to admire Jenny's flowers from the Farmer's Market: they're hydrangeas, 
just barely beginning to bloom. 


Nate, lying chastely beside Blair, staring at her back, tells her that she needs to get over it, or break 
up. | agree, but then | want them to stay together, and | don't think he does. He touches her shoulder 
and she squeezes his hand, with her eyes closed, as another Bravery song (yay!) starts playing. Over in 
Williamsburg, Dan's squatting around all moodily on the fire escape, and Gossip Girl gives us a couple 
more for the road: "S's mystery man is a mystery no longer! His name is...oh, who cares. Now that he 
and S are over, so are his fifteen minutes.” Inside, Jenny models her blue Sears dress for herself, with 
the flowers in a vase beside the mirror. "But his sister ) was spotted wearing a new dress, gifted from 
B herself. An Eleanor Waldorf original is the uniform of B's private army. But will J be a loyal soldier, or 
side with S's rebel forces?” | stumped for this assignment hardcore all summer because | love this, | 
love it when you talk in war metaphors with teenage girls, because...teenage girls invented war. My 
friend Karen has a t-shirt that says "I Survived Eighth Grade." Serena walks down the road in slo-mo, 
having left brunch, per Gossip Girl, with "no friends, no boy, and nowhere to run." Chuck stares 
smokily into space, in bed with a statue lady. One by one, Serena erases the pictures from her phone: 
herself and Blair, the three of them, staring at Chuck who's just done something heinous. Jenny puts 


her hair up, turns to the side, like a statue come to life; Blair holds onto Nate's hand like she's 
drowning. "The ultimate insider has become a total outsider. Your move, S. And you know who'll be 
watching..." Serena pitches her phone into the trash and keeps walking, and the crane pulls back until 
she's lost in the crowd. 


Next week: Catfights at field hockey like Freaky Friday, Chuck in some more three-ways; possibly D- 
Day. Please, please stay this awesome, Gossip Girl. You know we love you. 


1.3 For “College of Choice,” You Put “Ninja’’? 


== [Hele I] == 


Why would you guarantee a pilot on the fall schedule, then put it untested in the hottest time slot of 
the entire week? Wednesdays are the new Thursdays, not to mention the fact that three of the four 
nets are aiming for the same demographic, and my God, you think Private Practice skews older? | 
wish. It's called the Carrie BradshawPhenomenon and it means that from age ten to thirty-five, you 
always watch shows about people ten years older than you, because it's aspirational, because they 
wear better clothes and have more dramatic relationships than you do. What the CBP means on 
Wednesday night is that half of this show's target is watching Addison Montgomery dancing around 
naked, men are playing Ha/o 3 and don't care, and everybody else is watching that awful Bionic 
Woman show. Aren't you just asking to get the show canceled at that point? Who would do that? It's 
especially upsetting because this is maybe the best show in the entire universe, possibly, and every 
week is better than the last. Not only do Kati and Isabel continue to dress like crazy Yeah Yeah Yeah 
elves from Planet Cobraskank, but the school choir tota/ly sings Fergie. It's like a fairy tale. On a sixer 
of Sparks and a bottle of Robitussin. 


Anyway, this week's party with a fight inside is the Constance Billard/St. Jude lvy Week mixer, where 
the Juniors meet and greet the collegial elite. Dan's hoping for the chance to squire the Dartmouth 
rep, Nate's looking to ditch since he doesn't want to stay on the East Coast, Blair's on the hunt fora 
Yale offer, and Serena is a shoo-in for Brown. Meanwhile, Kati (as token Asian science whiz) invented 
Post-Its. Who knew? Not Jenny, who wears her second-hand Eleanor Waldorf dress to the party and 
continues to fall deeper and deeper in love with Eric. To be honest, | see where she's going with it, 
because he's awesome in this episode. Also excellent? Miss Blair Waldorf, who fakes a traveling injury, 
among other outrages, in her agenda to destroy Serena. She employs Chuck in this pursuit, and he 
takes pictures of Serena entering Eric's treatment facility. This leads Blair to loudly and hilariously 
proclaim Serena's nonexistent drug rehab to the entire mixer. In order to protect her brother and 
mother, S goes along with the ruse, earning a little bit of respect from Dan and Lily both. In the end, 
Nate and Dan come to a sexy rapprochement, Serena and Dan get close again, Lily and Rufus can't 
stay away from each other, and Eric puts a serious smackdown on Blair, flashing his scars at her and 
daring her to continue acting heinous. She meets Serena at the Bethesda fountain in the rain, and 
reads her the letter she would have sent a year ago, when she was herself cracking up -- if she'd 
known where the hell to send it. They tearfully forgive each other, but all is not forgotten and they 
don't really hug or anything. Next week, the watchword seems to be "Fidelio." If we even get there... 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

After the endless recap, Gossip Girl warns us about Serena's response to Blair's non-stop assaults: "It 
takes two to tangle, and girls like these don't go down without a fight!" Unless they're Serena on the 
night of the Shepherd wedding last year! Zing! 


Those awful credits, and then we're into the best teaser yet: The principals of the show getting ready 
for the last day of Ivy Week while the Constance Billard Choir sings"Glamorous" in the background. It's 
pretty awesome, but the long version is better. This whole act of the show is really interesting from a 
narrative point of view, because it skips around about six timelines the entire time, linking certain 
points of dialogue to certain events from earlier in the day, and it does it without ceasing, and it does 
it without calling attention to itself, and it does it without being particularly challenging to follow, 
which is craftsmanship. But if you were to actually diagram this act, like a sentence, it would fuck you 
up. 


Serena looks fabulous, if harried; Blair looks, if possible, even more perfectly put together than usual; 
Nate and Chuck are Nate and Chuck, which is to say they're both pretty variable but well-lit; and Dan 
is covered in shaving mishaps. Also, | think this is the point where he chooses his lipstick shade for 
the episode. They've always done weird things with makeup on this show, especially with the boys, 
but the truly bizarre thing here is that | don't think he's actually wearing lipstick at any point. | think 
Penn Badgley's lips are naturally Urban Decay Chicago Sheer Frost Lube In A Tube-colored, or else this 
week Dan's being played by a very sexy corpse, but it's super-distracting either way. While these five 
people are staring at themselves in the mirror, and the song is playing, we're getting a third line of 
data from GG herself: "There's plenty of upside to being the spawn of the fabulously wealthy. But the 
downside? Super-successful parents accept nothing less from their offspring. And when it comes to 
college, that means the Ivies. It's more than just getting into college, it's setting a course for the rest 
of your life. And for those few who aren't legacies, the pressures are no less. When parents have 
sacrificed for their children's futures, what kid would wanna let them down?" 


lam on the record as a longtime hater of Fergie. | think she's vapid and trashy and inspires trashiness 
and vapidness in others, and thus makes America worse and not better. She also pees in her pants. 
But the number one thing | can't stand about Fergie is her constant lyrical desire -- as though she 
even writes her own songs, or is more than functionally literate -- to have it both ways. "I'ma 


glamorous fashion whore, but | also eat Taco Bell in my Mustang," "big girls don't cry, but they do talk 
in ridiculous infantilized abuse-survivor stripper baby-voice, and refer to themselves as ‘big girls," et 


cetera. Fergie to me is like some kind of My Name /s Earl nightmare where getting on COPS is the 





same thing as being famous. My hatred for her is no less real for being irrational and creepy in its 
own right. However, | will say that this show has made me love this song, both versions of it, and also 
that "Clumsy" is awesome. But the awesomeness of all this Fergie in Chapel is obvious, in terms of the 
heightened reality that this show keeps trying to tell you it’s shooting for. In real life, choirs don't sing 
about poppin’ champagne in a private jet or driving through Taco Bell "raw as hell." But in the UES, 
this is how we roll, and that is brilliant. | wish they would do that ten times as much as they do, 
because it seems really watered down and just kind of weird, instead of cracked-out Popular-style 


madness, which frankly is the only thing $4 of The O.C. was missing. You cannot say the words 
"heightened reality" to me without me immediately thinking about Mary Cherry, and | don't mean the 
silliness or even the over-the-topness of it, just the general feeling that these are not our people and 
they are not playing by our rules. God knows Dan Humphrey's the only person ever on television more 
irritatingly superior than Sam McPherson. 


Constance Billard, the girls’ school, and St. Jude, the boys’, are having Chapel together, which is where 
Jenny is singing Fergie with her choirmates. She's wearing knee-socks, either because she's such an 
Alternative Humphrey and thus is an individual, or because she's stepping out with the Blair Army 
behind her and thus is an individual, | can't tell. We've reached the end of Ivy Week, the Billard 
Headmistress explains, and per tradition, the juniors of the two schools will split responsibility for the 
culminating Friday Night Mixer. The girls will do the thing itself, and certain of the boys will squire the 
various school reps as "ushers," or what was once known in the land of Sparta as the aitas. "For those 
of you who dream of attending an Ivy League school, this mixer is the most important event of your 
life. But no pressure,” she chuckles, and that means Dan. 


== els 2 = 


Earlier in the AM, Jenny and Rufus were laughing at Dan for his multiple shaving lacerations, taking 
their shots where they might, including congratulating him on not being a hemophiliac. It was the 
Humphreys, and I've finally come to peace with the fact that | just hate them. Dan most of all. 
Anyhow, Dan was super-stressed about going to Dartmouth, Rufus and Jenny didn't care, but it's fine 
because when you're as self-obsessed as Dan Humphrey, do you really need the support of your 
family? Could it even really conceivably help you? He applied more lipstick, and explained to us, the 
audience, that he hasn't a trust fund or a legacy connection: merely his self-considering and self- 
conscious grey matter. Jenny pointed out that Dan doesn't do well under the spotlight, then continued 
to eat her own lipstick, half-heartedly. 


Chuck offers "a little wake & bake" to his boy "Nathaniel," who reminds Chuck that they're interviewing 
for usher spots today, which is kind of Chuck's point. "| have my one-hitter!" he says with hushed 
delight. "...But underclassmen should consider this week a dress rehearsal. You are not only 
representing yourselves this week, but generations from our school, and your families,” which means 
Nate, of course. 


Who went running this morning, like every morning, with his dad, who accused him of running him 
off the path in his haste. Nate protested, but then admitted that while he may have cut him off, he 
certainly didn't mean to. Awkwardly as ever, Dad segued this into yet more Dartmouth talk: "You win 
fair and square, nothing could make me prouder... Until you get in the old alma mater, that is!" Nate 
whined some more about California, and Dad pointed out that, ignoring the whole West Coast thing 
altogether, a person with Nate's poor grades needs to at least present the appearance of "working for 
it." Not that Dan Humphrey, apparently the arbiter for all ethical questions in the entire state of New 
York, would be fooled. Nate asked why his father always treated his UCLA/USC dreams as a joke, and 
his father pointed out that white male supremacy is a con that's been handed down through a 


hundred generations through denying women and minorities equal access to higher education, and it 
is not Nate's prerogative to break that chain of inherited privilege. "Listen, your mother and | didn't 
work this hard so you can just make things up as you go along! Dartmouth, law school, Blair. Soon 
you're gonna have everything!" But all Nate wants is pot and Dan's approval, Dad! 


Blair stares lovingly over at Nate, who ignores her and then heads out to smoke some pot with Chuck. 
Headmistress names Blair Waldorf as the emcee announcing this year's charity for the Community 
Outreach Committee, but Kati and Isabel are more interested in wondering where Serena is this 
morning. "...And you know what | wonder? How I'm supposed to hear anything about Yale with all this 
talk about Serena," Blair hisses. They are becalmed. 


== (FEBS 3) == 


Blair came breezing down the stairs Chez Waldorf, giving one of her two impossible monologues this 
week, in a hyper and UIL-tinged manner, like an F. Scott Fitzgerald heroine before her soul is 
delivered by FedEx: "Do you remember when Dad gave me my first Yale sweatshirt? | don't think any 
piece of clothing has ever fit me more perfectly. Not to mention how adorable | found that bulldog. 
Remember when | asked you if | could get a bulldog? Good call, by the way, saying no. And now the 
big day is finally here! Soon Nate and | will be away at college -- him coming down to Yale, me going 
up to Dartmouth, Dad flying in for the Princeton game...| hope it doesn't make you feel old watching 
me grow up!" Of course, this speech took so long, and was so pathetic, that you know there's a 
punchline, named Dorota: "Eat up, Miss Blair, your mom would want you to have a good breakfast." 
Blair smiled that smile that falls, and popped one pithy grape into her mouth. 


Putting aside thoughts of her bulimia and loveless family, Blair wonders aloud where Serena is. "That's 
what | said," complains Kati, and Isabel hisses, "When you weren't supposed to be talking!" As Blair 
continues to think of Serena, we head over that way -- noting, of course, that every other intro toa 
flashback accompanies some meaningful quote about the future that applies to that character; but 
here, the Headmistress isn't saying anything at all. 


Lily hounded her daughter around the hotel room, complaining about how she was going to be late; 
Serena was well aware, but she'd already taken so much time to decide on the perfect seal-skin knee- 
high boots that there was no time left. Lily returned to the subject of Serena sleeping by Eric's 
bedside, was rebuffed, then started in about Ivy Week. "If | can get out of this hotel room, it's my sole 
mission in life to impress that Brown rep," Serena said, rushing about with no identifiable purpose. 
Lily was thrilled: "| mean, | know it's something we've always talked about, but honestly, since you've 
been back...I've wondered if your mind was even on college." Serena agreed that she'd been somewhat 
scattered in the, what, five days since the show started? -- but recent events have made her much 
more interested in getting the fuck back out of town. Lily asked after Dan, was rebuffed, asked after 
Blair, was brutally rebuffed, and Serena laid it on the line: "All | want to do is just finish high school in 
peace, and go away to a State with lots of people who don't know who | am, and just start over, okay?" 
Lily watched her leave and reminded her not to walk to school, since she was already running late. 


Serena jumps out of her cab, uniform all crazy, mostly on purpose, to see the boys and girls of St. 
Jude's and Constance Billard flooding out of Chapel and back to class. "Oh, God," she says to Dan, 
who of course has blundered directly into her path. "God, please don't tell me it's over." Dan, because 
we're all in orbit around Planet Dan, is bemused: "What? You were there. | would say it's pretty over." 
She shakes her head with a rueful grin and points out that she obviously meant the assembly. "Oh, 
right. No, yeah. No, it just ended now." And all that happened was that the heads of the two schools 
said some shit and the choirgirls sang a song about Taco Bell. How horrible that would be to miss! 
They wish each other luck regretfully, and then Blair appears. "Oh, too bad you missed the assembly, 
not that it matters.” | know, right? "Brown doesn't offer degrees in slut,” Blair smiles, and turns on her 
heel. 15-love for the day, that makes. And it's going to be a long day. "Game on, ladies," purrs Gossip 
Girl, and now it's time for some will.i.am and field hockey outfits. 


=— Pagel4 —— 


It's no secret that Serena van der Woodsen is a hoss; | believe in that movie about the evil Pants, she 
played the jock. Which makes it all the more confusing that, confronted by the five-nothing china doll 
that is Blair Waldorf, she would give such a weak defense. But then that's Serena's whole problem, | 
think: weak defense instead of going on the offense, which is why guilt is a growth you should have 
surgically removed whenever it appears. Vide Serena, apologizing to Blair for sleeping with Nate as 
Blair is endlessly high-sticking and low-sticking and ramblefrazzing her with her hockey stick. The 
umpire or ombudsman or whatever, | don't claim to know hockey, keeps blowing the whistle and 
holding up different-colored flags as Serena gets more and more bruised, but does Blair care? She 
does not. At one point Serena's like, "That eighth time? | really want to believe that was a mistake," 
and Blair's like, "Then you're kind of a retard," and Serena's all, "Enough is enough!" and Blair's like, 
"My vengeance is a neverending wave of destruction that doesn't understand this word 'enough.” 
Serena's like, "Can't we be friends?" I'm sorry, Serena, did one of those fouls get you in the head? 
Because we've entered a realm where there isn't quarter, but she keeps asking for quarter, and | don't 
get it. The proper response to somebody hitting you over and over is not to ask for less hitting, it's 
to... Oh, there she goes. Nice. 


And the whole time, will.i.am is singing about how if her mama's pretty, she's going to be pretty like 
her mama, but if her mama's real ugly, she's going to be real ugly like her mama, which | love, 
because: check it out. If her mama secretly likes poor guys with liberal superiority complexes while 
serial-monogamifying with the uber-rich, chances are that she's going to secretly like poor guys with 
liberal superiority complexes while serial-monogamifying with the uber-rich; and if her mama gets 
deserted by her husband for a male model after twenty years of marriage and has nothing to show for 
it but an eating disorder and no lack of emotional abuse to heap on those around her, then | 
guarantee that Nate is going to sleep with Chuck sooner rather than later. See? That's DNA. Thanks, 


will.i.am! 


So Serena's beating hell out of Blair but not really that hard, but the whole time she's like, "Make me 
stop hitting you! Make me stop hitting you! Be my friend!" and finally they get her off Blair and she's 


like, "Again. Truce?" And Blair gives that little smile, you know the one, and starts screaming, 
clutching at her leg. Nice. Nice! The coach or whatever, the hockey-sport pedagogue, is like, "Serena, 
you're out of here!" And then Kati and Isabel help Blair off the field, and it's important to note which 
leg she is favoring, and | will tell you that it is her RIGHT leg. Gossip Girl gets off her one great line of 
the night: "Hey, Upper East Siders. We hear that World War III just broke out, and it's wearing knee 
socks!" 


== [Piles 5) = 


Somebody from a school or something is asking Dan why he should be the Dartmouth usher, and the 
answer is pure Dan. | kept thinking he was going to make me hate him, and | was so afraid about that, 
but whatever, I'm done, | hate him. Just hate his ass: "Well, I've given this a lot of thought, and | think | 
can answer your question in three parts, and I'd like to start with the third part first, if it's cool, 
unless, uh, that would be confusing, in which case, | can start at the beginning -- ha ha -- um, the 
Dartmouth principles of community highlight integrity, responsibility and consideration, uh, well, 
from St. Jude's, I've learned integrity, from being an older brother, | have learned responsibility, and 
from my parents, who have sacrificed everything to send me to this school, I've learned consideration. 
It really comes down to one thing: Dartmouth is my dream. And I've never asked Dartmouth, but...I 
think It's been dreaming of me. That -- that was a joke, or an attempt at one..." | would give him 
admission a year early just to fail him out for talking that shit to me. Looks like the School of Seth 
Cohen already did. Is that somebody's idea of cute? | can't imagine anybody intended that speech to 
be so irritating, which means somebody designed it to be endearing, and | just can't do it. | cannot 
find that shit cute. Bring your A game, or take your broke ass home. | get that he caves under 
pressure and that he thinks mumbling is charming, but what you've just proven to me, Dan, is that 
you cannot handle it. And that's not on your pedigree, that's on you. "You are the ideal Dartmouth 
candidate," the interviewer says, and we see that now we're talking to Nate, who replies -- smoothly, 
maturely, professionally -- that it would be an honor to attend Dartmouth, about which he's grown up 
hearing all about from his father, but that to be frank, it's not his first choice. "If there's only one 
usher position available, I'm sure there's someone who wants it more than me." Of all the reasons | 
hate Dan today and possibly forevermore, number one is that I'm now siding with Nate Archibald. 
And, of course, Chuck: 


"Why should | be chosen to be an usher? I'm... Chuck Bass." Game, set, match. I'm not saying every guy 
on this show is sort of unrepentantly and triumphantly gay, all day every day, but | am asking why 
somebody didn't think of that sooner. 


It's the end of the school day, and Mr. Tedrow, the Headmaster for St. Jude's, pins the usher list to the 
wall. Nate and Dan -- friendly enough -- line up to check it out. Of course, Nate has the Dartmouth 
position, and Dan has nothing (Chuck got Yale), but does Dan understand what this means? No, it's 
clearly a conspiracy against those who cannot speak intelligently, or at all, because they live in 
DUMBO or South Africa or wherever the Humphreys live this week: Dan's just that special. He moans 
on and on about how he's second in their class, and Nate's like last, and Nate's like, "Not only do you 


know nothing about my family or the enormous pressure | too am under, but also, how is it that 
you've been going to this school for X years and yet you're acting like you just took the Red Pill and 
suddenly you grasp vertical accumulation of wealth and you can't wait to tell everybody? Are you 
secretly a/ready a freshman at Dartmouth?" Dan bitches some more and assures Nate that J.L. Hall, 
Dartmouth alum and author of The Petting Zoo, will be very impressed with Nate's Go Green passion. 
"Who the hell is J.L. Hall?" asks Nate, just placing himself discreetly under Dan's passive-aggressive 
little nerdy thumb. "He's the lvy rep? You might want to pick up his book if you blah blah blah I'm so 
smartypants godawful.” 
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Dan comes screeching out of the hallway and straight into, somehow, the courtyard of Constance 
Billard, where Serena is blindly wandering, once again. | guess they're one of those schools that are 
actually the same school but pretend they aren't. | should have picked up on that earlier. They blather 
about how he has this anger problem that causes him to be a jerk to her, and she's like, "Good luck 
with that," and he's all "I'll keep you posted," and the sexual energy is like so blinding. She mistakenly 
congratulates him on getting Dartmouth usher, and he replies that he didn't, subtly implying that this 
is because she slept with Nate a year ago at the Shepherd wedding: "In an ironic -- though not totally 
unexpected -- twist, Nate got the one | wanted." She apologizes as though this is her fault, because 
she feels so guilty about things that she will literally apologize to anyone at any time, and he's like, 
"Well, it is your fault, because you're a legacy." Not even trying to defend herself or her family, 
because there's zero need for her to do so, she instead tries to give him a little cheerleading: "Just 
because you're not an usher doesn't mean you're not gonna get into an lvy!" He's like, "Bullshit, 
because your parents went to Harvard and Brown." She's all OMG and he's like, "Exactly. My point 
exactly." 


It's not that he's wrong, and I'm not really hating on him that much, but he's being such a dick about 
it. The entire point of Nate Archibald is that everybody's just as screwed as everybody else, but it 
takes a grown-up man to actually understand this, and despite what Rufus says, the Humphreys don't 
really count any of those in their number, or else Dan would understand that what he's saying 
amounts to, "The only way you can make it right, as a Brown legacy, is to...not go to college at all, and 
become a homeless street person. Then, and only then, will my father's inability to provide for his 
family at the level to which he aspires finally be avenged." 


Kati and Isabel are hovering over Blair at the Waldorf house, bitching about Serena's cheap shot, and 
they're totally icing her LEFT leg, which is hilarious and | wish they'd called more attention to it. Chuck 
calls Blair all breathy and butch about the "field hockey throwdown," the associated "mouthguards and 
short skirts," which: gross, go to Japan if you're like that, and his hope that somebody filmed it. She 
indulgently scoffs, all, "You're heinous,” and Chuck asks if that isn't why she called him. "Women like 
to pretend they're complicated; | know better." | cannot wait for that one to bite him in the ass. Of all 
the wonderful things about this amazing, endangered show, | think Blair's complexity is in the top 
three, just below everybody's eyebrows. She sends the girls off for a heating pad so she and Chuck 


can plan the next step in Operation Dumbo Drop. Blair's done guessing about where and why Serena 
disappeared: she wants answers. "And no one likes to be on the ground floor of a scandal like Chuck 
Bass." In the limo, Chuck grins smarmily. "| am a bitch when | wanna be," he oozes. They agree to 
"cause trouble" and "uncover secrets." You go, Gossip Girls! 
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Dan comes in all a-huff because of restricted ownership of the means of production in a capitalist 
state or some shit, and Rufus is all, "| made dinner that | have to talk about!" and Dan hurls himself 
down on the bed and Rufus asks him what's wrong and Dan screams "Nate Archibald!" into his pillow, 
and everybody watching -- | can only assume -- hits pause and shouts, "What's my name, bitch? Say 
my name!" and makes Dan scream "Nate Archibaaaaaaaaaaaaald!" into his pillow six or seven times, 
because with Dan around you have to make your own fun. Just don't let him find out or he'll start 
quoting Das Kapital at you, in his Diesel t-shirt, and anyway finally he tells Rufus to go away. Outside 
-- as Dan I'm sure continues to shout muffled curses into his IKEA bed linens, getting lipstick all over 
them -- Rufus is like, "Is it true that you feel encroached upon by the sacrifices your mother and | 
have made in order to give you these tiny opportunities that your brother keeps squandering?" and 
Jenny's all, "lam like five seconds away from going Slutsville 3000, so I'm not really a reliable narrator 
right now." 


Chuck watches Serena entering the Ostroff Center, where her brother's in rehab, and snaps lots of 
pictures, giggling to himself. When he calls Blair, she's dazed on the couch with Nate, who's 
reading The Petting Zoo. "Mom, how's Paris?" Chuck laughs and suggests that Blair is not going to 
believe where he found their "little princess.” 


Later, in Blair's room, Chuck's showing her the pictures and congratulating himself on his scheme-y 
prowess. "If you weren't such a perv,” Blair admits, "I'm sure the CIA would hire you in a second.” 
Chuck laughs. "Defending my country -- there's a future | never imagined." She nods. "With good 
reason." Because you are a homosexual, Chuck. Catch up. Chuck offers that Serena's at the Ostroff 
Center for the same reason anybody else would be, describing it as a facility for "the disturbed or 
addicted." Blair notes that Chuck should have his own wing by now, and he congratulates her wit, 
asking what her next move will be. "| was thinking total social destruction," she hums, and he laughs. 
"And here | thought you were getting soft!" He then offers to do her, and she evicts him pleasantly 
from the room. 


Over at the Center, Serena's getting intense about her brother's forced stay. "I've been in these 
sessions every day for the last week, but nothing is going to change unless she stops hiding him here 
and lets him have his life back," she says huffily. Lily contests that it's not "hiding," it's "recovery," but 
Serena asks why, then, is Lily still lying that Eric's in Miami? Lily says it's because Eric's not "ready," 
but Serena and everybody else knows that it's really Lily that's not ready. The therapist praises them 
for having an honest conversation -- Serena accuses her mother of being ignorant of the entire 
concept -- but invites them to include Eric in this conversation that's about, you know, Eric. Eric 
shows some of that van der Woodsen backbone he'll be dazzling us with later, all, "Like | have a say in 


this? Wow, thanks." Lily and Serena immediately take the conversation back out of his hands, patting 
their thighs and whistling at him like Finn and McDreamy all, "Here boy! Come here! Who loves you? 





Who's a good boy?" Serena gets him to admit that he wants to leave eventually...but Lily gets him to 
admit that he might actually not be ready...but Serena gets him to admit that it sucks there...but Lily 
gets him to admit that he's holding the family together better by being all alone in a hospital room, 
and so on. Serena suggests a compromise: he can escort her to the Ivy Week Mixer. Lily is not feeling 
it, even though Serena points out that he'll be around people he knows, and, barring some kind of all- 
out assault by Blair, it should be fun and comfortable. Eric and the therapist lady agree that this 
sounds awesome, and Lily responds in the mature fashion: by loudly packing up her shit and leaving 
with haste, to help the school prepare for the Mixer. "As both Parent Committee chair and responsible 
mother," she adds at one last grab to save face. Her kids watch her leave and make eyebrows at each 
other; Serena's overjoyed, because she has no friends. 
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Rufus is up at St. Jude's, trying to work both his "slick rocker dad" thing and his son's 

"bumbling Beautiful Mind ESL" vibe. Neither of them work on the very striking day-player lady he 
snags at random, who informs him that all the usher positions have been irrevocably filled. She sends 
him to talk to the Committee chair, and the frosty chill that fills the room in advance of said chair is a 
sign to both of them that Lily is coming. Nameless advisor lady fully scuttles out of the room, wishing 
him luck and noting that Lily seems to be in a "good mood." | will miss her, she's got a certain 
something. Anyhow, she disappears just as Lily is arriving to tell Rufus, as usual, to fuck off sideways. 


But Rufus comes busting into Humphrey House with some great news that is also a bit of a lie: he's 
gotten Dan "in" for the Ivy Week party tonight, with his name on the program and everything. Of 
course, he's not talking about the Dartmouth spot, he's talking about Refreshment Committee, which 
of course means serving drinks. Rufus does not explain that he accomplished this through secret 
means having to do with Lily's secret slutty history, but does drop the even bigger Shame Bomb that 
he'll be providing the entertainment. I'm picturing soft jazzy guitar renditions of "Tiny Bubbles" and 
"The Girl From Ipanema," and I'm right, but lest you think | went to Dartmouth, it was just the lamest 
thing | could think of. Dan is both impressed by and ashamed of his father and their new jobs as 
caterers, noting that neither "Refreshment" nor "Entertainment" existed as real committees until Rufus 
left the house. He further describes Lincoln Hawk as “early '90s post-punk math rock," evincing a 
less-than-clear grasp of most or any of those terms. Jenny invites herself along; Dan begins to weep. 


Getting out of the car, Lily smothers Eric some more, cautioning him to alert her, should he get “all 
anxious,” "light-headed," or "panicky." This kind of warning makes me all three. Eric assures her he'll 
be fine: "All | have to do is be normal.” And in an aside to Serena: "Or at least act normal." Serena 
laughs that it works for their mom, showing that she's still in UES denial. "Acting normal" is clearly 
quite beyond the wheelhouse of anyone on this entire show. Inside, Serena immediately starts looking 
for the Yale rep, confusing her mom just enough that they can explicate exactly what's going on here: 
Serena wants to go to Brown, it's Blair that wants to go to Yale. Therefore, Serena's being a dick. Lily's 


like, "Right, right." 
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Serena launches herself across the yard at Yale, just as Blair's reminding him that her father used to 
do crew with him. Before he can blush and set her straight that they rowed a boat together with only 
the occasional above-the-waist petting, as is proper at an Ivy League school, Serena's like, "Blair, 
come come now, you can't row crew, you can't even get your hair wet, you're an idiot, I'm Serena van 
der Woodsen, let's go freshen up your drink," and whisks Yale away. Which was...kind of bad-ass? 
Except how Blair could easily have gotten out of that half-nelson if she'd been a bit more proactive 
instead of just going, "It's true, | do hate crew, but my dad once 'rowed a boat' with this guy." As it is, 
she just stares after them and bitches over to Chuck, whom if you'll remember is supposed to be 
ushering Yale. He explains he's given up on Yale and is now "trying to get into Princeton," a pretty 
cougar with a striking resemblance to Mo Collins. | can only assume that Chuck doesn't know about 
Yale's "crew" tendencies, or he'd be over there in a hot minute. "Don't get your La Perlas in a bunch," 
he says, which: good point, Chuck, because why does Blair have all this sexy underwear if she won't 
even take the Corvette out for a test drive? 


Luckily, Chuck's got it covered, because guess who just walked in? Dr. Donald Ostroff, head of the 
Ostroff Center. And no, that's not a tic, it's a wink: Dawn Ostroff is the once-president of UPN and the 
now-president of the CW, also known as the network that bought a put pilot for this show and then 
crammed it into the most haunted, scary timeslot of '07-'08. She's totally awesome and totally scary, 
like any TV exec, but | can't tell you why she has done this to my beautiful show, because it makes no 
sense to me. 


Nate's like, "I liked your book." Good, strong start. Dartmouth's all, "Thanks, but I'm a writer, so I'm 
going to need a bunch of ass-kissing disguised as criticism. If you're too stoned to do this on your 
own, here are some prompts: Is the epilogue awesome? Isn't it great how Warner Brothers is making a 
movie? Isn't the NY7 a POS for saying the awesome epilogue was a ‘cheap cop-out’? Isn't Warner a 
buttface for possibly changing the awesome epilogue in the movie version? Answer these questions at 
your own pace." Nate does an excellent job of avoiding the thirty or so land mines in that 
conversational gambit and sneaks by with seeming grace and intelligence, or else is not a very good 
actor: "Well, | can see how the ending might not seem all that commercial." Dartmouth is pleased, 
because God forbid you write something commercial, so Nate runs off to get them drinks, because he 
is terrified of charming his way into Dartmouth without even trying. | think this episode made Nate my 
new favorite character. 


Lily and Bart Bass -- Chuck's dad that she's having the secret affair with, not that anybody has 
bothered to tell us why it's a total secret -- make with the kiss-kiss, and Bart welcomes Eric back 
from Miami. "You know, Go Marlins..." He excuses himself to go act normal somewhere else. 
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Meanwhile, Kati is leading some alum somewhere and here's what she's saying: "So the neuroscience 


project I'm working on involves the cellular signaling pathway of neuronal nitric oxide synthase. It's 
initiated when glutamate binds to NMDARs..." Which is funny in that Kati just invented Post-lIts, but 
also funny because -- thanks to forum posters EmpressByNature and YesYesNo -- it provoked the 
discovery of some long-term potentiation in Rosencrantz & Guildenstern themselves which makes this 
show even cooler. Nan Zhang, the actor who plays Kati, was in the pre-med/neuro program at Johns 
Hopkins, and Nicole Fiscella, who plays Isabel, got her Anthropology BA from Tufts and is now getting 
a masters in Human Nutrition. | would not make this up, | could not make this up, | did not make this 
up, but it does make me fall just a little bit more in love with the whole world, you know? 


Speaking of falling in loooooove: It's Jenny and Eric! Jenny's wearing her Team Blair dress, which still 
looks like it's cunningly fashioned from J.C. Penney's Pimp Sheets collection ("You know you sleep real 
nice, baby!") and beaming. And why shouldn't she be? You know who's nice to have around when 
you're about to jump onto a self-destructive slut spiral? Emotionally damaged young men with 
abandonment issues, that's right! They geek out over the fact that both of them remember each 
other's names and that they met at Bendel's, but before Jenny can boast that she can tie her shoes 
without aid, or Eric can slug her with his teddy bear and sit in the middle of the room crying, Nate's 
dad comes whizzing by all, "Enjoy Miami?” Eric gives a weak little "Save the manatees?" before Mr. 
Archibald is gone, and Jenny's like, "What are manatees? | like ponies!" He offers to tell her, but by 
walking backwards: "It's a long story...it's a little dark..." She's like, "I repeat: nobody even knows how 
buckwild crazy I'm about to go. Trust me, | can handle it." And man, if Jenny doesn't go as nuts as I'm 
hoping she will, I'll just cry. 


Serena appears at Refreshment Committee for a drink; while Dan's serving her, he makes awkward 
conversation: "You want to go to Yale, then?" | don't know if he's asking because she just switched, or 
because their entire first date consisted of tracking down rapes in progress and halting them like 
Batman and Robin so he honestly doesn't know. Serena has the sense to be a little wry about it -- 
"No, Brown. It's just this thing with Blair..." -- but of course Dan's raging perfection is not appeased 
by a mere self-effacing manner. "Oh, yeah. Yeah, | get it. | mean, since you don't have to actually 
worry about getting into college, why not make the entire evening about screwing over Blair?" And by 
the same token, Dan, since you're completely out of your element by your own choice and shitty 
demeanor, why not make the entire evening about your imaginary moral superiority? Serena's like, "I 
don't want any of your stupid fucking punch, Refreshment Committee. It tastes like the bitter tears of 
poverty." They stand there awkwardly as Nate approaches and pointedly ignores Serena while he gets 
drinks for himself and Dartmouth. It's hard out there for a pimp, but even harder for a bushy-browed 
boy whore. Serena's like, "For real? Seriously? Like you're /itera//y not speaking to me?" Nate musters a 
"Hey," and she spits some nails all over the place and takes off, leaving Dan and Nate trying 
desperately to miss her. 


Dan asks Nate jealously what Dartmouth guy is like. "Like a Dartmouth English lit professor | have 
nothing in common with?" Dan nods sagely, like he's got this shitload of things in common with 
Dartmouth guy, and Nate starts auditioning to be his puppy dog. "Guess | could tell him...how 
everything | have, | got because I'm an Archibald?" See, Nate's awesome here, because he's not only 


being dead sexy, but also saying the magic words of Dan Humphrey. Normally | only identify this 
much with the...hey. HEY! Nate Archibald is the Marissa! | have discovered the secret! Think about it! 
The “acting,” the ethereal un-presence he brings to every scene, his placement as object of desire 
without giving any real justification for it...OMG this show makes so much more sense now. 
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Whew. Anyway, so Dan's like, "Now that you are flirting with me and being self-effacing, | find that 
you are a dear little thing. You should mention Theodore Geisel, the man to whom the intellectually 
ungifted refer as 'Dr. Seuss.' He went to Dartmouth, like you will, because you are a worthless piece of 
gentry trash. Furthermore, The Petting Zoo was inspired by Geisel's The Lorax." Which is hilarious, 
because, like, | was picturing something like Freakonomics or The Tipping Point, something financial, 
and now you've got petting zoos and the Lorax, which makes me think it's environmental in some 
way, but it all mixes together and | can just see like some Furry-Faced Flurmwit going, "I will not 
borrow stock and sell at a lower price! | won't short-sell flax, or wheat, or rice!" or whatever. So Nate 
doesn't recognize Dr. Seuss or The Lorax. The latter | can see, because that's like reading Harry 
Potter to Falwell's kids; Nate Sr. would bust a gut. But Dr. Seuss? That's stretching the joke a bit far. 
Not as far as the next bit, though; crestfallen with all this ignorance, Dan tries again: "Just mention 
how his prose style is influenced by early Faulkner.” But what he really means is, "Just mention how 
his prose style is influenced by smart-sounding adjective pretentious-sounding author," which is 





intended to either make him look super-smart -- if this is one of those infrequent dialogue times 
where this show rocks less than utterly -- or super-toolish, depending. And | cannot for the life of me 
get a grip on what the show is trying for with him at all, because people as beautiful and funny- 
looking as Penn Badgley usually end up playing the good guy, you know, but then why is he sucha 
douche? | mean doooouche. Unless he's comparing himself here to "Ad Astra," which frankly | 
wouldn't put past him, and that would be hilarious. Nate's like, "Actually, since I've got you looking 
into my dewy eyes with Lorax-tinted longing, do you want to take him these drinks so | can go get 
real stoned?" Dan agrees, and then they...make love. 


What?! | don't know what else to call it! They totally did! It was awesome! Anyway, Nate makes Dan 
some eggs and ruffles his hair and leaves the refreshment area promising to call him soon, just as his 
dad grabs the hell out of him and swings his son around like he’s Chery! Burke, forcing him finally to 
come out of the closet about not wanting to go to Dartmouth, and how annoying his dad's willful 
blindness to this fact truly is. "There, | said it! Now back off!" If | could end every conversation by 
screeching about my first-choice college and then mincing away in a three-thousand-dollar suit, | 
would definitely think about doing so. "You thought | ordered ventiwhen | did this with my fingers, 
but really | was saying triple shot. There! | said it!" Swoosh, baby. Nothin’ but net. 


Meanwhile, Eric's explaining to the only minorly bored Jenny Humphrey that living alone with his 
mother at the Palace Hotel was so very lonely that he tried to kill himself. She's like, "| feel you.” Lily 
says the Ostroff Center has the best counselors, "but what they really get paid for is to keep their 
mouths shut." Can't they do both? Can't somebody at the Ostroff Center counsel that we move this 


show to a less punishing timeslot? Like early on Saturday, when you're still pre-pre-partying at home? 
Or disco naptime on Friday, like Sabrina The Teenage Witch used to? The only reason | even ever saw 
that show was because of college, drinking box Chardonnay and changing clothes sixteen thousand 
times. TGleffing save my show! Jenny promises she won't say anything, she's a no-Gossip Girl, and 
even offers to help him make up Florida Factoids. "| have a grandma who lives in Fort Myers!" she says 
excitedly. Oh, honey. You're not helping your case. 
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Blair Waldorf, whom | keep meaning to tell you the captioning sometimes loveably portmanteaus into 
"BLORF," welcomes everybody to the Constance Billard/St. Jude's lvy Week Mixer, just as Eric and Jenny 
are coming back from their dark confab of gothic suicidal darkness. This is the second of her long 
monologues, and -- except for the brilliant note coming up at the end -- is just as thinly produced. | 
think Leighton's deal is that she's really good with chemistry, like awesomely good, which means she 
needs the person right in front of her to vibe back and forth with, but when she has to project out 
onto nothingness, like here -- or when she was walking around the house delivering that soliloquy to 
Dorota -- she feels dwarfed (blorfed?) by the lack of response she's getting from the nobody she's 
talking to, so it falls flat and she hits these weird yipping overly aggressive notes and then tries to dial 
it back, and it makes you kind of seasick to listen to, because either she's the boss of everybody or 
she's trying to get people to pay attention to her kind of desperately. And | realize that's the point of 
Blair, but | don't really think this particular thing is a choice on Leighton's part. | mean, it doesn't 
actually matter in the narrative -- for the same reason that Mischa didn't actually have to be a good 
actress because Marissa was so fake and awesomely surfacey that it came out to a zero sum, Mischa : 
Marissa :: Marissa : Mischa -- but it does kind of make me feel anxiety on her behalf because she's 
normally such a standout. 


Sorry, so Blorf is like, I'm the chair of the Community Outreach Committee, blah blah, we choose a 
local institution that does our community good, and this year it's the Ostroff Center. And that's fine, 
but you already know what's coming: "This semester, our choice is a very personal one, because the 
center has helped one of our own." Lily's like, "The fuck?" All the van der Woodsens stare at each other 
in mute blonde horror and disarray and begin to circle their tiny skinny blonde wagons in the corner 
of the yard. "It's because of their excellent program, which aids so many young addicts and alcoholics, 
that a student here with us today is clean and sober. At /east for now. Can | please have Serena van 
der Woodsen join me onstage?" That last little twist of the knife is performed expertly; she practically 
sticks it in Fifth Position. "S and B's last stand, and only one gets out alive! Better run for cover." 
Gossip Girl's pretty much phoning it in this week, although | don't know how she could really raise the 
bar on herself after last week's rock-out session. 


Lily shudders, like a full-body shudder, and begs the universe at large to tell her that this is not 
happening. Eric tells her it's not, and heads toward the podium, but Serena grabs him and shoves him 
back into their mom. "Stay right here, okay?" Lily continues to shake all over with the willies of fear 
and demands that Serena think about who's standing with them right now, which is everybody. Serena 


pushes off and floats across the crowd toward Blair. She's wearing a pretty Grecian-inspired dress that 
I'm told is from Vena Cava, but | can't find it in their spring collection, and a golden printed scarf in 
her hair, and she looks even more sleek than usual. Blair's wearing an old-lady suit with pearls in 
what seems to be the exact same color she was over last week, and a bright yellow Avonlea shirt, and 
as usual can make it work for no reason except that she's gorgeous. So when Serena gets up there, 
Blair's like, "Gotcha!" But whatever, Serena's got the stage now, so of course she's going to do some 
kind of Dan move where she...yep, here she goes. 
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"Hi, I'm Serena van der Woodsen. | just want to thank my friend, Blair Waldorf, for recognizing the 
Ostroff Center and all of the good things that they do. Thanks, Blair." Polite applause while every 
stares at the only Upper East-Sider to ever do drugs. "At the Center, one of the main things that we 
learn is forgiveness.” Dan leans over, and instead of asking why Serena's being a chump right now, 
gets the 411 from Jenny about how it's Eric and not Serena that has the troubles. "I've learned about 
how, in order to move forward with our future, we must forgive those who have wronged us in the 
past. And we must, ourselves, ask for forgiveness from those whom we've wronged. Without this 
forgiveness, innocent people get hurt..." And Blair just snatches the mic and thanks her a billion times 
and tells her apologetic ass to get off the stage, because way to Dan it up, Serena. Gossip Girl's none 
too impressed either: "Honesty may be the best policy in some zip codes, but not in this one. And not 
this week, because 'l Was A Teenage Drug Addict’ is not exactly a winning college essay." Good one, 
GG, except how it turns out it kind of is, depending which of the lvy reps has experience with 
addiction in their own families, which is all of them. 


Blair invites Dr. Ostroff onstage to explain this show's timeslot to the crowd, and Serena heads deep 
inside the venue without her feet even touching the ground. Lily's hilarious: "Why is Blair outing you 
for a drug problem that you don't have?" That kind of sums up the whole episode, doesn't it? "...You 
don't, do you?" Hee! Serena's like, "Moooom!" They talk more about trust and how none of them 
actually knows the other ones, and Lily strikes another Mama Bear stance, all, "What's happened to 
Eric has put a huge strain on our family, but we are still a family," and Serena's like, "Check out what | 
just did, | know that." Lily gets it; Serena runs off to "go end this with Blair," as though -- again -- 
that's possible. Serena! How did you live through childhood without burning your fingers off? "I'm just 
going to touch the stove one more time but this time | mean it." 


She interrupts Blair's discussion with Yale with a very teenage-junkie "What the hell was that?!" Blair 
sweetly excuses herself, and once again Serena's like, "So, we good?" Only slightly rolling her eyes, 
Blair's like, "Again, no. Because nothing | do will ever be as bad as what you did to me." Serena -- who 
is really not making a good show of it tonight -- is like, "...Please? I'll stop if you will." Stop what? 
Caving? "You're just saying that because today you lost." Word. "And you're gonna keep losing." 
Seriously, Serena. I'm telling you this as a friend: Step. It. Up. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Blair excuses herself to head back to the future she still has, and Serena grits out some tears and 
takes off. Dan comes running up and tells her he knows how she did all this to protect Eric, again, and 
that he thinks she's very cool, again, and promises not to tell anybody about Eric. Which this whole 
episode, everybody keeps doing, while Serena spends the whole time saying Eric shouldn't be a 
secret, but then she ends up stepping in and ruining herself to...keep him a secret. This show is as 
ambivalent about disclosure as High School Musical, and \et me tell you: if we're comparing your 





plotline to High School Musical, we're in trouble. Although a group dancing sequence would not go 
awry, because it never, ever does. Come on, "heightened reality"! Time for group dancing! Dan offers 
to "talk" or "not talk," at Serena's discretion, should she ever feel the need to do one or the other of 
those things. So | guess she's somehow redeemed herself in his eyes: "Oh, now that | realize you are a 
living person with a family that has issues, | can overlook your tainted beauty." So now we're 
paralleling Dan's stupid love affairs with both Nate and Serena against the inevitable (if ambiguous 
and not exactly breathlessly anticipated) Serena/Blair makeup scene. Turns out everybody's family is 
fucked up, so people can do any shitty thing they want to you, and it's okay, because their family is in 
crisis. Good to know. 


Lily tries to bustle Eric out of there lest somebody else realize he exists, but he tells her it's time to go 
explain some shit to somebody. Somebody named Blair! | was like, "This is where Eric gets awesome 
or ends up just another van der Woodsen." He chooses Option A. "Blair, can | talk to you? It'll just take 
a moment..." He takes her into a corner and starts explaining, but Blair affectionately blows him off: 
"Eric, you've always been a sweet kid, and | can understand you trying to protect your sister..." When 
he finally gets to finish the sentence, she's not buying: "I've never even seen you take a drink!" she 
says, which made me laugh for some reason. | guess because | called off my long-planned 
engagement to Drew Barrymore when | was six and saw the ads for Firestarter and realized she was 
way too freaky to settle down with, and I've never really recovered, so tweener drunks are like 
hilarious to me still. He flashes his scar at Blair, who twitches appropriately and tries to apologize, but 
Eric's outta there with his bad self. Gossip Girl wonders if Blair's going to use this as "ammunition," or 
if she's going to "finally surrender and put down her arms," and she tells Chuck she's not doing 
anything else cool today. Let slip the dogs of war, Blair! Don't let me down! Or let's look into ruining 
Dan, how about that? 


Dan and Rufus have another one of those adorable Creepy Williamsburg Family Fun scenes in their 
beautiful apartment that's like Brenda Hampton is standing just off-camera with a gun, forcing them 





to act like sweetie pies in some other more boring, pointless, crappy show. There's not even anything 
to say about it, as usual: Rufus is all, "We are men and we don't talk about our feelings,” and he's 
wrong on both counts to like a criminal degree and then Dan's like, "Actually, that's all we do is talk 
about our feelings and wear makeup,” and Rufus is all, "I'm not like a regular dad, I'm a cool dad!" and 
Dan's like, "Thanks for that shitty Refreshment Committee job, | know | should be more grateful when 
you do crappy embarrassing stuff like that,” and Rufus is like, "I will never let my poverty or lack of 
breeding stop you from reaching the highest echelons of American learning and power, except for 
how | just checked my Dayrunner for the last forty years and it turns out | already did those things, 


but | still believe in you in a vague and undefined way that means nothing except that you need to be 
working for yourself in order to get the things that | have failed to give you, which you should have 
been doing anyway, as a human being," and Dan's like, "But how can | try or work hard when other 
people have advantages | do not have?" and then Rufus makes a joke that isn't funny and Dan tells 
him the joke's not that funny but they both laugh anyway and Brenda Hampton is like, "Yes. This is 
what families are like." 


ES IEIe{2) Ils) = 


Chuck calls Nathaniel "Nate" and then Nate goes for a run with his dad, which is actually closer to how 
families are than the Humphreys, even with the child prostitution, and they laugh about how Chuck 
nailed the Princeton rep, Jenny, but where is she? | think she's imaginary. | think her number in 
Canada is 867-5309, that's what | think. | also think they need to explain why Nathaniel sleeps at 
Charles's house every night. Unless it's just because these kids go to awesome parties every five 
seconds, in which case, can | come live with Chuck too? 


Nate Sr. springs the Dartmouth alum, Jed, on poor old hungover Nate when he shows up for their run, 
and Nate just about blorfs about this sudden yet inevitable betrayal, and then they run through the 
park, and the whole time Dad's like, "Nate is the captain of his lacrosse team, as well as being an all- 
star cross-country runner, but none of that 'crew' stuff. Spent the night at Chuck's again, did 

we? Don't answer that in front of Jed." 


Jenny comes to spread some fuckin’ Humphrey sunshine at the Ostroff Center, where Eric tells her 
that Lily's not going to throw a wobbler about the visit because "Saturday mornings are spent at Bliss," 
which isn't that just how teenage boys always talk, and then Jenny's like, "Shit, we're boring. Let's 


awkwardly exposit about your sister some more." So they do. 


Blair finds Serena -- wearing a nutso hat for casting spells and staying a virgin forever while working 
in your magical purple garden -- sitting on a bench that doesn't actually exist here at the Bethesda 
Terrace in Central Park, like in Ange/s In America, and in double-checking that | learned about Thoth, 
and do yourself a favor and Google Thoth, because this is where Serena's headed if she doesn't kick 
Dan loose, | am telling you. Whenever something's bothering Serena, Blair says, she can always find 
her hanging around where it smells like pee, here at the Bethesda Terrace. Both of them are super- 
awesome, acting-wise, in this scene. Blair busts out a letter she wrote last year and reads it to Serena 
with her throat getting tighter and tighter: "Dear Serena: My world is falling apart, and you're the only 
one who would understand. My father left my mother for a 31-year-old model. A male model. | feel 
like screaming because | don't have anyone to talk to. You're gone, my dad's gone, Nate's acting 
weird..." Her voice breaks, but it's also awesome because she looks up like, "And we both know why 
that was, so let's move on..." 


= hag eM Ole 


Serena starts to fall apart as well. "Where are you? Why don't you call? Why did you leave without 
saying goodbye? You're supposed to be my best friend. | miss you so much. Love, Blair." Wow, 


awesome. They -- and by "they" | mean "mostly Leighton Meester" -- totally just sold the whole thing. 
I'm buying it. Serena swallows some tears and asks why she didn't send it, but Blair's like, "And you 
would have what? You knew all of this and you didn't do anything." Serena starts crying and for once 
it's not even a little irritating: "| didn't know what to say to you, or even how to be your friend, after 
what | did. I'm so sorry." Blair tells her that Eric let her in on the whole Ostroff thing, and allows as 
how the van der Woodsens are maybe having a rough time too. The episode ends pulling out on the 
two of them, silhouetted against the Bethesda fountain, where everybody gets washed clean, and 
Gossip Girl kind of not feeling this: "Spotted in Central Park: two white flags waving. Could an Upper 
East Side peace accord be far off? So, what will it be: Truce? Or consequences? We all know one nation 
can't have two queens..." Gossip Girl, sometimes it's like Coco said: take off the last thing you put on. 
That was some awkward shit. You know | love you, though. 


Next week: Eyes Wide Shut, from all appearances, and the best episode title yet. 


1.4 The Devil Wears Waldorf 


== (HAS) |] == 


Pretty great. Eleanor Waldorf, now played by Sebastian Cole's mom, chooses Blair to be the face of 
Waldorf Designs for a new Bendel's line. Blair's obsession with Audrey Hepburn fina/ly makes an 
appearance...as does her stiff and poised perfection, which scares the photog something fierce. 
Contrast, of course, the wild free whatever of coltish Serena, who -- in a very sweet scene -- tries to 
get Blair to loosen up on a test shoot. Lots of secret shit goes down such that Eleanor chooses Serena 
over Blair, but doesn't tell Blair this, so there is total fashion meltdown a gogo when she arrives at the 
shoot itself to see Serena, looking if possible even more fabulous than usual, stealing yet one more 
thing. 


The real gold is the Nate/Chuck story, in which Nate goes on a date with a Hobbit, causing Chuck to 
become too gay to function, breaking up with him outside an Irish-themed pub. Chuck also acts out 
by dressing like a gay breakdancer from the 1980s, which is so excellent. The Hobbit turns out to be 
a con man, and Chuck saves Nate. From what? Oh, the fact that his dad totally wiped his trust -- gives 
that whole prostitute angle a much more intense vibe, doesn't it? 


Meanwhile, Serena is trying desperately to have a real live non-vigilante date with Dan Humphrey, 
whose father accidentally sells Lily van der Woodsen a painting by his estranged wife Allison through 
a sexy cute buyer named Bex, and it's all even more boring than it sounds. No Jenny this week, but 
that sweet circumstance will apparently be remedied next week when Blair begins The Quickening. 
Dan spends the whole time running around getting dissed for Blair, which suits Blair just fine, but in 
the end they reach a détente, as do Serena and Blair, who steal all the fashions and do their own shoot 
on the streets of NYC. 


To repeat: Dan, Blair, and Serena are all friends at the same time at the end of the episode! Bet that 
lasts forever. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


"Moon River" plays as a taxi pulls up outside Henri Bendel. Yes! Finally the Audrey Hepburn thing! In 
the books, Blair is obsessed with Audrey Hepburn. It is one of the bizarrely numerous things we 
share. Like, did you know she grew up in Nazi-occupied Belgium and danced in secret for money for 
the Dutch Resistance? And the reason for her weird body was that she spent the first half of her life 
eating shit and garbage and thus had no nutrition, and always felt weird about it? So she's a fashion 
icon because she's weird-looking; she deserves to be a fashion icon because she took what her body 
handed her and made sexy lemonade out of it. So it's Bendel's and not Tiffany, but whatever, you 
know she's wearing the LBD and diamonds and a tiara when she hops out of that car. In the shop 
window, Serena is sitting at an ice cream table, dressed provocatively and attended by Kati and Iz, 
laughing uproariously at a secret joke. She tries to get in and the cute doorman is like, "Not so fast! 
Not on the list!" and she protests that it's her dream. Your dream is to have a creepy Halloween party 
in the window at Bendel's? ...Yeah, actually, okay. It's Blair. The guy tells her it's not her dream 
anymore, but he's talking in Eleanor's voice. 


Blair wakes up and dashes off her sleep mask, hearing Serena laughing downstairs. Gossip Girl tells us 
that her mom Eleanor came back from Paris (in a whole other person's body, having switched 
actresses) and is now brunching with Serena. Blair says hi to them from the landing and her mom tells 
her to shut up, then tells her the awesome news that Bendel's is going to do a Waldorf line. Blair sits 
with them and takes a croissant identical to the one Serena's big old teeth are tearing into, and 
congratulates her mother, the queen of mixed messages. She's like, "Isn't it awesome! | love you! 
You're a fat whore!” Blair puts down her croissant and tells her mom she lost two pounds since 
Eleanor left. "You look marvelous! | mean it! But the gravitational pull from your enormous ass is 
giving me a facelift! But you're gorgeous!" Serena escapes from the gravity and starts going through 
the clothes, admiring them. They look like...clothes. Eleanor somehow forces her way past her 
daughter's horrifying bulk and kisses Serena's ass some more, then invites Serena to give her 
thoughts on the collection later. "You do have such great personal style," she...quips? | mean, Serena 
always looks great, but | wasn't aware that Serena's "Hogwarts-meets- Petticoat Junction" look was so 
in demand. Serena's like, "Love to, but | have a date with Blair." Not even Blair is aware of this, but 
Serena has decided to take the relationship into her own hands before Blair decides she's ruining her 
life in some new way. 


== PAGE 2 == 


Gossip Girl's like, "Speaking of surprising dates, Chuck and Nate are not on one." They break off 
nuzzling each other like inbred puppies long enough to get together a massive Piaget watch and Babe 
Ruth's "called shot" home run ball. | don't know what that means; in my world that means double 
Stolis. | think it's about baseball but it could be about World War II for all | know. | must Google Babe 
Ruth forthwith. So they get their crap together and go to some party at a cheap-looking suite, where 
Chuck makes a speech about how after Ivy Week they all feel so jaded and whatever that they have to 
get drunk and fuck hookers and live by Chuck's rules. Dude, if | was locked in a room and Chuck was 
like, "You practice what | preach," | would jump out a window. No means no! But these boys are jaded, 
so they're like, "I call the twins! Please do not rape me, Chuck!" 


A wee sexy little Hobbit with intense bedhead appears, wearing a Mexican pullover like on 90210 and 
smelling like hash and Arabica. This episode is brought to you in Smell-O-Vision and what you're 
smelling is hippie Hobbit. With whom Nate is apparently head over heels in love, which drives Chuck 
to distraction. Chuck babbles hatefully on and on about how horrible this Hobbit must be, and Nate's 
all googly-eyed, and finally Nate just wanders off and starts licking the Hobbit's sideburns and 
cupping his fanny pack. Chuck is, understandably, icked out. "Anyone who trades their trust fund for 
a fanny pack flies in the face of all that is holy to Chuck Bass!" Gossip Girl is like, "Bitch fight!" 


Blair and Serena giggle their way down the street in consumption mode. Two suits ogle Serena and act 
not very forward with them, and Blair's like, "You are a curse.” Serena protests that they were looking 
at both of them, which it's obvious they were, but Blair's not having it. She compares the entire 
population of Manhattan wanting to tap Serena with how even her own mom wants to tap Serena, and 
Serena's like, "Dude, shut up, your mom thinks you're great." And also that you suck! Blair continues 
to grouse about it, having a legit point, and Serena continues to smile in the face of dysfunction, also 
having a legit point: "You are her daughter. She doesn't like anyone more than you. She just...doesn't 
know how to show it sometimes." Blair's like, "Your logic means nothing! I'm going to Nolita! You're so 
pretty you don't need it! Stand on a corner and dance for money! Or just stand there for money and 
people will throw it at you!" Serena thinks about how sad it is that Blair hates herself so much, but 
how directed and driven and awesome it makes her, and if only somebody could make her feel that 
bad about herself... Like magic, Dan Humphrey appears. 


== EGS) 3} == 


“Humphrey! Dan! Hey!" He crosses the street to her, smiling, and Serena cuts loose with some 
awesomely hysterical, freakish horse laughter. "OMG this is what | love about this city! You're always 
bumping into people!" He tells her he just got back from taking Jenny to their mom's house, and now 
he's bringing his dad a sandwich. Even Dan realizes that this is a boring story, so he...stares into 
space. She's like, "You know how eleven times in the last episode we made that weird ‘talking or not 
talking’ semi-joke about going on a date where nobody gets assaulted?" Before she can invite him to 
ask her out for the fourth time, Blair reappears and Dan puts on his martyr face. "That was disgusting! 
The DOH should shut them down! It's called Nolita, not Noshowers." Blair first smells, then sees, Dan: 
"Do | smell pork? And cheese? Okay, well, when you're done with your charity work, why don't you 
come find me? I'll be at Tory Burch looking at...ponchos?" Heh. If you ever choose ponchos over me, | 
don't care who I'm dating, you're in trouble deep. Blair runs off down the road to harass shop 
attendants. 


Dan's point is valid: "Isn't that the girl that told the entire school -- and, oh, several colleges -- that 
you had a drug problem?" Has Dan ever been friends with a teenager? That's not even weekend 
drama, that's, like, something to do before the party. His threshold is really low. Serena's like, "Blair 
can be a little...Blair." She chuckles, as impressed with Blair's destructive capabilities as we all are, and 
explains that they're working it out. Starting today, hanging out for the first time. "Alone." Dan gets it 
and relinquishes her without much more pleading. She makes him promise to call her later so they 


can "do that thing you didn't ask me to do," and then as though to highlight what she's talking about, 
presents her admittedly amazing ass to him and does the slow-walk away in giant yellow boots. | 
swear | do not understand these two. They date when they don't date, they talk when they don't talk, 
they "unpromise" when they're promising each other stuff, they talk about sex by "not talking about 
sex"... It's like, | realize it's easier to be friends with Dan if you're not friends with Dan, you know I'm 
on board with that, but it seems kind of on-the-nose to bring that explicitly into the conversation. 
Lord knows Opposite Day is the only day of the year they would actually work as a couple. 


Nate slobbers all over the Hobbit while Chuck seethes at the table next to them, crushing glasses with 
the force of his squeezing and generally shooting lasers and lizards and | don't know what out of his 
eyes. What would be awesome right here is if he wolfed out and you could have Hobbits v. 
Werewolves, which is like the eighth best imaginary battle of all time, right after Olsen Twins v. Ninjas. 
But instead he just cries into a perfumed handkerchief while Nate picks bugs out of the Hobbit's 
dreadlocks and eats them like caviar while he tells them at large about how amazingly freeing it is to 
be a trust-fund hippie and rebuild after Katrina and take videos of yourself smoking pot on Machu 
Picchu and meet really vaguely amazing people and have really vaguely amazing adventures and see 
really vaguely amazing things. Have you ever been to Austin, Texas? You have rubbed shoulders with 
them. Here's how you know if you're dealing with a Hobbit: ask them a question about what it was 
like, or what they did, or a single person they met. Go for detail. If they answer any question with "It 
was just amazing," stop asking questions, because you're being mean: they weren't really there, 
they're not really ever anywhere, they're empty. But they do bring you kick-ass presents from all over 
the world which really brighten up the place. | have a Ganesha collection that rivals that of actual 
Hindus, because | know when to keep my mouth shut and buy another round. Chuck's like, "You're 
the guy who gave us our first joint, snuck us into our first club...you invented the Lost Weekend!" Nate 
and the Hobbit are like, "But it's so much more meaningful to do drugs and have anonymous sex on 
other continents!" Chuck points out the irony of how the Hobbit is managing to be both Nolita and 
Noshowers and still talking about the Zen of doing nothing with your life or having possessions, then 
snaps a couple of hos up to the table. "This party is about excess, not exposition!" | wish that was the 
logline for this show, but it would be a lie. Chuck saunters off with the two girls, like Nate's going to 
get twice as jealous, and then climbs back into the Hobbit's lap, where he is invited to some stupid 
high-stakes poker game back at the Shire. Or in this case Queens. 


Eleanor is bashing models for the Bendel's launch -- "This one missed her cue at the Chloe show 
because she was throwing up a pear" -- and her assistant, the awesome and beautiful Laurel (one of 
the many minority counselors at Harbor) reminds her that she's still heading too up-market, and tells 





her to think more like American Apparel. Which Eleanor hates, of course. "If this person is supposed 
to represent Waldorf Designs, you have to find me someone...worthy of the clothes. Someone like 
me." They look over at Blair, and Eleanor thinks. "Someone like...my daughter." Blair rolls her eyes, but 
Serena's on it. So is Laurel. "Well, why not her? You want your line to represent the Waldorf lifestyle. 
Who better to represent you than one of your own family?” Laurel can roll with the punches, | love her. 
Eleanor muses that B was her "first dress form," which tells you eeeeeeeverything you need to know, 


and S shoves her toward them. "She'd love to!" Everybody agrees to it so fast, B's head spins. "Eleanor 
Waldorf, meet the new face of Waldorf for Bendel's." B practically does a back flip, and her beautiful 
smile is blinding. Even Gossip Girl's like, "How awesome for her! And S helped!" So immediately 
everybody, even people who'd never see the show, were like, "And Serena is going to fuck it up 
somehow, of course." But of course! 


—— Page;4 —— 


Serena, B, and the Rainbitch Coalition lounge around upstairs at the Waldorf's house, where Serena is 
maxing out on excitement about Eleanor's..."clothes"...and Blair's trying desperately to protest and not 
get her hopes up. It's heartbreaking and nothing has even happened. Kati and Iz catfight in the 
seashore susurrus that is their contribution to the show, and Blair tries to show them how it's done, 
and it's actually cute and unforced for once, and finally Serena jumps up and she's all, "You're missing 
the key! Look, look, look. You gotta put the hand on the hip and pop. That's how you gotta do it!" 
This last line said in freakishly perfect Tyra diction. We rewound it like a dozen times. It's so weird, it's 
like when Xtina did Kim Cattrall on SNL that time and it was spooky like The Ring. The other girls are 


adorable while S's phone rings ("Pop." "Pop." "Pop.") but just as she's answering, Blair whisks the 


phone out of her hands. 


"Who dares interrupt the van der Woodsen as she teaches? | said, who?" They wrestle over the phone 
as Blair tells Dan the number is no longer in service, and tells Serena she's doing her a favor. I'll say. 
He gets more and more put-upon: "Look, | can hear you. Can | just please talk to Serena?" She tosses 
it over: "Apparently you can, Cabbage Patch." Serena giggles and apologizes, unaware that, as usual, 
Dan's velvet hammer of judgment is about to come down on her life. "I'm so, so sorry about that." 
"And I'm so, so ready to hang up." And I'm so, so about to punch you in the box. | mean, wow. You 
know what happens if you say that shit to me? My phone forgets your number. This kid is 
unbelievable. Serena, what are you doing? "Blair was just playing. You have my full attention, | 
promise." He asks her to "not talk" to him at a movie later that night. Blair starts stabbing her dolls 
and purging right then and there. 


Some totally cute lady who looks a bit like a dark-haired gamine version of Lily van der Woodsen is 
staring at what would appear to be a child's primary-color Spin Art rendition of a Rorschach blot. We 
run into another iteration of the Black Tie/Black Eye problem, where the director apparently didn't 





realize that dialogue and image, in this business we call show, should coincide in some manner, 
because what they're saying is how "complicated" and "difficult" and "enigmatic" it is; and then we 
head into theEarly Faulkner iteration of the same issue, where this lady compares the stupid painting 
to "early Bacon" and "Schnabel." Bring your A game, people. Like it's not hard enough selling this show 
as glamorous when it's on the CW, you gotta fuck up simple stuff like black tie and art collecting? 
Rufus, who is looking delectable, flirts with the lady all awkward, and she tells him she's a buyer for a 
private collector, but that she didn't think she'd find "a piece like this” in Brooklyn. Perhaps at the 
Ostroff Center or other in-patient facility, but certainly not at a successful gallery. He acts all 
mysterious about the artist, so I'm guessing it's the ex, and she snaps a picture, promising to come 


back later. Luckily, she doesn't make him unpromise to "stay closed" so they can "not make a 
transaction" and he can "not take her money," or anything stupid like that. 


== [ies 5) = 


The boyz come piling out of a limo to shoot some hoops at Roosevelt Park, which is adorable of them 
and | hope they get murdered. Nate is clearly not wearing a bulletproof vest under his sports gear, 
and it's working for him; Chuck looks like...it's a Billionaire Boys Club jersey, which does not explain 
the Robin Sparkles retro-print or the turquoise...fuchsia...1 don't know...the gay-colored headband 
he's sporting on top. He looks like the most amazing person ever to audition for American Ido/. What 
would he sing? That song about missing you like the deserts miss the rain, | think. Or "Milkshake." 
Yeah, "Milkshake." But right now he's singing "Unbreak My Heart" to Nate, because guess who's there? 
The Hobbit. The Hobbit's going to play basketball with them. All eighteen inches of him. He is dressed 
as a troubadour from Planet Forest, with this Byron and Shelley lace-up blouse that makes you think, 
"They still get International Male in Middle Earth?" Chuck throws down about how the Hobbit is a 
deadbeat and a hypocrite, but Nate just wants to play some b-ball, and whine, and Chuck tries to rape 
the Hobbit, but Nate's not having it, and then the Hobbit runs off to hatch some schemes or 
something. Chuck even tells him to "go jump in a volcano," because even Chuck knows that he looks 
like a Hobbit. "This is the Lost Weekend for juniors, not senior citizens! He's an older brother bringing 
everyone down." Nate cries into his cashmere emptiness for awhile but then it's game on. 


Everybody's trying to desperately to get Blair to stop posing and start modeling, and the cameras are 
snapping and the lights are flashing, and she's beautiful, very beautiful, but very awkward, and the 
photog's like, "Okay, Blair, relax, chin down, hold it there, you ready? Okay, one more. This time, let's 
exhale. Jump around, loosen up. Now really loosen up on this one. Let's relax into it." Like a billion 
times and it's not happening. He bitches to Assistant Laurel and says awesome things: "She's so prim 
and stiff! Like a bookcase! It's unnatural." They agree that she's totally gorgeous -- and | like that the 
show lavishes that on Blair, because she deserves it, but also because that's not the problem and they 
really need to make that clear in case the signals get mixed because of her eating disorder, so if 
you're paying attention: the problem is not Blair's physical appearance, ever, but only her complete 
inability to drop her defenses for one single second -- and she gets more and more stressed out. 
"Bleh. Like a statue! This is retail, it's not editorial! She needs to let go, have fun, loosen up. How's the 
client going to like the dress if the model doesn't even like herself?" Ding. Serena goes cross-eyed 
with worry and rushes over to get the bookcase to loosen up. 


= Pag elOk== 


"First of all, you look amazing!" Blair is well aware. Serena offers to give her a little tip, and Blair's like, 
"Here we fuckin’ go." Serena sweetly bypasses that one and begs her to chill out. B notices Laurel and 
the photographer watching, and whispers, "Help me." She looks into Serena's eyes. "Help. Me." So now 
everybody's on the same page. S jumps around, all, "Act like a tiger! More tiger! More tiger! You're a 
savage!" Blair starts giggling and getting more into it, and the whole time Terry the photographer is 
snapping away at both of them. "Let's do a prettier one this time, okay? You're Venus on the Half 


Shell, right? So just look up..." It's so awesome, this part. Serena is totally, utterly focused on Blair, 
and it's like you can see her trying to vibe all this confidence and oblivion into her, and it's not 
happening, because they are at the very center of the thing that makes them opposites and they can't 
get across the bridge: Serena is beautiful because she doesn't care about anybody but Blair, and Blair 
is beautiful because she is so completely self-conscious that Blair is the last thing on her list. (Guess 
which one wins?) 


So Serena's getting more and more into it, trying to muscle Blair into unselfconsciousness, all, "Let's 
do something crazy like Britney with the umbrella! Rawr! At the car! Posh Spice in America. Ready? Go! 
Hand on the hip! Strike it and pop! Give me more, give me more!" She calls her a sexy beast. Blair 
finally starts fully getting into it, giggling and laughing, and | kind of teared up, I'll be honest: "Oh, it 
looks so good! You're doing so good! You got it! Look how good you are!" | mean, that's love. Blair 
deserves Serena 24/7 just telling her she's wonderful, and Serena wants to be there 24/7, telling Blair 
she's wonderful. Like if she says it enough times, she'll fix her. And if you think about that, then the 
whole lost year thing is like ten times worse, because that means for a whole year, Blair didn't know 
she was wonderful, and she got less and less wonderful. But now Serena's back, and she's saying, 
"You're doing so good! You got it! Look how good you are!" So of course Dan calls. 


S picks up and B's like, "The fuck you are. | can't let my mother down.” Serena looks guilty and finally 
tells Dan she's "stuck" at the photo shoot, and | will tell you that no matter how much | hate Dan from 
time to time, dude looks so great all the time, it's nearly forgivable. He's standing in line at the movie 
theatre in a perfectly charming vest and a very long, pouty face. "It sounds really superficial, | know, 
but it's important to her and...she's important to me." END OF STORY. Do not apologize for your life! 
Ever! It only sounds "superficial" because Serena's buying into Dan's gross Humphrey concept of 
what's acceptable and real and what is not, and | get it: Serena has to, because he represents the kind 
of purity she's after, so really she's turning him into just as much of a blow-up doll as he's doing to 
her. It's not so much that he's putting her into a position of having to beg for his approval as that she 
desperately needs the approval of a Dan figure in order to prove that she's changed. So turning it into 
a "controlling boyfriend,” boy/girl thing is really disrespectful to Serena, so I'll stop bitching about 
Dan. Even though, really, it's being disrespectful to Serena's own sense of finding herself appalling, 
which | totally don't respect, because Serena is fantastic. 


But so is Dan, and if you look at them as both culpable for the creepy thing Serena always does with 
him, and the creepy thing he always does with her, they're at least on an equal plane. And it's dumb to 
say “always” with this show anyway, because | guarantee that in a month these allegiances, B/S/D and 
N/C and whatever, are going to be a distant memory anyway, because that's how Schwartz and Savage 
rock it. Anyhow, Serena promises to make it up to him, or unpromises, or will anti-make it up to him, 
or whatever happens in the negative space of their love. And then he stares at the ticket guy fora 
long time, pouts, whines, and wanders off in his little vest. 


== HAGE 7 == 


Bex Simon, the art buyer, shows back up to buy the painting, and tries to bone Rufus, who is still 


looking stupid hot, and it takes forever and ever and ever, and yes, the artist is the ex-wife, which 
means that Bex's client is obviously Lily, and who knows what else happens, they rebuild Machu 
Picchu and clean up post-Katrina, they do some more shitty "art," | don't know, | was asleep. Wake me 
when one of two things happens: Lily arrives in this C-story plot, or Rufus loses his shirt. Or even just 
the leather choker. 


Time for Phase Three of the Lost Weekend: a pub crawl through the boroughs. At apparently only the 
tackiest Irish-themed bars the city has to offer. Chuck, sweetie, you're really not pulling your bon 
vivant/rapist weight this week. Irish pubs where the prostitutes are wearing shamrocks and shit is, 
like, my great-grandfather's idea of cutting loose. And you know you need to dance, bitch. 
"Remember, don't dip your shillelagh in the wrong pot of gold,” he brogues, which is so lame in so 
many ways that it somehow went all the way back around to awesome. He tries to get Nate into the 
bar, showing the bitchy heart on his bespoke sleeve one more time: "You can think about your 
boyfriend inside." Nate makes a stand and says he's leaving, and Chuck repeats for at least the 
sixteenth time that the Hobbit is not on the up-and-up. "I don't know what spell he's put you under, 
but he's not your friend. He can't be trusted." This is five inches from turning into the ending of Prick 
Up Your Ears, his eyebrows suggest. 


Nate whines and bitches and trust-fundies about how the money, drugs, and privileges are "keeping 
us numb so we don't know it's better out there in the real world," and Chuck rightly asks him to 
fucking define the "real world" anyway. Nate has no answer. Chuck says that the mad scramble of life 
in the real world is to become them, so why go all the way around past lame when they're already 
there? Nate whines some more about how he is essentially unknowable and has the soul of an artist or 
whatever, and Chuck's like, "| hear you talk about how you don't want to go to Dartmouth, and how 
you don't want to follow in your father's footsteps, but what exactly do you want?" Nate's already lost, 
because he is totally vague about how amazing. "You better discover what it is before you throw 
everything away trying to find it." Nate huffs off and gets the address for the stupid Shire poker game. 


Rufus sits Chez Humphrey, playing the guitar and continuing to look fine, when his son comes home 
crying again. Before he can even ask Dan what Nate did to him this week, he busts into a long and 
not-untrue speech about the evils of Blair Waldorf, whom he calls "basically everything” he hates 
about the UES, "distilled into one 95-pound, doe-eyed, bon mot-tossing, label-whoring package of 
girlie evil." Not bad, Dan. He then ruins it with some Dan-talk: "| would barely be exaggerating if | told 
you Medusa wants her withering glare back." Don't start that Edith Hamilton bollocks with me, you 
annoying high school junior. Rufus explains this show, The O.C., and every other show where people 
do awesome, awful things: "Usually there's something beneath the surface with people like that, to 
make them act the way they do." Is there something beneath the surface of Rufus to make him explain 
basic shit to the audience? In fact, can we say with certainty that there's anything beneath the surface 
of Rufus at all? No? Take off your pants, Rufus! 


B= |EYe[s te) = 


"Like what, the OJ in her mimosa was from concentrate, not fresh-squeezed?” Heh. Dan's up again. 


And then right back down: "And what, and what does this say about Serena, that this is her best 
friend?" NOTHING THAT IS YOUR BUSINESS. GOD. It tells you that Serena loves Blair, warts and all, and 
is well aware of her faults but can see past them because she is committed to supporting her friend, 
because that's what friends do. You know who else told you that? Serena! In every goddamn scene on 
this show! What's underneath the surface of you, Dan, that makes you hate and mistrust women so 
much? Rufus helps supply the answer to that one: "I dated a girl like Serena once...actually, a /ot like 
Serena." Same last name, even. "And girls like that are challenging, it's true. They're complicated and 
enigmatic [!]...and usually worth it. And the only way you'll know for sure is to jump in with both feet." 
| love it when Rufus explains the rules of manhood to Dan, like they're both not big old girls. Dan asks 
what happened when Rufus jumped with both feet into Lily van der Woodsen, and he admits that after 
swimming for a while, he drowned. Dan thanks him for the shitty talk and goes back to making a list 
of people to judge, other people's lives that he can turn into his own personal burden, and clothes he 
looks smokin’ hot in. 


Eleanor tucks B in for the night, sweetly. Blair's like, "You haven't done this since | was little," and 
Eleanor reminds her that she hasn't actually been in bed by ten since she was little. (That reminded 
me of Paris Hilton's parents watching her dance on the tables at 1 AM and being like, "Problem? | see 
no problem with this." Funny and creepy at the same time.) "You looked beautiful tonight, you know?" 
Blair's lovely, innocent smile. "Really?" Eleanor pats her and heads off without even saying anything 
horrible or hitting her in the head with a shovel, so Blair puts on her sleep mask and drifts away. 


Dan's wandering his spacious Williamsburg loft brushing his teeth absently when Serena calls him to 
-- you guessed it -- apologize some more. He runs around the house like a judging monkey to spit 
before he talks to her, and she's somehow the gross one. He tells her she missed "something 
amazing," and he's not talking about the movie, and it's cute. She invites him to the photo shoot in 
the morning and he laughs and asks if she's actually calling for Jenny. "I know it's a girly offer, but 
chew on this: I'll be there." Heh. He whines about how that means she won't because she forgot to 
negativize and un-ask or whatever, and she's like, "It's Blair's shoot, so | have to be there for moral 
support.” He goes south on her: "Blair? Well, I'm definitely not going now.” Serena nods, says, "Okay," 
hangs up the phone, and goes to buy herself a vibrator and some Cherry Garcia. 


Just kidding! She hates herself. "Look, she's really not as bad as you think. Besides, she's gonna be so 
busy with the shoot that you won't even have to see her, and since it's so boring on the sidelines, 
you'll have my full attention." He lets her twist in silence and so she offers to buy him anything he 
wants from craft service, and he reminds her that craft service is free, and just like that they have one 
more irritating in-joke they can bring up in every conversation for the rest of the episode. Serena is 
cool: "I'll see you in the morning at eight I'm texting you the address I'm hanging up before thou dost 
protest again!" All in one breath like that. "Both feet, Humphrey,” he says to himself, and somewhere 
Blair vomits without even knowing why. 
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Photo Terry and Asst. Laurel show up at the Waldorfs' even later that night, causing Eleanor to 


complain at them while her daughter's asleep. Laurel pulls out the shots from the fashion shoot and 
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Terry says Blair is not what they really want to be, saying she is: "Unapproachable," "controlled," 
“perfect.” Not untrue. Eleanor suggests instead that she is "poised" and "regal," also not untrue, and 
Terry says more awesome stuff: "Your girl is rigid like a twig...she's afraid to let you in, so your works 
of art and she...fail to achieve..." Eleanor nods. "Symbiosis." Terry shows her the inevitable shots of 
Serena: "Your daughter is beautiful, yes. But this girl...this girl has It. She is warm like sunshine. She 
has fun. She will make the clients think if they buy these clothes, then they will have fun, too.” Laurel, 
knowing her ass is now completely covered, is like, "Oh, but it's your decision, Eleanor." | love Laurel. | 
hope she makes some kind of power move, that would be so kick-ass. Eleanor smiles down lovingly 


at both girls and chews on her dilemma. 


GG points out, pointlessly, the "rules for a model the day of a photo shoot," noting how similar they 
are to "those of a patient, pre-surgery." She then tries to make this analogy work, and fails miserably. 
"No food or drink twelve hours prior, wear comfortable clothing, and make sure your affairs are in 
order -- you never know what could go wrong in a flash." S leaves an excited voicemail on sleeping 
B's phone, and later B wakes up and runs downstairs, terrified she's overslept or something. Eleanor's 
like, "No, but we're going a different way.” B's face is already about to fall, but she's still hopeful: "With 
the theme?" No, honey. With the model. Eleanor starts trying to explain and apologize, and B 
immediately shuts down completely with that scary smile that says somebody's getting the horns: "I'm 
glad | don't have to go. | hate shoots. They're so boring. You should have Alessandra Ambrosio, not 
an amateur." Aww. Eleanor promises a lovely dinner afterwards, which | assume B would not be 
allowed to eat anyway, and takes off. B calls Serena with the bad -- for her -- news, and offers to 
meet up at the shoot anyway just to make fun of "the skinny bitch" that replaced her. Which is | think 
another script v. director issue that should have been changed, because while B the character creation 
is concerned with her weight, on paper, neither of the actual live girls on this show are all that 
horribly skinny, compared to lots of girls on TV, and lines like this -- where B is calling S a skinny 
bitch without knowing it -- are jarring, because you're like, "But Serena's a hoss, though." Which she 
isn't really, but that's where you go with it. 


Lily! At Rufus's gallery! Bitching at him for no reason! All mad that he sold his ex-wife's painting to an 
art buyer for an anonymous client! Reason for outburst: Allisondespises Lily and does not want her art 
in Lily's renovated house, or so she said twenty years ago, wearing Doc Martens and a slip dress! Why 
can these two old fuckers not tell time? Twenty years ago was 1987. Docs and lunchbox purse was 
ten years ago. 1997. | don't care if you were living in San Francisco or some other future place like 
that twenty years ago, the only people wearing Docs in 1987 were militant lesbian cartoonists, and 
meanwhile, your children are 17! Years! Of age! How can you simultaneously be fucking Trent Reznor, 
be hauling around a seven-year-old daughter, get married twelve times, sell out and become a UES 
trophy wife, and also be having lunchbox purse fights at CBGB's? Is Lily van der Woodsen a TIME 
TRAVELER? Are there many copies? 


== IFES) (9) = 


On the other hand, her pretexts and excuses for getting all up in his sexy presence are falling apart! 
Next week she'll be like, "| saw heirloom tomatoes at the Fresh Plus and | knew you were using them 
to get close to me! How dare you!" And when they finally put her away, perhaps in the room next to 
her son's, she can make some "art" too. 


Chuck notices the Babe Ruth ball is gone and texts N, who texts him back, angering the Hobbit. N is 
up five grand, and wants to drop out, because somehow N has become the smart, disciplined 
character that Dan wants so badly to be on this show, and the Hobbit is like, "You can check out any 
time you like, but you can never leave! | was just about to tell you the secret of being fulfilled!" So N's 
like, "Fine, I'll keep playing. But only until | am in way over my head and | get murdered in the back 
room of a buffet restaurant in Queens, and no longer. | mean it, Sexy Hobbit: you can manipulate me 
with your luxurious eyelashes and pert little mouth only so far as Ray Liotta's trunk." 


Lest you think Blair might enjoy a single moment of happiness in her life, "Moon River" starts playing 
again as she makes her way to some roof somewhere and spots Serena modeling. Serena looks 
outstandingly fierce: hair all big and up, eye makeup all wild and crazy... One cool thing about this 
show is how the youngsters are beautiful, but even cooler is how many different kinds of beautiful 
they get to be, because all of their faces are really complicated. They have five times the amount of 
features that normal people do, and also their bodies are stupid good. Like, "You liked Nate in a tux 
and all those sweaters, but he does sportswear too!" Or this, with Serena in the high fashion "clothes" 
of Eleanor Waldorf Designs before she heads back to the shooting range or enchanted forest or 
whatever. Chuck even looked hot in a few scenes this week. | know it sounds like I've never seen a 
teen drama before, but this one is special because everybody is so weird- and awesome-looking that 
you don't ever get bored looking at them. Blair, of course, shits a brick and storms out. Serena's all 
golden-retriever excited to see her, but soon notices that Blair is on a wobbler, so she runs after. 


Dan comes upon them converging in a stairwell and makes with the stealthy as Serena begs Blair to 
explain what set off this latest thing. "Why am | mad? You mean why aren't | furious?! | can't believe 
for one second | thought that it'd be different this time!" Blair goes into depth about how Serena takes 
everything, everything away from her, all the time, like Nate and Eleanor and the modeling and being 
pretty, just by existing, and nods in the direction of how that's not really her fault but doesn't fully 
grasp the concept, just keeps screaming and screaming. "When you glanced at the call sheet, did you 
see my name on it? When | wasn't in hair and makeup, didn't that seem strange? When the dressing 
room only had your name on the door, what, did you think they just forgot?" Serena swears that they 
were just doing test shots, and she thought Blair was just running late: "Look, Blair, | encouraged you 
to do this. Why would | try to steal something from you that | pushed you to do?" Because, again, 
that's how you roll, Blair tries to explain. 
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It's awesome because this is the whole dynamic: Blair instinctively knows, correctly, that she deserves 
to be loved, which makes it so confusing that Serena's "it" makes everybody give her stuff instead. We 
came into this at a weird time, but it's their whole relationship: trying to hold onto each other in the 


constant onslaught of this narrative unfairness. A friend emailed me, before this episode, like, "Why 
do you care about this show? Why do you care if Serena and Blair work it out?" And | was like, "Because 
Serena will always get the thing, and Blair will always lose the thing, and they will try to love each 
other anyway, and it's riveting. Blair is going to want a thing this week, | promise, and whatever it is, 
she will almost get it, and then Serena will get it instead, and they will both want to die as a result. 
And if you've never been on one side of that relationship at one time, and on the other side of that 
relationship at another time, what have you been doing instead of having friends, because you always 
feel one way or the other, and you have to recognize how gross it makes you feel to be on either side 
of that, because it's nobody's fault, it's just how it happens. There's a totem pole, and you're on it, 
and there's always somebody above you and somebody underneath you, and you have to be kind to 
them both or else you're in an uncomfortable position, and learning this is how we get ourselves 
under control." It occurs to me that this dynamic also perfectly describes the show's relationship to 
wealth, our country's frighteningly widening class gap, the Ski Trip Conundrum, even the whole 
Hobbit/Chuck thing this week, but lest you think I'm going off on a thesis, | will tell you that really, 
it's because | like watching very beautiful, moneyed people doing very naughty things, to be quite 
honest. 


Blair storms off and Serena chokes and heads upstairs, and Gossip Girl gloats as Blair spits in Dan's 
direction: "Spotted: Lonelyboy's rude awakening. Upper East Side queens aren't born at the top, they 
climb their way up in heels. No matter who they have to tread on to do it." Which I'm glad she said, 
because it's not like Serena's innocent in this either, because if she was, that would be stupid. | would 
estimate that she spent about 40 percent of the morning, and 60 percent of that fight, playing dumb. 
And that's on her, but it took Blair's nineteenth nervous breakdown to get her to realize it. So she 
heads upstairs to get mad at Eleanor about it. All the assistants and people throw themselves into her 
path, but in those shoes they do not stand a chance. She quits, and Eleanor's like, "Because of Blair. | 
know that she will support my decision, once | explain it to her. You know you love the spotlight, you 
always have! It's part of your charm. There is nothing wrong with that..." But Serena's gone, somehow 
leaving Humphrey in her wake: "Who are you? What are you doing here?" He stares at her, delicious 
and vacant and somehow put out: "I have no idea, actually. |..." Good! Take your broke ass home! 


S changes out of her "clothes" behind a screen; Dan peeks a bit, heh, and then knocks lightly: "Hey, | 
kinda overheard you guys in the stairwell there." Her silhouette is awesomely overwhelmed and cute: 
"Dan, look, | really can't go there right now." Valid, he nods, and then offers to stand there "mute," 
and blinking. Not talking, | get it. | like Dan better when he's not talking, and | don't mean that in 
secret creepy dating code: | mean as in actually literally not speaking words. She asks for her jeans, 
and he stammers a bit after handing them over. "It's just, uh, | thought you wanted to be on the 
sidelines here. | thought you wanted to be here for your friend Blair." He brings up the craft service, 
and how she keeps promising him her "full attention." She steps out, still looking radiant: "Say it." He 
postures that he doesn't really think he has to, like "you know what you did," and she nods, but 
explains her side really well: "Look, Dan, Blair's mom basically tricked me into coming here, because 
she didn't want Blair. How do you tell your best friend something like that?" For the fourth week 


running, Dan is shocked to find that Serena is walking a very fine line, and doing an awesome job. 
Admirable, in fact. She tosses him out of there so she can change and get out. 


SS IHCID 12 = 


Blair sits in a hallway, looking tiny. Dan approaches, looking huge. "Serena send you here to talk to 
me?" No, he admits, it's all him. "Normally | wouldn't be this close to you without a tetanus shot." 
Word. She looks away without protesting, and he slides down the wall, sitting so he's facing 
perpendicular to her, and tells her his life story, because apparently that's how we solve problems on 
this show. "My mom kinda left us a couple months ago, only my dad and my sister don't really see 
that. Because she told us she had to go away for the summer to follow her dream of being an artist. 
But it's not summer anymore, and she's still up there, and that's all she seems to care about right 
now. Every time | go to see her, | tell myself, this time I'm gonna tell her what | think. This time, I'm 
gonna look her in the eye and say, either come home or leave for good. And so there | was, just the 
other day. | was sitting across the table from her, looking her straight in the eye, and | didn't say 
anything.” Blair's like, "| don't understand your logic. Why didn't you destroy her?" Her confused face is 
awesome; she really doesn't get it. "| don't know, but | wish | had, because even if it didn't change 
anything, she'd know how | felt." Blair looks at sixteen different places on the ceiling and nods, 
because on this show we fall on our knees before biography, every single time. 


Some poker things happen with Nate. | don't know what they are. There's a "bullet," and then there 
are numbers, and something called a "marker," and that means the old Archibald IOU, and then there 
are more "bullets," and Nate is sad, so...1 guess he lost. You could be like, "In poker we have a 
sudden-death round where they bring out a goat," and I'd be like, "I think | saw that on television this 
one time." The Hobbit keeps looking at the Eastern—European-looking mean guys so you realize that 
he's totally in on this, all, "Just call your Daddy, snap your fingers,” and eventually Nate figures it out. 
Since the Hobbit is the only person on this show that Nate could ever conceivably drop, counting the 
girls, counting Jenny probably, he attacks him, and all the scary men get scary. Then Chuck shows up 
out of nowhere, because this is the kind of scary Hobbit poker where anybody can find it. Maybe 
Chuck has a tracking device on Nate, just like the rest of his bitches. Things are tense but not, like, 
Ryan Atwood-tense, due to how most of the tough guys are wearing ascots during the fisticuffs, and 
Chuck finally tells the Hobbit to cash in the Piaget watch and the Babe Ruth ball and pay the guys 
himself, and that Chuck and Nate will leave Queens without telling the cops what's up. Everybody 
stares at everybody for a million years. 


Back at the Palace, more staring. Nate finds that his trust, formerly in the 200K range, is at zero. 
Chuck's like, "You don't have to pay me back...with money," but Nate feels bad about almost getting 
murdered in a buffet restaurant, so he calls his banker, who tells him the Captain, Nate's dad, 
liquidated his benjies earlier this week for nefarious purposes, meaning that the direness of the 
forced marriage to Blair is even more important than before. "He said he discussed it with you?” Nate 
stares out the window, Chuck stares at Nate, | stare at Chuck and wonder why his face is like that. 


== FEI) Ils} == 


Strengthened by Dan's pep talk, Blair heads back into the fashion space to yell at her mom. Laurel 
tosses herself in her way, offering the job to Blair smoothly and awesomely, but Blair's in no mood. 
"Did you choose Serena over me? You could've picked a stranger, you didn't have to choose my best 
friend. What, did you think that | wouldn't find out?" As usual, Blair's tone-perfect: vulnerable, pissed, 
outraged, and kind of begging the world to not fuck her over in this precise way at this precise time. 
Eleanor promises she was going to explain: "There was no right decision. There wasn't any time! | 
know you can understand all this, it was mishandled, the whole thing. From top to bottom." She's not 
wrong, but Blair's your daughter, dude. Get real. "You actually want me to agree with you?" Word. 
"Bendel's will legitimize this company. It will take everything to the next level. You know how hard | 
have worked for that. You've always been my biggest supporter, my biggest fan." Blair points out that 
more importantly, Mommie Dearest, she's her daughter. "And as my daughter, | knew that you would 
forgive me, in time. But if my company had lost this deal because of you? I'd never forgive myself." 
Blair wishes fervently aloud that she hopes Eleanor never does. Gossip Girl utters the truest words 
she's ever said: "You didn't hear it from us, but in every girl's life, there comes a moment when she 
realizes her mother just might be more messed up than she is." Word. That's like my mission 
statement. Not just girls, and not just moms, but it's an important moment in a young person's life. 


Dan brings -- you guessed it -- craft service food to the roof. Serena's like, "Whoa! You're still here?" 
She's happy to see him. He apologizes, again, for judging her, again, and she stupidly apologizes for 
having "given him a reason to." Shut up, Serena. She hops around for a second and then tells him to 
ask her out again. Aww, she's so sweet. They're really sweet, if you forget the gross stuff. Like Dan 
would ever let you: "How about you actually show up?" Serena nods, goes, "Okay," pushes him off the 
roof and he falls thirty stories to a grisly death, and she tears into that craft services meal because 
she's been on heels all day, then treats herself to an afternoon at the spa. I'm kidding! "Okay. No 
drama, no disruptions. | promise.” He throws one hand up to his forehead and screams, so she 
quickly unpromises, because beautiful women are untrustworthy and must be tamed. He names a 
time and place: Friday, at eight. Blair appears out of nowhere: "| think we can agree to those terms, 
but you can't wear those shoes. Mmm...or that hair." Serena blurts, "Blair!" but it's clear from the look 
Blair and Dan exchange that they're cool right now, and it's very cute. Serena kisses Dan on the cheek 
(Blair: "Ew!" A bit much, Blair) and he takes off, floating on air. 


"So. You were right," Serena mumbles. "I know." Heh. "When | got that call, | should've known you had 
nothing to do with it. And | should never have pushed you to do this whole thing in the first place." 
Blair gets introspective: "Actually, I'm glad you pushed me. It ended up being a very important day for 
me. | just thought it was gonna be more fun." Growth! Change! Compassion! They lean in for a very 
"you know you love me" hug and that song about the guy being suicidal suicidal suicidal suicidal 
suicidal suicidal suicidal about the beautiful girl comes on. Serena promises Blair "more fun," and they 
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go downstairs and steal all the "clothes." "This just in: S and B, committing a crime of fashion. Who 
doesn't love a five-finger discount? Especially if one of those fingers is the middle one!" | love you, 
Gossip Girl! Yeah! Eleanor comes in with Laurel and an even more prim model girl and shouts, "Where 


are my ‘clothes’?" like in a sitcom about wacky hijinks. 


-- Page 14 -- 


"Everyone knows you can't choose your family, but you can choose your friends, and in a world ruled 
by bloodlines and bank accounts, it pays to have a pal." The girls run around the city while the song 
plays, posing against the cab for each other, against the skyline, a thousand landmarks and a 
thousand different smiles, taking pictures of each other. Which is why the show rocks -- as long as 
they're focused on each other, everything is okay because it's S&B World: looking at each other and 
loving every minute and holding each other up. It's when they look at anything else that things get 
shitty. So...if Nate's the Marissa, then...Serena is totally the Ryan and Blair's the total Seth of life! OMG 
you guys! That's it! | have solved the equation of this show! And then there's the empirical fact that an 
actual photo shoot is horribly boring and demeaning, but running around in designer clothes taking 
pictures of your friends, just as empirically, is the most fun you can have. "As much as a BFF can make 
you go WIF [Yes she did!|, there's no denying we'd all be a little less rich without them. And Serena 
and Blair...they do besties better than anyone. No, that's not a tear in my eye. It's just allergies. 
Without you I'm nothing. Gossip Girl." 


XOXO. Next up: Blair hazes the shit out of Jenny Humphrey. 
1.5 Theories of the Leisure Class 


== PAGE I] == 


So good! The law of Conservation of Awesome is in full effect as Nate and Chuck's absence and 
presumable canoodling on the coast make way for major Humphrey fun. S flakes out on B's annual 
slumber party to go on a "real date" with Dan, so B invites little Jenny Humphrey instead. Dan cashes 
in all his nickels and dimes to take Serena to a tony restaurant and freaks out in predictable ways, but 
manages to be totally charming while he's doing it. S pays for the dinner on the sly, but instead of 
wigging out like always happens on TV shows, he agrees to her logic and takes her to a dive bar 
instead, where they play pool and are adorable. Meanwhile, Lily has reneged on her plan to let Eric 
come home for the weekend, depressing him further. Blair's insane sleepover -- which starts at 
baseline with Kati and Isabel making out -- ramps up in a Truth Or Dare way, to the point where she's 
pretending hilariously to be a celebutante on serious drugs so that Jenny can smuggle Eric out of the 
Ostroff Center. Team Blair head to a club where Jenny more than proves her Mean Girl skills, causing 
the breakdown of a relationship with a simple phone call. 


Lily hears about Eric's escape and thinks Serena's to blame, but because Serena forgot her phone, Lily 
and Rufus get to do the French Farce Tango yet again. Rufus sends S and Lonelyboy on yet another 
date-turned-rescue mission, and Lily shows up Chez Humphrey wigging out. They cook together in a 
really comfortable, romantic way, and she finally spills the beans about Eric's suicide attempt. Just as 
they're getting close, Lily accidentally answers the phone -- Rufus's estranged wife Alison -- but it's 
okay: earlier, Rufus got a strange man when he was calling her, so he's feeling no guilt about 
entertaining Alison's old rival. Dan and Serena locate Eric, Jenny, and the rest of Team Blair at the 
club, there are fisticuffs and craziness, but Dan lets Jenny go off with Blair so that he and Serena can 
take Eric back to Ostroff -- where Lily finally decides to check him out for good. Jenny gets punk'd 


and locked inside Eleanor's store but bullshits the cops impressively, showing back up at the 
sleepover and telling B she can stuff her stupid soiree, but they'll be having BFF coffee Monday 
morning. Blair, Gossip Girl, and yours truly all fall head-over-heels in love with Jenny Humphrey, and 
Dan and Serena finally kiss a whole lot. What a perfectly satisfying hour of television! WATCH THIS 
SHOW! 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

My my, doesn't Blair look effective today. She's wearing an intense battle pony and a black suit that is 
possibly bedazzled. There are cupcakes and all kinds of brightly-colored food, makeup, racks of 
clothes, and a boa on a mirror. I'm so confused, Gossip Girl! What's the story? "With Blair's boyfriend 
Nate helping to close up the family yacht for the season, Blair is free to focus on the most important 
event of the fall: her annual sleepover. A tradition since the year 2000, each one more decadent than 
the last, no expense or reputation is spared. With everything from trundle beds to truffles in place, all 
that's missing is sleepover star and Waldorf BFF Serena van der Woodsen..." Well, and rape star and 
recapper BFF Chuck, but | guess you covered that with your Nate euphemism. I'm sure Chuck's closing 
up his family yacht real nice. There's a full rack of clothes for each of the guests, but the best one is, 
of course, Serena's, because "Serena" here is metonymy and the real thing that is coming to the party 
is Blair's total dissatisfaction with life. Plus, even if you don't know what "metonymy” means, you can 
tell by the gorgeous, overjoyed smile on Blair's face that she is fucked. 


Rufus is hanging stuff in his gallery when Dan comes by with a giant bag of change that he's going to 
Coinstar into romance, because Dan is many things but one of them is always "kinda sad." He offers 
to take the check from his mom's art therapy sale last week to the bank, and Rufus avoids the 
question so they can have a conversation about Dan's Ninja Turtle Donatello piggy bank. "How long 
can a man have a piggy bank and still call himself a man?" Dan asks, and as usual when he tries to get 
man info from his dad, it's not really rhetorical. He looks great, though, and that's what's important. 
"This is Serena van der Woodsen! | can't just take her to a movie, | want this to be perfect." Okay, | 
don't care if it's six pounds of krugerrands, you're not impressing me with a bag of change. Upgrade 
to a bank account, Humphreys. 


Rufus hems and haws about the check, because the check desperately wants to be a symbol of how 
Dan's the only one who's figured out that Allison is never coming back, and Rufus can't handle it. 





Rufus wants to drive the check upstate to Hudson and hand it to her himself, which will obviously 
cause her to climb into his pants and their imaginary marriage will finally turn real again. But Dan's 
too nice to explain that, so he makes reference to some absurd Seinfeldian joke about Allison's 
thirtieth birthday, which involved a clown and his llama. No, it didn't. Dumb. Rufus is sufficiently 
swayed by his suspension of disbelief that this actually ever happened, and agrees to call her first. 


SS [Ha 2 == 


Serena surprises little Jenny Humphrey in the hall at Constance Billard, all, "Hey, girlfriend! What's the 
haps? What's that 411, princess? What are the cool jams?" She tries to get the info about this 
mysterious coinage-inspired date but Jenny's not spilling. Looks like this is one Girl that isn't into 


Gossip today, XOXO. "Can you just give me a hint? Are we going to some secret club to see the best 
unsigned band in Brooklyn?" Nope. A) Because you already did that, and B) because I'm guessing Dan 





would inflict Sufjan Stevens on a sister before she even knew what was happening. "Or a guerrilla art 
exhibit in DUMBO?" No, because: Brooklyn. "Or hey, isn't the New York Film Festival still going on?" 
Yes, but no, because boys like Dan only ta/k about movies, they don't have the attention span to 
actually watch old movies, or they pick and watch one movie from every pretentious filmmaker in 
existence and pray for a reason to talk about it. But they don't take pretty girls to old movies, because 
if you're sitting in the dark, a pretty girl is just a girl, who is even more bored than you are. Jenny 
laughs at her, but Serena makes the valid point that in their world of constant opportunity and 
chances to embarrass oneself, you have to dress the part. "Well, I'd say jeans and a t-shirt's a safe bet. 
The Humphrey men do casual Friday every day." Who are these Humphrey Men? Show them to me. 
And secondly, Jenny, you forgot how Dan's even more of a wannabe than you are. Serena takes this at 
face value, and then her crazy suicidal brother calls from the booby hatch. 


Eric and Jenny say hi via Serena, and he asks if Jenny's given S any details about the date with 
Lonelyboy, because he hasn't seen any posted on GG.net yet. "All packed?" Yes, he chatters on and on, 
and we realize that Lily's relaxed her hold on him enough to let him come home for the weekend. No 
suiciding, though. She's sticking by that one. "I don't think | even remember what a weekend is!" They 
talk about maybe running into each other, between Eric's homecoming and Serena's date, and 
because it's this show, that's how you know one or both of them is not happening. S rings off with Eric 
as she and Jenny approach the Blair Army; B grins wolfishly. In addition to Kati and Isabel, there are 
also two blonde bitches. 


"What was that | heard? Eric's coming home? Perfect timing." S replies the worst way possible ("...2"), 
and you can see Blair willing her silently to remember the sleepover before she has to remind her: 
"Well...it gives your mother and brother time to bond...alone...tonight...while you get drunk on 
schnapps and moon the NYU dorms from the limo?" Serena has no idea. "S, it's only the most 
important night of the fall?" She finally remembers and feels like a jerk: "...Oh, the sleepover." B 
prefers the term "soiree," because "sleepover" is so sophomore year, which is to say /ast year. S begs 
off: "| have that plan?" 


== [EGE 3} == 


"Serena, when there's a Waldorf soiree, there's nothing else on the social calendar." Serena shakes her 
head but nothing is very tense, which | like: it's not the declared war of the last four episodes, just a 
conversation between friends. Albeit one that could spiral into murder and prostitution if somebody 
doesn't keep an eye on Blair. "Blair, the plan is Dan. Remember? The guy you realized is actually a 
human being and worthy of your time and attention?” She No Offense/None Takens with Jenny, whose 
personal jury is still out on Dan's worthiness because | think she's starting to realize that, Serena or 
not, Dan's social currency is not half of hers at this point. Serena explains, and not for the first time | 
think, that this date is unbreakable, which means that no matter how you put it, the soiree is not 
really on a fixed date, which means somebody's being a bijou little amount of dick here. "...Maybe we 


can swing by later or something?" Blair explains something very simple and, I've found, very useful: 
"I'm not a stop along the way. I'm a destination." If S doesn't attend, Blair snaps, she'll find a 
replacement on the waiting list. Which Kati and Isabel produce, of course, immediately. B and S say 
goodbye sweetly; Blair's disappointed but not in a homicidal way, because she finally trusts Serena 
again. | think that was my favorite part of this very excellent episode, the way Blair just waves her off 
and attends to the business at hand: finding a replacement. Jenny Humphreys around awkwardly for a 
sec, and then Blair realizes she has a way to cause even more chaos than if Serena had come to the 
party, and that clears up the last little bit of rain cloud over her head, because the only thing Blair 
loves more than Serena is destruction. 


",..Little Jenny Humphrey! Why didn't | think of you before? You have no plans [obviously] -- you're 
coming to the soiree." Jenny does the who me? ankle-dip of modesty but her eyes are hungry. Kati 
and Isabel are similarly bewildered. "Thing is, if you come, you'll have to be up to a little more than 
just sleeping." Jenny says she's up for "anything," but if she's been reading Gossip Girl like she says 


wou 


she has, I'd think she would throw in some caveats. "I'm up for anything but drug smuggling.” "I'm up 


wu 


for anything but stabbing cops." "I'm up for anything but surrogate pregnancy." They agree to meet at 
stately Waldorf Manor at seven, and there's, like, a thunderclap of doom. "Oh, a girl's first sleepover 
-- something she'll never forget. Let's make sure of it," growls Blair delightedly, and the blondes take 
bets on how long she lasts, and everybody laughs. Out in the bay, Chuck giggles and doesn't even 


know why, and Nate's like, "If you don't take this seriously I'm putting my clothes back on." 


Ostroff Center, where Lily is backpedaling because she just realized her son has deep mental issues. 
Eric's point is that the doctor said he could go, they already discussed it, he's packed and everything, 
but Lily's point is that she is the mommy here. "I don't want to argue about this. | need time to think." 
She mentions the mountain of paperwork and stuff that they'll have to do to get him out, and Eric 
complains that she's going to keep him there forever. Lily's point is kind of valid: "If you still think I'm 
‘keeping you here,’ that just proves how not ready you are to come home." She takes off, and Eric is 
very angry. I'm more concerned about Lily's outfit: a pale yellow linen jacket, giant snake bag, anda 
dark blue-green complicated satin old lady shirt where the sash around the top of the shirt is made of 
the shirt. It’s all very Blair Waldorf. 


-- Page 4 -- 


Dan shows up at the Palace in a suit, of sorts, and it's a very nice brown suit and tie, but the shirt...oh, 
Dan. Imagine if you will that tigers came in paisley. Meanwhile Serena's wearing her usual: intrepid 
outdoorsman from the waist down, olde-timey princess from the waist up, and a scarf that is one inch 
wide and two kilometers long. Dan assumes that she's not dressed for their date, because in Dan's 
mind, a date is something that you apparently dress like a Miami stage magician to accomplish. She 
pretends she's running late and goes to "slip into something less comfortable." They replay their 
"conversation through the wide-open door" maneuver from last week so that Dan can ogle her 
changing bras. He makes with the crazy random Dan talk, and as usual, her ability to keep up with his 
crazy random Dan talk is why they are friends. He's like, "All hotel rooms look the same," and she's 


all, "Yeah, it's like a government experiment," and he goes, "Most government experiments don't have 
plasma TVs or maid services," blah blah cute cute. She takes off her bra and the music screeches toa 
halt because Lily's home. Finally. 


"Dan. Does Serena know you're here?" He stares and feels like an adorably dirty old perv, which is 
what he is, and he's like, "She let me in, or some other tall blonde girl let me in, or whatever," and Lily 
is more amused and less hateful every time she runs into old Dan: "It makes jokes." Cute. He watches 
her put down her fifty shopping bags and she explains that, like her daughter, she shops when she's 
got stuff on her mind. "So where are you taking my daughter tonight?” Dan...well, here's Dan's 
response: "I don't know. | thought maybe we'd do a walking tour of New York underground, visit my 
friends the mole people. They're great, except they only ever eat leftovers." She smiles, daring him to 
get quirkier so she can call security. "I'm sorry. | don't know why | just said any of that. | have this 
thing, this nervous tic, where | never stop speaking, like, ever. In fact, when | was a little boy, my mom 
used to say there was never a word | met that | didn't like." Lily's just about done with him, and 
somehow he pulls it together beautifully: "You know what else | like? Your daughter. | really like your 
daughter." Lily considers whether to cut him a break or just, you know, cut him, but before he can get 
even more charming, Serena appears in a lovely black dress and his jaw drops. Lily gives Serena a 
small black purse instead of the giant brown purse Serena's carrying, and while changing cargo S asks 
where Eric is. "Oh, he was too tired to come home tonight," vagues Lily, and pulls an impressive array 
of tics and sidelong glances out of her repertoire to get S to shut up about Eric in front of Lonelyboy. 
Even though Eric is just another in a long list of Lily's secrets to which Dan is privy. S and Dan bounce; 
Lily tells her to be home by one: "Bonus points for 12:45." 


== EGE 5) == 


On the street outside the Palace, Serena spots a grey Vespa and immediately goes apeshit. "Oh my 
God, a Vespa! | can't believe it! | love Vespas! Oh, my gosh. You don't understand, | spent one of my 
favorite summers riding all around Italy on one of these. How did you know? My mom won't let me 
learn to drive 'cause she says that's what drivers are for, but really, Dan, this is amazing. Really. Come 
on. Where are the helmets?” Wouldn't that be romantic? My friend Lauren swears that you see Dan on 
a Vespa at some point, but | never spotted it. Either way, this is not what she thinks it is, which is a 
romantic date. Dan doesn't have time for romance because he is very involved in class warfare, but | 
don't blame her: if anybody on this planet could be assumed to own a Vespa, it would be Dan 
Humphrey. A driver waves to them, and instead of shushing him and being like, "Yes, Serena, we are 
going on a romantic date," Dan full-steam-aheads back into his original horrible date plan. They 
climb into the town car and even Gossip Girl is like, "Both of these idiots, | tell you." Meanwhile, 
Chuck's like, "More champagne?" and Nate's all, "| don't care who paid for it, just pour." 


Dorota welcomes Jenny to Chez Waldorf and takes her Hello Kitty sleeping bag and bunny rabbit 
slippers, hopefully to burn them. How come Jenny doesn't get to be all, "How long can a woman have 
a Hello Kitty sleeping bag and still call herself a woman,” but | guess that's the secret title of this 
episode, really. Dorota shows Jenny into the room where all the madness is happening. Blair is 


wearing a dark blue negligee and of course looks completely fabulous. She heads for Jenny, 
adamantium at the ready, and Gossip Girl's like, "Oh, girl. Keep an up-to-date passport on your 
person at all times and do not walk away from your drink unless you want to wake up in a bathtub full 
of ice." 


Poor old buggery bloody Dan. How could he possibly think this would fly? He's sitting in a five-star 
across from Serena, questioning the maitre d' about the food, all, "How's the braised quail? How's the 
laypin?" Dudebro is so not feeling him either: "Lapin. And it's delightful." Of course, Dan doesn't know 
this very simple word that everybody knows, so he's taken aback at what it is, and instead he asks for 
chicken, whatever whatever. Serena's like, "Sorry about all that bullshit, give me the lobster bisque 
and Muscovy duck, please." (So later on she can yadda-yadda the whole date to Blair and be like, "No, 
| mentioned the bisque.") Dan half-assedly tries to Seth Cohen his way through the minefield of irony 
he's planted all around them, where he's like, "I'm pretending to have just been here the other day 
even though we both know I'm way out of my league, but by pointing out the wide disparity in our 
lifestyles and then hanging a brightly colored jewel upon it, thereby making it even more awkward, | 
somehow sidestep the question entirely." Instead of pointing out that he also could have sidestepped 
it by actually taking her out on a real date instead of a bougie unreal concept of dating out of some 
kind of Robert Redford movie, she listens to his funny, inane prattle for awhile ("Wanna play Mistress 
Or Second Wife? Because it's harder than it looks, believe me. So's her face!") and then goes to pay the 
bill herself, because this is sad and stupid. That'll end well. While she's gone, he cancels his order with 
the hateful help of the maitre d', who is the total star of this entire scene. The duck was $78. That's a 
lot of Canadian pennies and quarters and Chuck E. Cheese tokens right there. Afraid his appetizer 
might contain less than the US Recommended Daily Allowance of maitre d' saliva, he closes with a 
hasty merci, and dude starts hocking up a loogie before he even leaves the table. 


Dress-up montage! Longtime staple of sleepovers, soirees, and TV Night Thursdays at Jacob's house. 
Jenny in a pink sack dress is pronounced "too Beyoncé,” wrapped up in weird wool and scarves is "too 
Mary-Kate,” and, in an outfit that can only be called "too Hannah Montana," is called "too Hannah 
Montana." Finally she comes out in a lovely yellow toga dress and looks great, even though it's 
obviously another Waldorf Original based on the complete lack of lines or discernible qualities. My 
favorite person on Project Runway every year is the Alexandra Vidal/Chloe Dao person that acts like 
Banana Republic is couture, yet on this show it drives me nuts. | don't know why. Blair loves it, 
surprising even herself with how much, but Jenny says she doesn't feel entirely comfortable in it. 
"Well, as my mother always says, ‘Fashion knows not of comfort.’ All that matters is the face you show 
the world, and your face looks like it's going to a bat mitzvah. But before we continue the 
renovation..." She stiffly walks to the bar and grabs a martini, offering it in a strangely robotic way, 
still smiling in a terrifying manner: "Martini." Jenny protests that she doesn't like vodka, and Blair 
seizes on this: "Oh, that's nice. Because this is gin, as it should be. It's a party, Jenny. Either swallow 
that or swipe your Metrocard back home. It's up to you." Everybody stares, because Blair is awesome, 
and Jenny finally giggles and sips. B smiles, satisfied for the moment, and decides it's time for Truth 
Or Date. "Oh, | love Truth Or Dare!" Jenny blurts stupidly. "Once | had to eat an entire bag of 


marshmallows!" Blair nearly vomits at the thought, but turns it into scary instead: "That's nice, little 
Humphrey, but that's not how we play." Jenny asks, of course, and Blair's only reply is a smile three 
times as terrifying as any she has heretofore unleashed, and then a quick cut to Kati and Isabel full- 
on making out. Jenny's jaw is on the floor, and B's got her arm across Jenny's shoulders, giggling 
wildly. "I think I'll go Truth," stutters Jenny, and B pretends to be disappointed. 


= Pag elk 


Rufus is hanging out in the dark gallery, still not having called Allison. He finally sighs and dials it, 
and of course a dude answers. He hangs up, laughs at himself, and dials again, because obviously it 
wasn't Allison's number, but of course it was, so the guy answers again and Rufus finally asks for 
Allison. "Hold on a second, she just got out of the shower." The guy's name, we learn, is Alexander 
Bancroft. Of course it is. He stumbles around and finally tells Rufus he's "just a friend," but when 
Allison answers, Rufus hangs up. This is an adult, who in charge of his own business as well as the 
welfare of two children, doing this. 


The vision of waiters clearing plates means a huge sigh of relief, because that means this awful 
portion of the date is over and we didn't even really have to see it. Serena asks if Dan wants some of 
her duck and bisque because his "entrée" was so small, and he just says it was amazing. Also 
revelatory: "I didn't realize, uh, fish could be creamed." Uncomfortable. Serena waves off the dessert 
menu, which Dan was planning on buying, but she's not having it, so he asks for the check. Which 
Serena finally has to admit she's already paid. Dan immediately goes to the obvious place ("You know, 
| can pay. It's not like | don't have the money") and Serena's like, "How do | say that we both know you 
don't?" but because she is awesome, she wants them both to get out alive: "I'm sure you do. You just 
shouldn't have to spend it here." Perfect answer. The solution to the Ski Trip Conundrum is realizing 
the difference between being aware of money and being hyperaware of money: Dan's still stuck in the 
trap of thinking money describes you, and Serena's still figuring out a way around that one, because 
she's never had to deal with it before. "| don't understand. Did | do something wrong?" And Serena 
explains herself in her usual awkward way: "No. Look, | wanted a date with you, just...not the date you 
thought | wanted. It's fine." And then Dan does something entirely surprising: he actually gets it. He 
takes the most sensible, awesome, romantic, believable approach, takes off his tie, and offers to take 
her out on a real date. Good boy! 


"If it's a real Dan Humphrey date that you want, then it's a real Dan Humphrey date that you're gonna 
get. Let's go." Oh, man. | love that so much | think /want a Real Dan Humphrey Date. | love that this 
show took the easy way out, when usually this story (in real life, but especially TV) revolves around all 
kinds of weird masculinity issues and lots of fronting and bullshittery. | love, love that Dan would just, 
like, allow things to happen in a normal way. He's pretty awesome through the whole episode, 
actually, but this little reversal is really fun storytelling too. My friends make fun of me for loving this 
show because it's like being trained to be sympathetic to rich bitches, but the actual truth is this: 
Whatever the problem is, it's never money. Feeling sympathy for rich bitches like Serena is the exact 
same thing as feeling sympathy for poor bitches like Dan Humphrey, because the problem is never, 


ever money. That's your insecurities doing that. So: always have an up-to-date passport on your 
person, carry a gun when Chuck is around, and when bajillionaires invite you to dinner, /et them pay 
for dinner and don't be weird. These are very important life lessons! Thank you, Gossip Girl! 


a CR 


Blair plays with the doorman's hat while one of the blondes is like, "Wasn't easy getting his whole 
uniform, but: done, and done." Jenny wonders what the doorman is now wearing, and B tells her not 
to worry about it, just keep drinking. Eric texts J with an adorable phone camera picture of him 
screaming: "SOS still in prison!" Blair, of course, answers and sees the message before Jenny. "Is that 
Eric van der Woodsen? | thought he went home for the weekend.” Without taking her eyes off Jenny, 
she hands the phone back and tells Isabel to lead the group to Visconti for a meet-up in an hour. 
"Let's ramp this up, shall we? Truth or dare? And you already used your truth." Alone, Jenny's still a 
dipshit: "So...dare?" She dares Jenny to jailbreak Eric, and Jenny's like, "Blair." They are at an impasse. 
Gossip Girl is like, "Spotlight on Little J, now put to the test by one Queen B. Will J take the bait and 
turn from Brady to Britney, or will her goody-two-shoes mindset turn into the night's biggest 
buzzkill?" Fingers, toes, all things crossed. Jenny smiles her little smile and agrees. So excellent. 


Eric's sitting glumly on the bed at the Ostroff Center when Jenny surprises him. "Your SOS was heard 
and answered. Come on, we're breaking you out.” Eric has the presence of mind to wonder about the 
"we," because God knows Dan would never do anything this amazing: B, leaning and swaying at the 
intake station with lipstick smeared all over her face, hair wild and crazy, looking totally awesome and 
deranged. "Okay, | have a problem. | have a big problem. It starts with a capital Rx." The nurse, who is 
| believe a little amused by all this, asks which drugs. "Mmmmm. Caffeine, nicotine...ketamine...GHB, 
PCP, LSD, didridiazepam, lorazepam...all the -pams, really. You know, | don't discriminate." Nursie 
allows as how apparently she doesn't. She calls in a code yellow on B and goes to find a doctor, and B 
calls after her, "And I'd love a cappuccino!" 


Blair grabs her purse and sneaks all Spy vs. Spy back through the door to grab the kids. Eric, of 
course, gets scared the second he sees Blair, loony makeup or not, because she's scary no matter 
what. She gestures vaguely at the horror of her insane getup, like, "| know, | look crazy." Then she 
smiles at him and levels: "| heard you were bored, and figured | owed you one." He grins hugely and 
says it's more like fifty she owes him, and she's like, "Right, whatever, let's go." 


Zoom in on one of many purses that seem to be special guest stars this week, where Lily's sitting 
around the Palace room in her nighttime best. It's the Ostroff, calling to say about how Eric just flew 
over the cuckoo's nest. "He was with who? Young, blonde and beautiful? Yep, that's his sister." Not 
technically true, but given the chemistry between them, not to mention their eerily identical selves, 
not entirely untrue either. She sighs and calls Serena, but her phone's still in the original brown bag. 
"Ugh, of course,” Lily grunts. | want to know what Lily does all the time, once the shops close down. 
I'm guessing after a bottle of Chardonnay she gets pretty awesomely weird. Like, | want to pan into 
the Palace suite some time and have her hair all ratted with a glass of wine in her hand and the other 
one pumping in the air all, "You said that | was naive! And | thought that | was strong! | thought, ‘Hey, 


| can leave! | can leave!’ But now | know that | was wrong!" and then just hit the floor, completely 
naked with like ten strands of pearls and cat glasses. Because obviously that was their breakup song. 
Maybe when we flash back to Eric's suicide attempt it will be something like that. | certainly hope so. 


SSE s (1 = 


Oh, a dive bar. People playing pool. Oh, look, beer. Remember when | said | would go on a date with 
Dan Humphrey? | was not exactly speaking truthfully. | was just trying to be nice. So Dan skins some 
rubes for the money for Serena's Muscovy duck and then hands it to her, which is kind of awesome, 
and then they front on each other about whether or not Serena's got game. She does not. We're 
playing with gender and class stereotypes here, not rewriting them. So he agrees to play her, thus 
allowing her to play my own personal ultimate trump card, which | call The Gosh, No, At Thirty Years 
Of Age | Have Never Played Pool But I'd Love For You To Teach Me. This is a platinum strategy for 
landing a dude, and while you may feel embarrassed doing it, as you should, just remember: guys are 
not terribly clever. They don't care if you're telling the truth, they just want to touch your ass. If you're 
comfortable with that, then pick up that cue stick the wrong way and get ready to act dumb. The only 
one that works better than this is How Many Innings Are There In This Baseball Game, but that's kind 
of Advanced Placement because people will more than likely call you out if you do it wrong, so choose 
your moment. Meanwhile, Nate's going, "Gosh, no, Chuck, I've never played Twister before. How does 
it work?" 


Rufus Humphrey listens to the phone ring with Lisa Loeb on repeat, and finally answers: "This better 
not be my wife.” Ha! "Rufus! Do you always answer the phone like that?" Double ha! He starts, like, 
smoothing down his hair and kicking the floor immediately, because he is gorgeous. "Listen, | need 
your son's cell phone number. It's an emergency." He asks if it's a "real emergency" or a "Lily 
emergency,’ but really it's both, because Lily van der Woodsen, you are holding your daughter's cell 
phone in your hand. You know who has Dan's phone number? The girl dating him, whose phone you 
are holding in your hand. She tells him Eric's missing, but then has to cover up her terrible secret that 
everybody except Rufus already knows, so she's like, "Missing! From...the...Palace Hotel!" Rufus points 
out that Dan and Serena are on a date, so leave them alone, but also if Eric is with Serena, which is 
Lily's belief, then they are having a whale of the time, so leave them alone. "I have a situation here,” 
she says, desperate, and she has a right to be, and Rufus is just like, "A situation? Your son is with 
your daughter and my kid. | trust them, why don't you?" Which would also be valid, if Lily wasn't 
keeping secrets. She starts with that "RUFUS" shit and he hangs up on her, hilariously. Not only is it 
okay that Nate and Chuck are off on some gay adventure we'll never hear about, but the Lily-Rufus 
storyline is the best part of this episode. How double-weird. 


B hauls a giant drink through the club, where Jenny and Eric are about to freak out from how awesome 
and cool it is. This dude follows her from the bar with suggestions to go fuck in the bathroom or coat 
check, and she spits, "Well, my answer is usually Never Say Never, but for you, I'll make an exception." 
Team Blair high fives about this, and dude's boyz are like whoa. Visconti throws a tiny party for Blair's 
bitchiness as she flops down on the couch between many adoring girls. "Who let the hedge fund mafia 


in here? | thought matchy-matchy was over." Jenny, inspired, points out that her Dare is complete, 
and asks B for her choice: "Truth or dare." Blair, high on her own propaganda, is like, "You have to 
ask?" Little J Dares her to make out with Hedge Fund Mafia guy, "and mean it," and she heads over to 
the guy, taps him on the shoulder, and takes him down. The entire bar starts cheering for her crazy 
awesomeness, and when he breaks the clinch, he's like, "| hope Amanda never finds out!" Who? His 
girlfriend, of course. "Amanda never has to know, does she?" says Blair, and he gets very toothy. 


== |e C) == 


Back at the Team Blair table, she awesomely produces his phone, and dares Jenny to call Amanda and 
fuck everybody up for fun. "Done and done. Hello? Amanda? Hi. This is BI-- Claire. Yeah, | just had my 
tongue down your boyfriend's throat, and he neglected to tell me you existed until after it was over. 
Just thought you should know. He's a real catch." Blair loves Jenny so much it's amazing; everybody 
toasts her. "Sleepover of the year!" Blair giggles and has fun and everybody's enjoying themselves, so 
of course Gossip Girl has to tell us what we just saw, about how Jenny's Mean Girl career just started 
right in front of us. 


More billiards and bavardage at the Dirty Sailor with S and Lonelyboy, all this Sethy nonsense about 
how "there aren't enough words to describe the kind of bad" Serena is, et cetera. She finally plays the 
"teach me to play pool" card, and he's totally game. You can imagine the visuals, so here's Dan's 
dialogue: "All right, come here. Now you have to remember, in pool, it's all about -- take this stick -- 
remember, it's all about the angles.... Bring your hand back here... Be slow and just follow through..." 
And just as things are getting hot, the song Serena played on the jukebox starts playing. They talk 





about how Dan didn't know she liked this kind of music, which | don't recognize so | can't say, except 
| like that Serena and Dan like some of the same music. They get kissy, but then Dan's phone rings 
before they connect: "There's something vibrating in your pocket, and | really hope it’s your phone." 
Droll. Dan notes that Rufus wouldn't call unless it was important, because everybody has to work 
around Dan's Serena obsession all the time, and hangs up promising to solve the problem. Serena is 
adorable: "No! No no no change of plans! | like this plan of you teaching me the angles! Remember? 
Cute girl with total lack of pool skills? ...What could it possibly be that's more important than this 
right here? Can't it wait till tomorrow?" Um, no, because crazy Eric has flown the coop. 


Lily comes busting into Rufus's house and without stopping is like, "So | made some calls, but as it 
turns out, none of my people know your people. Shocking, but true. Either Dan Humphrey is an alias, 
or your son is not very popular. Regardless, | need that number." Rufus grins because Lily is awesome, 
but quickly apologizes because Lily is scary. "| called Dan." She calms down and thanks him, but Rufus 
admits that Eric's not with Serena. Lily wigs a little, but he says that Serena was able to get Eric on the 
phone, and they're going to get together with him and all. "Yeah, and you didn't think to call and tell 
me all of this?" Rufus is amused by her freaking out, and tells her he was about to, then offers to let 
her wait at his house. Which was the whole point from moment one, for both of them. She sits. "Fine. 
And I'll pass on a glass of that non-premium liquor that you're drinking, but | will take something to 
eat. Thank you for offering.” He is, of course, flabbergasted, but she tells him to get in that kitchen 


and start cookin’ for Mama, so of course he does. 


== Ie 0) = 


Serena and Dan stare about Visconti and Amanda shows up, shoving Serena all, "Are you Claire?" And 
Serena's great: "What? No?" She shrugs it off and they head down to the bar, where Amanda is going 
apeshit on Hedge Fund Mafia guy. He realizes somebody ran off with his phone, and gets really aggro 
with Blair, so Dan arrives just in time to jump in the middle of it. Blair is not really amused, preferring 
to take the guy down herself: "Your phone is at our table. If you weren't so drunk and drooling over 
every girl in this place, you would've seen that." She gives Amanda a similar takedown, and S tries to 
get between them, but B's not feeling that either. Little Jenny Humphrey pipes up and cops to calling 
Amanda, horrifying Dan, and everybody talks over everybody else, about the sleepover and all that, 
and Blair admits she's the one that made out with the guy, on a dare. "A dare? What are you, children?" 
Dan points out that actually, yes, because Jenny's all of fourteen, and there's more yelling. Jenny tells 
him, correctly, that he's just making the situation worse, and he refers to her yellow dress as a 
"cocktail napkin," and then there are more fisticuffs, and Dan is ejected from the club. Meanwhile, Eric 
strolls up all, "See, Serena? Everything's fine!" She grabs him and heads outside as well, and Gossip 
Girl smirks about Dan's hero complex while Blair just sighs and takes another drink. 


Lily and Rufus cook together, awesomely, handing plates and bottles back and forth in a complex 
choreography that sells their chemistry and history in a way that five episodes of awkward exposition 
never did. They chat about Lily's control issues, and how Rufus never complained about her bossiness 
because it was not allowed under said bossiness, and Rufus says that he thinks kids just want to have 
their boundaries made clear to them. Lily agrees that Serena is clearly looking for a relationship, but 
she's at a loss with Eric. "You're awfully concerned about a 14-year-old boy breaking curfew," Rufus 
says, and Lily finally admits that it's not Lily's curfew he's breaking, but that of the Ostroff Center. "Is 
it drugs? Drinking?" He gets really intent on her face now, and she's like, "No, he's a good kid. Just 
lonely." He asks if Eric's depression is really bad, and she even spills about the suicide attempt. Rufus 
is quietly devastated by this info. "No, | don't know why. | don't know what | did, or didn't do, but | 
just don't know what to do to...make sure it doesn't happen again." | never really thought Lily was 
being a bitch about it, because this is very serious business, but of course this is a very important 
scene to have because you never really heard Lily's side of this, and it's a very scary side. Not to 
mention that suicide is constantly being tossed around on TV and everywhere so you forget what a 
BFD it actually is, or what it does to everybody around the person, and they've not really been selling 
that part until now. Of course, making this point now means we get to be worried about Eric's 
inevitable freak-out coming down the pike, too. "All you can do is be there for them," Rufus piths, and 
then the phone rings. "Oh, | hope that's Dan or Serena," Lily says, and of course it's Dan. "He's with 
Dan and Serena, and everyone's fine.” Lily immediately makes for the door, but Rufus stalls for just 
the second necessary for her to chill out and realize she's got a good thing going here. "This isn't 
gonna travel well. Why don't | just stay here and | can eat it quickly? It would be a shame to let it go to 
waste." Aww. You know what is awesomer than sexy Lily and sexy Rufus having sexy French farce 
run-ins? Lily getting to have a friend. 


Serena jumps up Eric's ass down on the street, but Blair's like, "He was bored. He needed fun." Serena 
points out that "fun" in this case meant taking tweens to the bar, but Blair's like, "I thought you'd be 
happy!" Serena is just appalled and turns into her mom, such that even Eric is like, "Il wasn't 
kidnapped, Serena, | left of my own free will. Blair was trying to do me a favor." Blair is vindicated, but 
S is still not impressed. He tells her it was worth getting in trouble, just to be out after dark and talk 
to somebody that's not Lily or Serena. "Even if it /s Blair." (Inevitable but hilarious No Offense/None 
Taken with Blair, who is loving every second of it. | want Blair and Eric to hang out every single night, 
they are awesome together.) Serena softens and apologizes that this was his only option. "We'll work 
on Mom," she promises. Just like every episode. "...And since she knows you're okay, | guess there's 
no real reason to rush. How about we walk?" Blair almost barfs at the thought and heads back in: "Call 
me!" S says she will, but B and Eric grin hugely: "I was talking to Eric." Love how the parallel structure 
is like, "Family freak-out! Family freak-out! ...Fuck it, let's have dinner.” 


== G2 I] == 


Dan gets in Jenny's face about how "this is not who you are,” and instead of shooting him in the face, 
she accuses him of trying to parent. Wish somebody would. He's like, "We are not doing this right 
now, let's go." Um, no. None of this finger-snapping BS when you don't even know the situation, | 
don't care if she's in kindergarten. She explains to him in very small words that she is not going 
home, she is going to continue her night. She assures the others that she's coming, and apologizes 
that things got "out of hand,” which actually they really didn't, but explains that she's fully aware of 
the scariness of Team Blair, but also, she's well-acquainted with Team Jenny, of which she is a charter 
member, and she can handle herself and not go crazy just by hanging out with them. This is a tall 
order but you're allowed to try, | think. "Look, I'll be tucked in bed in a half hour. | promise." Dan: 
"Family freak-out! Family freak-out! ...Fuck it." Jenny leaves and he offers to walk Eric back to the 
Center with Serena. Meanwhile, Chuck is tucking Nate into bed, and they are both dressed like 
firemen for some reason. 


And just when you think this very satisfying episode has it all wrapped up, complete with a little 
memo about how you can fuck with the eagles as long as you remember to land a couple times a 
week and at least rehydrate, Gossip Girl's like, "Bitches, we got two more acts!" Yes! | love it when 
there's bonus show on this show! Gossip Girl tosses up the suggestion that Little Jenny, by 
successfully negotiating Operation Apeshit Amanda and Operation Shut Up Dan, has shown up Miss 
Blair herself, which is why the game of Truth Or Dare just went extreme. Blair pressures her into the 
Waldorf Boutique to steal a jacket off a mannequin, knowing that, key or not, she's got about twenty 
seconds before the alarms go off. By which time Blair and the girls have disappeared, of course, and 
Jenny's locked inside. She does the totally cute ankle-dip of "oh, hell," and there's another commercial 
break, during which we get the scenes from next week: "They can hide behind their masks...but they 
can't hide their true desires." At a masquerade ball, N's true desires seem to involve S, duh, and B's 
true desires seem to include going completely nuts. Also duh. I'm guessing my true desires will 
include about sixteen jokes about David Bowie's codpiece, but we'll see. 


Rufus cleans up after Lily's dinner, and she starts talking about a photograph of him from the old 
Lincoln Hawk days. "What? You took that photo? You weren't even at that show!" 

Because obviously Lily's secret bohemian side includes a genius for photography, because that way 
she wouldn't get her hands dirty. | love it. "Excuse me, if | remember, the first song was about me, the 
second one was about your motorcycle, and then there was the one about that surf town." They 
discuss the surf town dreamily, including "the villa" where they..."yes indeed." Hopefully not applying 
a segue, Lily's like, "God, | must have taken eight rolls of film that night." They discuss the 
photography and the terrible choice Lily has made between her art and her hobby of picking up rich 
husbands, and she mentions the black dress she was wearing that night, and he corrects her, just like 
she wanted him to. | love these guys! More phone ringing interrupting more sexy times at Chez 
Humphrey, so Lily heads over to answer it (Rufus: "...And if it's my son, be nice to him") but it's 
Allison. Lily's eyes bug out of her head, and Allison hangs up on Rufus, who tells Lily not to worry 
about it even a little bit, because of Alexander Bancroft, who's the cherry on top of the free-pass 
sundae Rufus is about to devour. Lily vanishes after a sweet goodbye: "Thanks for babysitting me, and 
thank you for being such a good friend." Aww. They take a long time to get that door open and shut 
again, too. 


== [PCIe Ila = 


The cops demand ID from Jenny, but of course she's fourteen so she has none. They press a bit 
harder, and finally she explodes with lies! "My name is Blair Waldorf. This is my mother's shop, her 
name is Eleanor. | left my jacket here earlier, | mean... Which irritates my mother to no end, and | 
completely forgot about the alarm..." She tells them they can't call to confirm this, because Mom's in 
Paris until Thursday, but turns the cute up full force: "It's six hours ahead, if you want to call! She's 
gonna be so angry..." The cops suggest that perhaps they cannot abandon a fourteen-year-old girl to 
her own devices with no way to validate her story, but she offers to close up the shop in front of 
them, with her set of keys. The cops are befuddled! Team Jenny! 


Dan and Serena walk back downtown discussing how ironically depressing the Ostroff Center is, and 
how much they love their younger siblings, and S decides to finally lay some truth on Lonelyboy. 
"Worry looks cute on you. But look, I've seen Jenny in action, and my hunch is she doesn't let herself 
get pushed into anything she doesn't want to do." Dan has his doubts that Jenny's actual idea of a 
great Friday night is "painting her face full of makeup and stumbling out to a hip bar in high heels 
and hanging out with a bunch of drunk Wall Streeters who don't even care if she has a name." S is like, 
"Not the point, and not her idea. But it's okay for her to want to be friends with the people she goes to 
school with." Dan, adorably: "Why? I'm not." Which is like the point of this entire show: "Yeah, and if 
you made half the effort she did, maybe we would've met a long time ago.” Point. "Then so maybe you 
would've kissed me already." Aww! So perfect! | love it. Of course, Dan has to spin some retarded 
metaphor about how they've finally found "common ground" by standing basically in the gutter, with 
no five-stars or town cars or dirty pool halls or bad '80s music, as though as long as they don't go 
anywhere or do anything or look at anybody but each other they'll be fine, which is okay but not really 
optimal, given that honestly the only weirdness in this world is the weirdness that you mix up with 


your own special recipe, and nobody ever really gets to be safe in that kind of secret Nowheresville for 
the rest of their lives, but eventually he kisses her. Eventually. 


Rufus, hilariously, sits in Chez Humphrey brooding in the dark and listening to old Lincoln Hawk CDs, 
but: at this point shouldn't he be brooding about Allison? It would be awesome if actually the cause of 
the Lily/Allison split was Rufus, dogging them, and the song were actually about Allison the whole 
time, because Lily will go crazy about that, but | don't know. Don't read too much into it. Maybe he's 
just feeling nostalgic and not actually brooding. Whatever brings the Lily and Rufus scenes, man. And 
| hope Allison shows up soon too, just because. 


== [GIS Il3} == 


Lily sits on Eric's bed, smiling sweetly. He apologizes, and she tells him she's springing him tonight. 
"I'm not sure exactly how this is gonna work," she says, but | like that we're moving on with this plot 
and | hope Eric gets to go back to school soon. | hope they get a house soon too, although all three 
van der Woodsens in a single Palace suite is pretty funny to think about. Especially in the morning. All 
that hair. He jumps up and grabs his stuff, and she smiles, but she's obviously terrified. 


Jenny comes off the elevator looking totally beautiful, and Blair rouses, smiling at her. Jenny tosses 
her the keys and Blair grins appraisingly: "Well, well. Looks like you came to play after all." She pats 
the trundle bed next to her own: "Sleep tight, you've earned it." Jenny thanks her for the invitation, but 
says she's going home. "It was a blast!" B's affronted; nobody ever leaves a sleepover. "Well, | guess 
there's firsts for everything. Oh, and I'm keeping the jacket, if that's okay with you.” Blair's eyebrows 
almost knock a hole in the ceiling, but Jenny's not even done: "Monday? Lunch on the steps?" Blair 
wows and laughs at her, and agrees, and Jenny takes off. Blair falls completely in love with Jenny 
Humphrey. That was awesome. The camera follows Jenny into the elevator, where she turns around in 
slo-—mo and smiles to herself, almost as scary as Blair for a sec. Gossip Girl gushes: "It was a debut the 
likes of which haven't been seen since Blair herself." Oh! Love it! | don't love the diva/bitchy/fabulous 
thing on the merits, like, | don't really get why that's a thing in itself, because it all seems very creepy- 
mean mommy-anima possession to me. Just because lots of people have a scary mean lady inside 
them telling them they are worthless does not mean you should ever let that lady out, or that you can 
think she's the end of the story. But Ido love bad-assery, of all kinds, and | think this show does a 
good job of walking the line. 


Gossip Girl takes us back to S and Lonelyboy kissing in the street, very romantic, for a billion years: "If 
Blair's gotta watch her back, Serena needs to keep an eye on her heart. We hear it may have been 
stolen by Lonelyboy. Putting out an APB, Gossip Girl." What a simply perfect episode! I've been rating 
this show so high already, so there's not really anywhere to go, but that was just a very well- 
constructed episode of television. Nice. Anyway, XOXO. See you next week. 


1.6 V for Vendetta 


== Pefe) |] == 


Half-cocked references to Pynchon and Atwood, yeah, but on the other hand, Chuck gets to say 


"Chichi, get the llello," so: even stevens. If you're thinking Blair's is one of those Masquerade Balls 
where nobody can tell who anybody else is even though they're itsy-bitsy little masks made out of 
papier-maché and stamped tinsel, you're not wrong. It's just that this show is awesome. Jenny's not 
invited, although Blair lets her down easy. For Blair, anyway. Nate finds some coke in his dad's study, 
and runs to Serena for moral support, but he's brutally rebuffed when he tries to turn it into a love 
connection. Later, the Captain totally pins it on him, creepsterly. Meanwhile, Serena and Dan 
separately geek out about whether he's too cool for a Masquerade Ball, and separately decide that 
they should go together. Enter Vanessa Abrams, an old flame of Lonelyboy's. And boy, is 

she alternative. A real nonconformist. Perfect for Dan -- although to be fair, he's totally charming 
again this week. He hurts S's feelings trying to stall them both, so S goes with a horrible blind date 
from Newport who eventually bones Kati and Iz. Vanessa talks Jenny into attending anyway, and Dan 
decides to crash. Lily also takes Rufus to a party at Eleanor Waldorf's, in order to make Bart Bass 
jealous. It works. Also, his date is Caridee, so deal with that. Little J gets her masked revenge by 
stranding Chuck naked on the roof, where he is forced to gay up offscreen once again. V sneaks in, 
discovers the truth about Lonelyboy and S, and throws drama. Meanwhile, Jenny gets spooked out of 
her skin by a sudden declaration of love and kissing from Nate, who thinks she's Serena. Blair doesn't 
see this, but she does see the total lack of Nate on her jock at the Ball, and feels betrayed anyway. 
Everybody else makes out okay: Jenny continues to rule, Dan makes passionate declarations of love to 
Serena, and he and Vanessa decide to work on their friendship. Somehow, though, | don't think 
Lonelyboy's necessarily as decided about all this as he proclaims. XOXO. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

Oh, you'll never guess what | didn't read on Gossip Girl this week! Guess who's back in town? Vanessa 
Abrams! Who? The more pertinent question would be: Who cares? Well, we do: Vanessa Abrams is the 
female version of Dan. We're still looking for the male version of Dan. In the books, she's an irritating 
shaven-headed photographer/artiste, but here she seems to hail from that post-national future world 
that has past brought us such irritating beauties as Vin Diesel and Kristin Kreuk. A genetic mash-up 
worthy of the Gorillaz. And even better: not an asshole. | mean, | admit that Dan is wonderful, no 
matter what particular teen-boy issues he may have, and God knows | hated him in the books, so I'Il 
reserve judgment for now. The second she starts taking artsy pictures of pigeons pecking condoms in 
the street, though, | am throwing down. 


"Spotted: S and Lonelyboy mackin' in the Meatpacking. Opposites do attract, but for how long? And 
who am |?" You know the drill, XOXO and et cetera. The GG.net website itself makes an appearance 
here, and again later, and it's pretty much your usual bloggy-blog: Perez- or Socialite Life-style 
pictures and text, with a billion things happening in the first and third columns. Jenny's in a store 
obviously doing Blair's grunt-work as GG fills us in on the awkward Regency parallel for the week: 
"Long ago, when European royals grew bored with palace balls, they took a page from the peons and 
added some pageantry. Couture and canapés are just another Saturday night until you add a mask, 
but preparing for a ball is an event in itself... Which is why queens invented handmaidens." The 
distractingly hot guy helping Jenny get all of Team Blair's dresses and bling together assumes she's 


going to the Masquerade; Jenny's hopeful but basically knows better. "Here's hoping," he says, and 
drapes this ridiculously beautiful bracelet, dripping with diamonds, across her wrist: "We'll put it on 
Blair's tab." She protests, but he calls it a loaner and just tells her to bring it by after the ball. This 
makes Jenny feel like a classy red-carpet girl, and she almost passes out from the glamour. 


B and S lounge around on Blair's bed, looking luxe. As usual, Blair is ten times more noticeably garbed 
than Serena: a lovely purple velvet dress with a bow. And Serena is wearing...van der Woodsen 
manqué, flowy and sweet and grownup. Serena's aghast at the intensity of this year's costumery -- 
"something about a custom-made corset, and | hear there are wigs involved?" -- but Blair explains 
that she's going all-out because of a secret plan having to do with oblivious Nate. "It's a game. It's a 
scavenger hunt. Nate starts the night with a clue, which leads him to a lady-in-waiting, who gives him 
a clue to the next lady..." S is like, "You have 'ladies' now?" Yes. Of course she does, S. Welcome to, 
like, life. "If he finds me before midnight when the masks come off, he can claim his prize." Serena 
takes a moment to figure out what that prize is, and Blair gives some awesome hubba-hubba 
eyebrows, and then S feels totally creepy and weird about lying in bed talking about how B is finally 
going to sleep with her boyfriend, with whom S already knocked boots. And to be fair, S is right: that's 
awkward. "I just figured that after everything that's happened, or...hasn't happened, | should find 
some way to make it special." S tries really hard to get on board with this entire freaky convo, because 
obviously B has done whatever necessary internal logic puzzles that make this discussion okay. 
Which: good for Blair. Nothing says emotional health like actually dropping your bullshit when you're 
claiming to have dropped your bullshit. On the other hand, nothing says emotional wreck like 
pretending to have dropped your bullshit. 


| think it's somewhere in the middle, and mainly B's using this conversation to Mean-Girl Serena into 
cosigning B's relationship with N as a real life grownup reality, which she's not explicitly yet done. The 
old I'm Going To Fuck My Boyfriend & You Will Facilitate This In Some Token Way trick. Which we've all 
used from time to time, if we're being honest. "Well, that's really romantic, Blair." Serena offers the 
possibility of her not going anywhere near this doomed tryst and ruining it by sheer dint of -- her 
Serena-ness? Her Sereniquity? Her Serenity -- but B's not having it. If Blair fucked Nate in the woods 
and Serena wasn't there to see it, what exactly would be the point? See: "No, | want you to come. In 
fact, | was hoping you would be one of my ladies. Would you give Nate the last clue?” Already did that, 
sweetheart, but | admire the balls-outness of this. It's so Blair to prove that everything's fine by 
violently making sure that everything is not fine. But if the plan works, then it really will be, and that's 
so Blair too. She's like a very violent mathematician. "Solve for X? I'll fucking set X on fire." But she 
really does mean all of it at the same time, because that's how people work: "Tonight is all about 
starting over." Her voice, and her face, get harder and more willful with every word: "I trust you. And 
him." And because S knows as well as we do that this is how Blair gets shit done, S gives in 
completely, literally bowing down to her: "Well, then | will be honored to serve you, my queen." 
Besides, since N can hardly be trusted, S is bringing Dan anyhow, right? 


—— Page 2 —— 


Cut O.C.-ishly to Lonelyboy, looking flyin argyle: "A...ball?" Rufus lays out this week's most 
subversive theme in such a deadpan, joking way that you could miss it: "Haven't you heard? Your 
sister's Cinderella.” Six different awesome ways, she is. Dan fills in the rest: "And...your wicked 
stepsister is Blair Waldorf." Jenny admits that she's on ash duty beforehand, but she's happy to help; 
that is, she is willing to make the same deal she's always willing to make. Rufus asks if this means an 
invite and gown, and Jenny just about breaks into song about the majesty of it all: "Everyone in 
disguise, in this old ballroom..." She wonders why S didn't invite Lonelyboy yet, and he explains that 
they're barely dating: they've been out twice, by his count. By mine, they've been out five times and all 
five times were about how they really needed to go on a real date, and then never did, but | like Dan's 
math better. Jenny heads out to make her Cindeliveries, offering to pick Dan up a tux if it works out 
with Serena. Left alone with Rufus, "man talk" looming in a dark corner, Dan explains succinctly that S 
ditching him for the ball is actually a good thing, because it's so "pretentious" that this means Serena 
really knows him, so then true love, so obviously whatever barfy barf. 


Back to Serena: "| know him. A masked ball? Dan would never want to go to something that 
pretentious, where he has to wear a mask and a tux?" You know, pretentious is one of those words 
which...to me, it's like tossing around "deconstruction" or "closure," in that probably you're using it 
wrong. And yeah, | realize the irony right there, okay, but seriously: what's "pretentious" about a 
masked ball? It's the most obvious, silly, ironic thing in the world, and that's the second, wrong 
meaning of "pretentious," which is actually code for "you think you're better than me," which is code 
for "I think you are better than me, which gives me anxiety." The fact that S can use the word the 
same way Dan does shows how much more comfortable she is with herself, and with Dan, than Dan is 
with either of them. Blair offers the opinion that Dan would wear not only a tux but an Eleanor Waldorf 
original, just to be with Serena. Which is true. Blair also points out that he has no other plans or dates, 
because he is Dan Humphrey, Loser At Large. They laugh about this, and then Serena sunshines about 
how maybe he would like it more, because “all those kids from school that he hates...he won't even 
recognize them,” which -- if you're cool with Dan's inability to show any kind of social grace at all in 
the company of his peers -- is a very good point. Blair hands her the phone, and insists. On like six 
levels. 


"I'm not saying | wouldn't go. If Serena asked me, | wouldn't deprive her of my company.” Rufus 
agrees that this would be too cruel. Rufus is very scruffy and possibly surpassing the hotness levels 
he reached in the pilot as he tells Dan to just "make it happen" and "put [him]self out there" and 
whatever Lonely Rocker Self-Help madness he has read this week. Dan points out that the Ball is 
happening in a few hours, so it's kind of late for bold gestures. Of course, the phone rings, but not of 
course, it is not Serena. It's Vanessa Effing Abrams. He stalls for three rings but finally answers, and 
her first question is whether he still has her copy of The Crying Of Lot 49, which, let's talk first of all 
about "pretentious," and second of all, how ironic, because they're both a total W.A.S.T.E. He's like, 
WTF, but it turns out that she's sitting in his bedroom window! Not creepy at all! Giggling! He has a 
minor meltdown for reasons we will soon understand, and they chat about how it's great/not- 
great/weird for her to be there right now in the flesh, and when his phone rings, Vanessa leaves him 


to it. Rufus, of course, loooves Vanessa. All of this reminds me of an awesome t-shirt the posters 
mentioned this week on the forums: "Wouldn't It Be Ironic If You Went The Fuck Back To 
Williamsburg?" Even after nearly a week that still fills me with delight. 


== PAGS 3} == 


Serena takes a billion years, with Blair pushing in the background, to get to the point, juuuust long 
enough that she manages to overhear Vanessa running around the house, cramming all of Rufus's 
delicious food into her face. Dan, of course, because he is Dan, blurts that it's just his sister talking, 
and of course she's managed to make it across town to Stately Waldorf Manor in the five seconds 
since she left the last scene, so S spots her, so then she's sad. Meanwhile, Little J's hopes of attending 
are dashed, so that's two sad blondes, and then S does something amazing: totally spazzes out. "No, 


nou 


uh, no, never mind, thank you, have a good day." "Have a good day"? That's crazy awesome. | love 
Serena. He's like, "Um, okay?" and then hangs up the phone. As V asks Lonelyboy what they're doing 


tonight, S spills that she's going to need a date to the Ball. B: "Whaaaa?" 


The Captain, Nate's father, bitches and moans about the starch in his shirt, and N's heretofore 
invisible mommy, who is blonde and icy like every other mommy in New York City, is like, "This isn't 
about laundry, this is about your desperate need to get the Waldorf account," like, so much so that 
he's whoring out his own child, and in turn because, as we're about to learn, he is a giant cokehead. 
So maybe it's not even really about Eleanor Waldorf's IPO, and more about how being a giant cokehead 
makes you act like a prick? Nate comes into this situation looking dewy in his PJs and a robe, and 
watches them exposit for awhile. The Captain runs off back to the office to "look over the proposal" 
again, and her shoulders slump like she knows that actually means "do a bunch more cocaine," and 
you can translate the Archibalds' secret codes all day, but man are they boring. She tells N 
everything's fine, and he stands stock still on the stairs, trying to form like a single thought. 


Vanessa shrieks about the wonders of New York City and how in Vermont there is only one movie 
theatre, which shows wholesome family fare, such as The Pacifier, starring -- you guessed it -- her 
brother-in-phenotype Vin Diesel. She can't pick a movie, so Dan has to pick the movie, which means 
putting his (we assume) cinematic knowledge on shout, | guess, because they are just overwhelmed 
by choice, and anyway, he doesn't want to fully commit to their outing, not really, because what if 
Serena calls? And not that he's the Seth, but this is all kind of Sethly, right here. It's a bit more subtle, 
because it's all happening via cell phones, so you just have Dan's stuttering to go on, really. Vanessa 
posits that in fact he's not into this date behavior because he's got plans for a "big night out with 
overprivileged, under-parented trust-fund brats" from his "fancy school,” and threatens to egg and 
slash the tires of his imaginary limousine. She then asks if it's weird having her around, and he stares 
at her bizarre, complicated, beautiful face for awhile. She has five times, easily, the number of 
features that people usually have on their faces, so it takes a while. It comes out that Dan professed 
love for Vanessa before she left, the very night in fact, and now it's been a year. OMG they're like Blair 
and Serena, only less likeable. And they don't, um, hold my interest. He finally agrees to the movie, 
now that the elephant in the room is finally romping around like XXX the gay super-agent, and they 


agree it's good to have her home. The rest of Brooklyn will reserve judgment at this time. 
-- Page 4 -- 


Chuck and Nate are hanging out in the Captain's study, trying on masks and studiously not fooling 
around. Chuck is wearing ... the cutest. Pink argyle sweater. | have ever seen. Cheers for Chuck. They 
are looking for "evidence," Nate explains to him, and Chuck's like, “Of what, his hatred of starch?" 
Because apparently either that's big news, or Chuck just gets Captain Howard in some way we'll never 
understand. They exposit that N did in fact approach his dad about the missing money, and his dad 





did say that it was no big deal, and that the money was back the next day. "So why worry? Mysterious 
financial transactions, warring parents. Welcome to the Upper East Side." | love Chuck's /aissez- 

faire responses to all of Nate's bullshit. "So sometimes at my house you get raped. Deal. Our parents 
are jerks." Of course, it's Chuck that finds the coke and delivers the best line of the night, in terms of 
weird juxtapositionary dialogue: "Chichi get the Ilello! Nathaniel, I'm shocked. | thought you were 
strictly an herbal man!" But of course, it's not Nate's coke. It's Nate's college fund! 


B is wearing an awesome schoolgirl sweater set, with collar popped, because she is in efficiency 
mode. She stalks around the house with Kati and Isabel delivering speeches: "Who does this Dan 
Humphrey think he is? Serena is putting up a strong front, but | can see how hurt she is. We have to 
help her heal her heart." One of them notes that it's late notice, but nothing will stop Blair from 
pulling off yet another complicated scheme that only she understands: "No more excuses. Serena 
must have the hottest date ever. If he's got plans, he'll change them. If he's got a girlfriend, he'll 
dump her, and if he's out of town, he'll charter a G5 and fly home. Make it happen." They come upon 
Eleanor, who is approving a giant hookah, because her party is themed Morocco. "Is it a bong, 
Mother? | didn't take you for a stoner." | want to see Blair interact with Mom more often when it's not 
just a plot point. This has potential: "Why do you have to celebrate your Bendel's deal by turning our 
penthouse into an opium den?" Mom just laughs and waves her off, Chuck-style, and giggles madly, 
clearly loving the party in a pure way. Blair loves it, and | would call her look at this moment one of 
slight adoration for her mom, who is, to be honest, one of the best things about this episode, if you 
keep your eye on her. 


N calls up Blair to talk about his dad's sudden coke habit, and gets this cute message in response: 
"Hey, it's Blair. I'm sorry | can't come to the phone right now, but I'm getting ready for the Masked 
Ball. See you tonight, if you recognize me. Which you won't." He mumbles around a bit and shows us 
that he is freaking out through the power of mumbles. 


== 17S) 5) == 


Jenny drops off the last of her thousand trials and labors and Blair is very sincere in her thanks, 
because you have to be nice to the help, because they are crafty and can smell fear. She continues the 
fratty stuff about how lugging giant gowns is part of Jenny's “education,” which, | like the Dangerous 
Liaisons thing they always do there so much, and then notices the bracelet. "Vintage, right?" She 
compliments the diamonds on looking like diamonds, and Jenny excitedly explains about how the guy 


loaned it to her. Blair takes a second to figure it out, and then goes simultaneously steely and 
genuinely sympathetic: "Oh! Oh, sweetie, you didn't think you were gonna be able to come tonight, 
right?" But freshmen don't go, and that's tradition. OMG just as in the prophecy of Rufus, foretold in 
these very webpages, when he compared her to Cinderellas of yore! Jenny offers the weak 
explanation/apology that she went stupid for a second about this because there were five dresses for 
four people, and she made the mistake of thinking Blair was human and liked her especially. "You 
always need backup. | mean, what if | spilled something? Or a zipper broke?" Jenny thanks her for 
those helpful household tips and flees, hating the world and all the things in it. 


Lily produces a black dress with crazy glitter all over the place, wondering if gives off a sufficient 
degree of "Night In Tangiers” rays to satisfy Eleanor. "Maybe if you brought a goat,” Serena says, 
because Eleanor always goes all-out. Just like her daughter, who is also throwing a party tonight, of 
course, which segues us neatly into talk of Dan. Who has plans actually, with a mystery woman about 
whom he lied previously. Lily's like, "Well, whattayagonnado? Play the field. Get out there.” S asks if 
Lily's got a date, and her secret boyfriend Bart Bass is going to be there with Caridee, which is sad in 
all ways simultaneously, so no, she's not taking a date. But then Lily feels the fear. She heads off to try 
on her dress and "find a goat," which is not a polite way to talk about Rufus Humphrey when he's 
looking so good this week, and Serena makes an e-connection with her e-hottie date, an "Edward 
Abbott," who got her IM address from Kati. "Well, he’s no Dan, but | guess he'll do," Serena says to 
herself, alone. Aww. I'm saying give it a chance. Firstly, he's cute, and secondly, well, you said it 
yourself. 


= Pagel 


Dan phones Jenny to say that he's going to the movie with Vanessa, and invites her along in case Blair 
once again lets her down brutally, and then his eyes catch GossipGirl.net on an open laptop, where 
things are crazy right now. "Why is it that friends of Serena van der Woodsen have to search for her 
suitor? Have fables fallen so out of fashion that the princesses have to do everything themselves? Call 
us old-school, but sometimes the fairy-tale ending requires the knight to get off his ass and saddle 
up his steed. XOXO..." He looks about ready to saddle up and die. And just as Serena and Edward 
Abbott are making plans, Dan starts Googling around for a cheap tux. That one settled, Serena's 
surprised to find Nate standing at her door, looking distraught. She takes pains to get her robe 
together so he won't look at her and be overcome with treachery, as she holds a mask in her hand. He 
asks if he can come in, and he's clearly in a state, so she lets him in. Girl, Nate Archibald is a quiet 
storm about to blow. The symptoms are all there. Mistake! 


Later, Serena's doing the time warp again, talking about how maybe it's from when their parents did 
their time-traveling hipness shtick and managed to do a bunch of coke "in the '90s, at Limelight or 
the Tunnel." I'm not going to pretend | can speak authoritatively about any of this, frankly, but: fishy, 
right? She then offers one of those truths we generally get from this show once a week, which boils 
down to the fact that -- for most but not all people in the 1975-1995 generational cohorts -- our 
parents do more drugs than we do. Or used to, at least. And when they did, they did worse drugs than 


we do, because that was before the invention of science and they didn't know better. "It's not old, and 
it makes total sense," N clarifies, because of the money problems. "I just...wish he'd be honest with 
me. It's like he and my mom...made some secret pact to act like robots." Which is very John Hughes- 
ian, and quite pithy, but the correct response is, "So did we, and you are the king of the robots." 
Instead, Serena says it's not a secret, and all parents have signed this pact. He then talks about the cat 
in the cradle of abandonment and loneliness in his dark night of the silver spoon or whatever, and 
she's sympathetic and awesome ("Your dad's just scared! | had a pretend drug addiction during Ivy 
Week but it worked out! Don't give up!") to a point. That point being, when he grabs onto her hand 
like he's drowning, and then squeezes it like he’s about to have sex with her. So she throws his ass 
out, but he flips back to actual sincerity: "Chuck just wanted a bump, and Blair's phone was turned 
off, so it, um, really means a lot..." So, so funny. She tosses him out of there and he acts weird and 
lonely some more. | really do think Nate is about to go bugshit insane, now that | think about it. Lord, 
| hope so. It did wonders for him, back when his name was Marissa Cooper. 


== PAGE == 


V comes walking right the fuck into the Humphrey household once again, looking for Dan, and 
surprises Rufus. "A Humphrey man in a sports coat? I'd normally ask if you had a date, but..." He fills 
in the blank about why would he be dating when his wife is in Hudson. "Yeah. What's up with Alison? 
Dan says she's still upstate. | thought that was just for the summer.” Rufus admits that her husband 
actually thought that too. "Okay, we'll circle back to that. One issue at a time." Which is where | think 
the problem starts, because what we need right now is actual awesomeness, but this is fake Telling 
Not Showing awesomeness. Like Lexie Grey that time, where the entire cast actually put on top hats 
and stared out at you through the screen of the television and shrieked, "Awesome! You love her! She 
is great!" instead of...making her awesome. And | feel manipulated the same way by these "Vanessa 
rolls up her shirtsleeves and awesomes on the Humphreys one by one" scenes, because technically, 
yes, but that's all there is to her. Just the bones of awesome without the skin and connective tissue of 
mattering. 


Like this: Rufus is looking for his keys, and Vanessa finds them, but first she cutely gets all 
impertinent about "Just use Dan's window!" Like, | guess if | found that cute in the first place, it would 
be a funny callback, but mostly it made me feel unsafe in my own home, so like, stop trying so 
goddamned hard. They awkwardly segue into talk about how she broke Dan's heart before, but then 
after a year in her absence, he somehow managed to pull himself together and become a fully- 
functioning tenth-grader again. Which...let's say teenage boys holding onto one true love for years is 
not the norm. It's a nice idea, and it's one that teenage boys often have about themselves, but it's 
unrealistic. Maybe if Dan's gay, | can see him holding a torch for some girl for a year without her 
around to interrupt his ADD, but that's the only way. And the jury's still out on that, so I'm calling 
bullshit just in case. Vanessa determines to tell Dan that she came back in part because she missed 
him, and that's she's going to drop this massive thunderclap of truth on him tonight: "Before or after 
the movie, I'm not sure yet. You know, | gotta pick my moment. It's kind of a big deal.” Only if you're 
Dan, or a female version of Dan, sweetie. Even Rufus is like, "Bored. Where's my keys?" And there they 


are, and...oh, Rufus. Dice on the key ring. Jesus wept, you sweet stupid old cliché. They wish each 
other luck, and Vanessa asks if he's dressed up for a party date with a friend. "| wouldn't exactly call 
her that..." And he winks. It's funny in lots of ways, because Lily is abusive and patronizing toward 
him constantly, but they're also kind of friends, and they're kind of in love with each other, and they're 
kind of obviously going to hook up, sooner rather than later, so she's not exactly his friend, no. Just 
the only romantic relationship on this show with more than a tablespoon of chemistry. 


== IE Ye[s) (3) = 


Dan calls Vanessa, and is worryingly unconcerned that this person is sitting around his house with 
nobody else home. | mean, | get that they have this deep relationship and whatever, but they are 
operating within Blair/Serena levels of weirdness today -- which | remind you is the day she came 
back without calling or anything, just breaking in and eating all the food in the house and sitting 
there being chipper -- so, like, take just a moment, okay? Maybe this is all on purpose and we're 
supposed to just realize that she's trying too hard and pushing too hard in every way, but | don't 
honestly think that's how the show feels about this. Which makes her more of a plot device than she 
really deserves. Anyway, Dan's got tux in hand and she shoved herself into his life without asking for 
the second time today, so now he has to tell a bunch more lies. This time it's that he's writing an 
American History paper and feels terrible about it -- but meanwhile she's spotted Jenny, still sad 
about missing out on the Ball, and goes off to bother her instead. Which, I'm sure at the end of the 
episode it will be like, "Seth Cohen, you must be less selfish in life," except...all of this, both times he 
lied in this episode, are Vanessa's fault, because she is a rude girl. 


There is a belly-dancer going wild and crazy as Rufus and Lily disembark from the elevator and into 
the House of Waldorf. Lily explains the nature of this "favor" she's doing Rufus as his coming out: 
"When was the last time you had access to the top people in music and art? Introduce yourself! 
Revitalize your flagging career! Put that sad little gallery on the cultural radar!" He asks since when 
she was the "patron saint of former rock stars," and of course she points out he was never really a 
star, then twists the knife in a surprisingly new direction: "Really. Alison would have a fit if she knew 
you were accompanying me to this party, even if it was for your benefit." He gets very frowny-face 
about Alison, and Lily guides him to Eleanor for some air-kisses and some fairly awesome horndog 
faces from Eleanor, who seems to realize how hot Rufus is in ten-second intervals for the rest of the 
episode, in addition to giggling and generally acting like a Banger Sister on her best behavior. Bart 
and Caridee show up, and Rufus figures out about Lily's affair with him, and his own use as cougar- 
bait to make Bart jealous, and then everybody stares at everybody else and feels weird, but also like 
they have no idea who they'll end up in bed with. This really /s just like Tangiers. 


== /7A[s G) == 


Vanessa explains "awesome'-ly to Jenny that "Handmaiden is Jane Austen for s/ave," because the last 
thing Vanessa would ever understand is trading your precious unique snowflake wonderfulness in 

order to actually exist in the world, because God forbid Jenny make decisions for herself that don't fit 
inside the box of Vanessa's self-imposed, entirely sour-grapes response to socialization cues. "Non- 


conform, damn it!" Jenny points out rationally that A) she's not invited to the ball, B) Blair was open 
and honest about that at every possible point, C) there's no dress, D) there's no invite, and E) Blair told 
her not to come, so it's kind of bitchy for her to go. Vanessa is like, "None of that matters, you should 
go to this dance because it's totally nonconformist somehow, and nobody should ever stand in our 
way as women, and have you ever heard of a little thing called the Roller Derby," and it's just 
appalling, and like a Bastard Fairy Godmother from stupid Vermont, Vanessa gets Jenny into that 
party. Jenny's like, "Thanks, Vanessa! Hope this doesn't go horribly wrong and we all learn something 
about each other!" 


Dancing, masks, craziness, Chuck is scary, Blair is gorgeous, Nate puts on a mask and has some 
emotions, Serena puts on a mask that would not fool a blind person: this show is totally awesome. 
"On the Upper East Side, appearances are often deceiving. From friends to hair color, there's always 
more than meets the eye.” Thanks, GG. The only thing that would make this show better is if there 
were group dancing. It's kind of like a promise that they made with the Fergie thing, and then never 
went there again. Like, wouldn't you realize you were seeing something special if the entire cast 
suddenly pulled a Chenowith and started some insane Jane Austen-y dance routine? Like, fifty people 
or a hundred people on that dance floor, whirling. | don't think anybody would be upset by that. 
"Heightened reality! Right here in front of you!" we could say. Or even just a regular She's Al/ 

That kind of dance routine, with those masks and gowns? Wouldn't that make this the best show, like, 
ever? Why this missing awesomeness? 


Dan snags a mask from some very friendly drunk dude who's coming out of the party, and then takes 
on his identity and heads inside. Round the back, Vanessa and Jenny have a whole additional 
conversation about how Vanessa is better than all of this. | guess it's "pretentious," Vanessa. | guess 
you've got it all figured out. Bless your heart. She trades Jenny's (admittedly ugly) purse for an elegant 
fan, and disappears back into her Fairy Godbottle, or to drink ironic beers under bridges with the 
homeless, or whatever it is that pointless scenesters are doing these days, injecting absinthe into her 
eyeballs and measuring how skinny her boyfriend's jeans are. Jenny, meanwhile, is radiant. She just 
geeks on in there and tries desperately to be sultry. The music is awesome -- it's like a heist. She 
even turns around on her heel, like, so in love is she with the rich pageantry. B's there, wearing all 
black, with a handheld domino, sending her ladies off to do her bidding while N watches sadly from 
across the room and Serena dances with Edward Abbott. Jenny wanders at random, | guess trying to 
get caught, and Dan immediately spots Serena, obviously, because her mask is like this idea that a 
mask had one time but then didn't follow through. Edward Abbott is wearing this pirate costume and 
a giant goofy grin, so you know he's a tool, but Serena's having fun, because it's Serena: girl likes to 
have fun. "What was it we said about appearances? Yes, they can be deceiving.” Less is more, GG. "But 
most of the time, what you see is what you get." I'm "seeing" a lot of big talk and no dancing, Gossip 
Girl. What I'm getting is a party, and let's see, that's the...sixth party we've seen, and they all look just 
like this. That's what I'm getting. 


== IFES) {= 


V wanders around with no mask, too in love with her superiority to realize how that kind of ruins 
everybody else's fun, and taps some random dude -- she accidentally got Jenny's house keys when 
she took away her purse. V finally puts on a mask after brushing some dude aside, and then makes a 
variety of snotty bored faces so everybody knows how much she hates their stupid party. | bet 
Vanessa eats everything with chopsticks. Over where there's actually fun to be had, Blair and Chuck 
watch Nate desperately to sort out the three or four things actually happening inside his head, to no 
effect. Chuck's all, "If | were your man, | wouldn't need clues to find you," and I'm pretty sure Blair 
thinks Chuck is gay too: "Or to ravish me, I'm sure." His gaze immediately falls upon Little Jenny 
Humphrey, who is wearing a dress not unlike the one Serena's wearing, thanks to Vanessa, and is like, 
"Who is that hot tweener?” "Probably some bitch from Chapin," Blair bites back, which made me laugh, 
but not as much as his immediate rejoinder: "Hot bitch from Chapin." Can | get a what-what for the 
hot bitches at Chapin? Yeah. Blair tries to get Chuck to do what the ladies can't seem to do with Nate, 
if you know what | mean, and | think that you do. No, not have hot gay sex! Deliver the c/ue. First, 
though, because it's Chuck: some rape. He's wearing a red cape and a devil mask, of course, and he 
looks amazing. He flirts; Jenny flirts back, in such a way that we know she's winging it and pretty 
nervous and PTSD-ish, but he has no idea. It's a good job, acting-wise. She thinks for a second, and 
then tells him they should skip the dancing and head right for the part with the raping. He's like, "I'll 
get the champagne!" 


The Captain and Eleanor drone on and on with the Captain's wife sitting there, bored as hell, talking 
about the whole IPO and everything. Nate's mom finally changes the subject -- and Eleanor's 
hilariously grateful -- to their children's arranged marriage, impressing Mother Waldorf with mention 
of her own great-grandmother's engagement ring, a gift from Cornelius Vanderbilt. Across the room, 
Lily's spying on Bart Bass, but explaining to Rufus that it's not "spying" so much as "keeping track of 
his whereabouts." Rufus turns this into the most awkward-awesome excuse to kiss a person I've ever 
seen: "If you really want to make a man jealous, there's only one thing to do." She starts to make fun 
of him for pretending to know romance, and then he...totally kisses her. Nice! The music goes away 
for a second, and Bart gets sad over there with yucky Caridee, and Eleanor is like, "Oh girl!" and just 
about raises the roof in appreciation, and Lily chuckles weirdly, and then they both start drinking as 
much as they can. 


== [ree fs) If) == 


Edward Abbott tells some story that's too boring to talk about, but he does namedrop never 
summering in Newport again, which is funny. Dan tries to get in there, and Serena's very pissy that 
she doesn't need rescuing from her horrible talkative toolish date, and they get all angsty with each 
other. Meanwhile, Kati and Isabel finally show up and beat Nate about the head and shoulders with 
how Serena has the final clue, so thanks for ruining the whole game, and go fuck your girlfriend 
already. It's so sad how she planned this baroque, weird, triumphant thing, with rhyming clues and 
masks and secret handmaidens and everything, and he spent the whole time staring through a pot 
fog at Serena van der Woodsen, but that's Blair's whole life. Her fault for hoping. Meanwhile, Vanessa 
is still alive out there somewhere. Is that justice? The only thing Nate seems to process from the 


Kati/Isabel onslaught is the name "Serena," and stumbles off, so...here we go. 


Chuck sneaks up on J all, "Boo..." But she’s got an awesome plan in mind. Kind of the opposite of 
Blair's game with Nate: hide and seek, with Chuck leaving a trail of clothes up to the roof. | may not 
really enjoy looking at his face from certain angles, but I'm not going to say that this game has only 
bad points. | can see the potential here. Jenny is totally grossed out, and he gays the hell out of his 
jacket and drops it, and then prances out a side door. She just takes a deep breath and decides to 
actually go through with her awesome plan. 


Elsewhere, somebody has the nerve to say hello to Vanessa, actually has the audacity to be friendly 
toward her, so she barfs and puts her mask on and stomps around in boots made for kicking and 
writes a fucking poem about it. 


"What are you really doing here, Dan?" S asks, because the last time they talked, he was being a 
gigantic liar. "What am | doing here? | ran across the city. | rented a tuxedo. | stole this mask from 
some drunken kid only to look like Robin... | conned my way in here, all to see you. | care." Like when 
he told the lying lie? He lies about the lie, then truths about the lie, then lies that he can explain, then 
truths about Vanessa, then lies about lying and saying it was Jenny, then truths that the relationship is 
complicated with Vanessa. "Or it was, before | met you. And honestly, | didn't want anything to get in 
the way of you inviting me to this...stupid party." Aww. She admits, sadly, that she really was going to 
ask him, and he's overjoyed. They agree that they're not really into their pseudo-dates, and he takes 
off his mask and kisses her. "Oh, yes, the other part we love about a masquerade? When the mask 
finally comes off and the truth is revealed to all." Yeah, Gossip Girl. | really didn't see that one coming. 
And just off to the side, similarly blindsided? Vanessa Abrams. Looking even more upset and grossed 
out than she did earlier, when she barged uninvited into a party and then was rude to everyone there. 


Dan's like, "Hold that thought, | have to go get railed and bitched at by Vanessa, who shoehorned me 
into an impossible position and was incredibly pushy, and now is angry that | didn't immediately clear 
my schedule for her rude ass.” Serena is cool with that. He asks what the hell Vanessa's doing there, 
and she's all, "I'm writing an American History paper... Oh, wait. That was supposed to be you." Snotty 
beast. "When did we start lying to each other?" Um, right around the time you got aggressive and 
weird? You out-Danned Dan. The King Of All Danship got Dan'd, and he didn't know how to get out 
from under it. We know how you feel. After a babbling dry run at explanation, he explains: "...What 
was | going to say? That | was renting a tuxedo to attend a masked ball without a mask, or an 
invitation, to go get a girl who not only has a mask and an invitation, but another date?" Actually, 
that's exactly what you should have said. Vanessa would understand that. Vanessa would be like, 
"Why didn't you just break into her house?" 


=— Page 12 —— 


Vanessa Says that at least the truth would be honest, but then S watches as Dan admits that Vanessa's 
too-cool-for-school propaganda still carries some weight with his stupid ass, because he was 
embarrassed to tell Vanessa all of that because she disapproves of...masked balls. Proving that 


Vanessa is a halfwit, but also: Do not apologize for your life! They never listen! (They are in the TV!) 
So Dan's like, "So...you followed me here to prove | was lying?" Which is lame and true, but not as 
lame or true as the thing she says next, in a sarcastic tone that totally underscores how lame and true 
it actually is: "Yes, Dan, that's why I'm here. | stalked you because | am just so obsessed with you. 
Wait. Don't stop there. You're the whole reason | came back to New York, ‘cause | just couldn't stop 
thinking about you." Which, okay, I'm wishy-washy, because that kind of hurt my heart a little bit for 
the jerk, because that's exactly what she wanted to say at the beginning of the night. And it's a no- 
takebacks kind of thing to say, but now she has said it meanly and hatefully, so she can't ever say it 
again for real, so she kind of just Vanessa'd herself pretty impressively, and that's sad for her, 
because no matter what happens, the true thing is off the table forever. So the lesson is, never say 
anything honest to the people you're dating, because they will screw you with it later. At least, that is 
what | take away from this scene. 


Dan tells her to lay off the sarcasm, instead of falling into her arms and being like, "I knew it!" So she 
has to keep the mask on and pretend to be angry, instead of crying and putting her arms around him 
and telling him it was all true, over and over. Which would have been nice for her. So now she's been 
Dan'd and Vanessa‘d, and she takes off, because that is now literally her only option. He follows, and 
apologizes for the lie, and she busts the mask wide open: "You said you love me." Ouch. See? Too 
much. The thing about running around in boots made for stomping and being too authentic for your 
surroundings is that you sometimes say true stuff that you didn't need to say, ask for stuff you 
shouldn't be asking for, and then you get the answer you came for: "Loved you. In the past. And in a 
pre-shaving, 16-year-old kind of way. You know? | mean, things have changed.” Serena's standing 
behind him now, watching everything go to hell as usual, with the whole world happening around her 
and her giant feet stomping everything and everybody without even trying. Vanessa nods at her: 
"Clearly. Looks like someone's traded up." Her voice breaks pretty brutally. She takes off and Serena's 
like, "So...that's Vanessa. She's beautiful. That makes me nervous and weird, because apparently she 
has feelings, and | am not acquainted with feelings to the degree that she's into having feelings, so 
I'm not sure where | stand at this point." He's like, "Can you hold on one more time so | can chase her 
down one more time and she can act psychotic one more time?" Yeah, all night we can do that. 
Eventually reaching Brooklyn at ten-yard intervals, we can do that. 


Chuck stands in shorts and undershirt behind a pillar, and it's pretty dark out there, and the scene's 
pretty short, but there you have it: Chuck naked on the roof, pretty horny but about to feel pretty 
stupid. Then horny again, because it's Chuck. "Feel free to find me,” he prances some more, and 
Jenny's like, "Found your pants, bitch!" and takes off. With his phone, which is in his pants. So now 
he's naked on the roof and stuck for good. Which, considering what happened between them before, 
I'm willing to say Jenny got her revenge after all. 


== (FGS Is} == 


Down on the street, far far away from naked horny Chuck, Dan is grabbing random ladies and 
apologizing to them, but they are not Vanessa. Which is ironic both because, as Dan points out, it's 


mistaken identity time and nobody's even wearing masks at this point, but also because Vanessa The 
Individual is indistinguishable from any other scene-making hipster in the entire city. 


Rufus gets a drink. Lily is a study in insouciance. You can tell how long it takes him to mosey over 
there by the fact that my notes literally said, "Lily is a study in insouciance." He sits down with her and 
pronounces the feelings arising from their kiss "nostalgic"; Lily opts for "nauseous" instead, because 
she's awesome. "No, I'm kidding. Kind of?" She apologizes for using him as bait, and he apologizes for 
kissing her, but points out that Bart is like the third hottest dad on the show; like, he's kind of not 
even in the running. "That mercenary in the starched white shirt, he doesn't appreciate everything you 
have over an attractive 25-year-old mannequin. 'Cause beauty fades, though yours has done a 
remarkable job of holding on, and in the long run, it's gonna be his loss." (So to review, "You're an old 
whore, but at least you have not yet died." Lily's indulgent smile says, "I'm working with you here and | 
realize these are the Humphrey version of compliments.") "...And | thought he should know how it 
feels to lose you. 'Cause trust me, it's not fun.” Aww, see, those Humphrey man always pull it out for 
you at the last second. They fuck it up and fuck it up and then: magic. There's a very long, very 
romantic look, and then she rolls her eyes toward Bart: "I think it worked." Bart is staring like 
somebody with a staring problem. She takes off with him, not entirely feeling it, and Rufus Dans a 
little bit to himself: "Happy to help." He watches them reconcile for a bit, then takes off, and Lily 
watches him go. 


Nate follows Serena now that Dan's gone, but stops up short as she sets down her champagne and 
heads into the ladies’, where Jenny is tossing Chuck's clothes into the garbage. Heck yeah. Serena's 
happy to see her, and J reminds S that she was never there. "Just one in a series of things I'll pretend 
didn't happen tonight," Serena grouses, and admits to the concerned Jenny that Dan showed up. "Well, 
go Dan!" Jenny grins adorably, and Serena's in agreement on the continued taming of Dan to act like a 
person, "Except then he threw me for a loop by chasing after some girl named Vanessa." Jenny calls 
her "V" and says that they're just best friends. Serena's like, "No, it's more than that. History, right?" 
Jenny looks down, and admits that there's history, but quickly brightens: "But | mean, Dan's never 
liked a girl like he likes you. Really. | mean, come on: he's at a masked ball, and | think he'd go 
basically anywhere with you. Except for maybe the Icecapades, ‘cause that really freaked him out when 
he was five." Serena nods and decides to go find him -- except her mask keeps slipping. Jenny offers 
her the mask she's wearing, but points out that Cinderella can't get found out at midnight when the 
masks come off. They trade, and Serena gives Jenny her coat for some babbling reason that doesn't 
even make sense, because the real reason is so Nate will think Jenny is Serena in about five seconds, 
obviously. Serena's last question, of course, is whether Jenny had fun tonight, and of course Jenny had 
fun, to the degree that she looks like she's on acid when she says so. 


Into the music, where N immediately grabs Jenny, having missed the Serena-shaped Serena nearby. 
"Serena, just don't say anything and let me explain." Jenny takes this moment to piss herself. "I've 
been trying to do the right thing, but it's killing me. Look, | know we both care about Blair, but maybe 
the best thing is for me to just tell her the truth. I'm not over you, and | thought | could fight it, but | 
can't." B's bullshit sensor goes off and she heads in Nate's direction automatically. "...And if you don't 


stop me, I'm gonna kiss you.” Now, far be it from me, but Nate Archibald says he's gonna kiss you, | 
say stand still for a second, see what happens. So she does, and runs off, and Serena comes up and 
she's like, "Nate! It's nearly midnight! Go find your fucking girlfriend! The whole stupid night was 
about you doing this one simple task, which she created knowing that you have cognitive difficulties, 
and what, you're hanging around the women's bathroom like Chuck." She starts to give him the clue, 
and finally she's like, "Fuck it. Big tall boots and a big old crown." She shoves him in a direction and 
he walks in it like a zombie. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Jenny goes running past, and Blair thinks it's Serena, but accidentally snags the bracelet as she's 
going past, so she realizes Jenny has crashed her party. Damn, Little J's gonna pay for this one. Then 
Blair sees Nate blundering around, and looks at him all grossed out. Meanwhile, Jenny's still shooting 
like a bullet through the place, so at midnight while the masks are coming off, she shoves past Dan as 
well, but he doesn't get the clueful bracelet telling him who it really was, so now he thinks he's in the 
doghouse even though he's actually not. He flicks his mask into the crowd and prepares to meet any 
one of his several dooms. 


Chuck's got the bracelet in his hands as he leaves the party with Blair and Nate, kind of impressed 
with how "Little Jenny Humphrey" managed to get his pants off without him enjoying it. B takes the 
bracelet back -- it's so funny how, in a masquerade episode that took place at the party almost the 
whole time, all of the actual mask/confusion stuff happened in the last act -- and notes that Chuck 
apparently had sex with a man for his replacement tux. Nate and Chuck both look down guiltily at this 
suggestion. Nate heads into Blair's car, and she turns him right out: "Uh-uh, no. You didn't find me by 
midnight, no happily ever after for you.” Still stoned, he tries to apologize, and she's like, "All | wanted 
was for us to start over, and you didn't even try." She makes with the puppy-dog eyes and takes off, 
and then Nate and Chuck watch Edward Abbott mack on Kati and Isabel for awhile before heading off 
down the street. 


Serena calls Dan, begging for him to just talk to her: "Why did you run away from me?" She's standing 
about ten yards behind him as they have this whole conversation where they figure out the mistaken- 
identity thing that just happened at the end of the episode, and finally he tells her that he only likes 
her, and she only likes him, and when she invites him to the Icecapades, he doesn't even stop to 
think, he just says yes. 


Nate comes home to finally sleep at his house for the first time, besides yesterday, since school 
started. Eleanor is letting the Captain take Waldorf public, which is good news of course. The bad 
news is that while they were looking for a bottle opener to celebrate, they found Nate's coke. Which is 
not his, of course, and the Captain looks bummed and stoic in the corner, and then the mom starts 
yelling, and Nate's dad pretty much sells him out completely. For at least the second time. 


= Eden ona 


Little J and Dan meet up back at home and talk about how they both ended up going to the ball they 


weren't invited to, and speaking of uninvited guests, guess who's sitting on Dan's bed? Jenny's like, 
"Night." Vanessa offers him pirogues, they mutually apologize for being such horrible people, and 
then get started on the long, strange trip of pretending to be friends. Just like everybody else on this 
show. 


1.7 A Truth Universally Acknowledged 


== PAG |] == 


"What if there was this gay serial rapist who accidentally fell in like with his best friend's girlfriend, 
who was kind of his best actual friend, because they were kind of rapists together, and they got 
together in the seamiest, creepiest way...but you were cheering them on the whole time, and kind of 
got teary when they sealed the deal, even though it was presented in weird '90s Nine Inch Nails 
jumpcuts played against weird '00s emo-punk-rock crap? Like their creepiness cancels each other out 
and it's kind of...sweet? Like, 'Way to lose your virginity to the gay best friend of your shitty 
boyfriend'?" 


"That would be interesting." 


"Okay, so what if this girl, let's call her B, did it because her boyfriend was kinda gay and kinda into 
her own BFF, so it was like karmic justice?" 


"| would root for that, constant rape be damned. Karma, man." 


"And so what if plus, everybody had dirt on their dads, but had to fake it for some reason, and maybe 
Nate's dad got put in jail for hitting Nate, and for being a cokehead, and for being a creepy 
embezzler, thus endangering their arranged marriage?" 


"| guess | would get all slutty with the gay best friend too. Although | love Nate every week and he's 
actually kinda great this week." 


"Um, sure. Right, so especially if the rapey guy made friends with Lily van der Woodsen, the best 
character of the whole show, and then what if she acted like finding a 16-year-old gay rapist dude 
drunk in the gutter outside the Palace Hotel at 2 PM was like, totally awesome, because at least now 
she has a friend, finally.” 


"Even if he looked like a wax model of the Jerry Maguire kid's head?" 


",..Whatever, I'm not your therapist. So meanwhile, this is catalyzed by the young innocent girl who's 
being slowly tempted into sedition, while her older brother -- who is also being tempted into sedition 
-- is getting freaky with his girlfriend, who is aforementioned B's best friend who got screwed over in 
the first place?" 


"Why you gotta go and make things so complicated? | just want to see Penn Badgley with his shirt off. 
You had me at 'Lonelyboy gets freaky.’ Don't care how, don't care who. | don't really think you have to 
try that hard, dude." 


"But it's like very romantic, S and Lonelyboy. Candles. And also their parents are very romantic, 


because they are adorable. Plus true love, and Vanessa Abrams feeling like raw shit but 
being actual cool instead of 'tell me I'm cool’ cool." 


"Fuckin'...stop talking about...parents and this shit, whatever whatever, Vanessa Abrams kills all 
boners and buzzes, | don't care, shut up and start talking about Penn Badgley, shirtless. Are we 
talking about the whole episode, or...?" 


"A lifetime's worth of episode is how shirtless he is this week.” 


"Cut and print. The strike can suck it. America needs this." 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

None of this cutesy whimsical gossip today, no. Today we're bookended by total NIN crackly pics like 
back in the early '90s when it was simultaneously the '80s and Lily and Rufus were living their very 
complicated time-traveling lives and appealing to multiple generations with their lunchbox purses 
and whatever, it's quaint. So quaint are the sexy ladies bumping and grinding on the screen, in fact, 
that I'm reminded less of Reznor and more of Manson. Marilyn Manson, to be exact, whose stupid ex- 
girlfriend decided a few years ago that it simply had been too long since burlesque shows last 
annoyed us. Now, you know | love this show and God knows | desperately want Gossip Girl's approval, 
but burlesque is one of those things about which we're going to have to agree to disagree. 


"Have you heard, Upper East Siders? Burlesque is all the rage again!" Really? Does that mean we're 
going to be dealing with fucking swing dancing again next week? | cannot deal with that reality. "And 
sometimes a little raging is exactly what you need," GG continues, and | can't disagree, but | fail to see 
the connection, unless the "rage" you're talking about is the rage you feel when you realize you've 
been sold a bunch of crap as far as what is and is not sexy, and found yourself acting like an idiot in 
public. You know what broke burlesque? The Pussycat Dolls. And not when your girlfriend was a freak 
like them, but way before, when it was all the Hollywood abuse survivors like Xtina and Carmen 
Electra being like, "| am no longer defined by my sexuality! Look at my breasts! My sexuality is a 
beautiful flower! Its petals unfold in your face!" It went from being just kind of sad to being super- 
creepy, and it never came back. You don't stop being objectified just because you've decided to do 
the objectifying yourself, and the difference between burlesque and balls—-out raw-ass stripping is the 
same imaginary difference that says Blair can go down on Nate from now until graduation and still 
stay a virgin: it's missing the point entirely. 


Cue Chuck gaping creepily and GG talking about how he's always "ahead of the curves." Which is, you 
see, a double entendre, because he wants to have sex with you, with or without your consent, but also 
because GG has apparently just discovered the concept of burlesque, which in reality has existed as 
long as ugly girls have desperately needed attention. Some drag queen is all, "sQuién es esa nifa?" 
And Chuck can't take his eyes off one girl in particular, whose bewitching twitching has captured his 
heart and his pants: "I have no idea." 


== Hels B= 


Two days earlier, Blair and Chuck are walking through the burlesque club, which is called "Victrola," 


and of course it is, because Chuck is adorable and this show is adorable. Say what you will about 
burlesque, but as an objective correlative for the show's approach to sexuality, both within the story 
and speaking of the story itself, it's totally perfect. The show's carefully managed scandal is equal to 
the way the kids carefully manage their scandals is equal to the point of burlesque: putting so much 
layered insecurity and exhibition that you forget about actual sex altogether, because it's not the 
point. If any of these people had sex in the woods and nobody was there to see it, would they go 
through with it? Why have sex if it's not on GossipGirl.net two hours later? Chuck's attempts at 
hypermasculinity are the most obvious, but Blair's is the same thing. Serena's the only healthy sexual 
being on the entire show, and that's down mainly to the fact that she's the only one that can have sex 
without either crying about it or constantly giving jazz hands toward it. "Sexual jaded youth over here! 
Yoo-hoo, are you looking? I'm a grown-up!" 


"You want your dad to invest in a strip joint? How midtown." Chuck, of course, corrects her: 

"A burlesque club." Blair is wearing an insane red bow as big as her head, and a crazy valet jacket with 
yellow and blue stripes. She looks amazing. "A respectable place where people can be transported to 
another time, where they can feel free to let loose. No judgment. Pure escape. What happens at 
Victrola stays at Victrola." It's not bad copy, and more important, it's everything you have to believe to 
even come near this place. Blair pronounces Victrola as having "franchise potential," and notes that 
Chuck's many years of underage boozing and womanizing have finally paid off. He's sixteen, B. Notice 
the pattern here? She's proud of him, which makes him happy, because she is his second-toughest 
critic, after his dad. Which august personage, Chuck is sure, will love this: "It is exactly the kind of 
innovative thinking upon which the Bass empire was built. It is the perfect thing!" Aww, so sweet. He's 
going to bring strippers to his dad like a cat with a pigeon head, and then his dad will finally love him. 
Blair bounces with a sweet squeeze: "Don't be nervous. He's gonna love it." Chuck hops around, 
nervously. 


Nate's mom Anne is trying to make him go to rehab, and he's like, "No, no, no." She assures him that 
he's going, right after their celebration of the Waldorf deal. Anne leaves Nate alone with his dad, and 
Nate immediately starts whining at him about how he totally sold Nate out and made it seem like they 
were his drugs. "You're not gonna end up in one of these places. Let me talk to her. You know how 
your mother overreacts.” Nate is not buying any of this, so the Captain spins a little tale about how 
"the old man doesn't wear the hours as well as he used to," and how a "young viper" at the office 
named Frank Meltzer offered him a pick-me-up, which he didn't really enjoy. Because cocaine is so 
unpleasant. Nate is looking amazing in an off-white yellowish top with a school tie and tousled hair; 
the Captain offers to flush the bag immediately. Nate tries to turn this into a father/son moment 
about honesty and family values, but his dad is like, "Later, | have to go detail my Bentley and the 
Bentleys of my friends and then try on sixteen different outfits and then make sure all of the clocks in 
the house are synchronized and then learn to fly a jet plane and then make some scrapbooks and 
then clean the entire house and then kind of cry for awhile, but thanks for taking the drug rap and 
then following it up by whoring around with your estranged girlfriend who you don't even love but do 
you need me to pick up any dry cleaning or snacks or anything else because | could totally pick up a 


Humvee with one hand right now so if picking things up is what you're looking for | am your man 
because | am a picking-things-up champion of all time look I'm going to do some push-ups and then 
clean the refrigerator because | haven't eaten in six days and so let's have some drinks later -- non- 
alcoholic of course -- but the first thing I'm going to do is buy a shitload more coke and so do you 
like this tie?" 


Little Jenny Humphrey is...acting kind of similar to the Captain, to be honest. She's going nuts looking 
for the glass slipper bracelet that she left in B's hot little hand at the Masquerade Ball, which means 
we're still on the 24 schedule where every episode takes place immediately after the last episode, 
which is awesome. Vanessa is on the phone with her, still pretending to care, and J explains to her 
about how the store lent it to her for the ball, which she wasn't supposed to attend, so by losing it she 
has created two problems, because it was on Blair's account. Outside, Rufus is having some boring 
fight with his soon-to-be-ex wife Alison, and totally ignoring Jenny's huge problem. So much so that 
he drops some bread crumbs about how Alison's having an affair, but when Jenny presses, he changes 
his mind. Somebody knocks and then outside the door, there's Vanessa, still on the phone with Jenny, 
like a fucking creepy lurking creep. The call is coming from inside the house! She's like, "Where is 
Dan?" 


== |PEG[! Sy = 


Somewhere in the twisted time and space of this show, Dan's at school with Serena, making out. At 
the same time that his little sister is running around the apartment, Vanessa is making her daily 
assaults on etiquette, and his dad is lounging around the house being vague about his dissolving 
marriage. The Humphreys are like wild animals, man. Dan and Serena are devouring each other 
against a brick wall, and instead of finding somewhere more private than the Quad, they complain 
about how uncomfortable it is, making out against a thousand-year-old building, in public. "You'd 
think all the money that we spent on this private school, they could at least give us a comfortable spot 
to make out," giggles Serena cutely. A bunch of people start razzing them and paparazzi-ing them, 
and then Dan and Serena remember that they are being raised by wolves and obviously at some point 
one of their apartments will be empty, and they can make out secretly. 


Kati and Isabel upload pictures of the uncomfortable make-out session to GG.net immediately; S and 
Lonelyboy take their time saying goodbye. Serena laughs, "Or we could just get it over with in a 
broom closet." Dan is immediately uncomfortable, because the thought of Serena fucking in a broom 
closet is a little too close to the slutty reality that he secretly harbors against Serena, sti//, and once he 
takes off, Serena realizes she just played right into his insecure, misogynist protocol. Because, of 
course, Dan is a virgin, but he's also a guy, so he takes all his fear of losing his virginity and puts it in 
the broom closet of Serena's whoredom, thereby making it her fault. "But can Brooklyn keep up with 
the Uptown Express?" wonders Gossip Girl, and you know what? If he could, for even a second, we 
wouldn't really have a show. | don't hate him, he's just too real. 


Nate approaches Jenny in the hall: "Oh. Serena, right?" She pronounces this queasily cute, and he 
agrees it's not that funny. | think it's awesome. Nate is a class act. She asks what he's doing in the 


Billard part of school, and he admits that he's looking for help: "You know, | really didn't mean 
anything | said about having feelings for Serena," he blurts, and Little J knows this is a pile of crap. 
She's like, "I guess so. I've been agreeing vehemently with men telling themselves lies since | was first 
born into the Humphrey family.” She floats the idea, lackluster kiss aside, that she's not actually that 
interested in his love life, that maybe this is a relationship issue having to do with Blair, and not Jenny. 
For example, any weirdness in Nate's relationship with Blair is automatically the butterfly of the 
apocalypse for Dan, herself, Serena, Waldorf Design, his own Archibald fortunes, and the entire Upper 
East Side. He's like, "Yeah." Nate -- cute! -- offers her a box of chocolates and asks for her help re- 
securing Blair. Who appears out of the shadows from nowhere with a thousand bright 

teeth! Everybody screams and Nate's like, "Um, | was just asking Jenny to help me come up with a 
better excuse than these chocolates | brought you." Jenny's fourteen, so she's kind of secretly pissed 
off that he just gave away her candy. B and Nate make up, and of course Blair's like, "You know | 
prefer the Gold Collection, but thank you." Heh. | love those little boxes too, but why spend the 
money when you're just going to barf it up anyway? 


Jenny skedaddles because Blair is scary every day, but especially when you've earned it, and B follows 
her like a wolf in the night: "Hey, Cinderella. | think you dropped this at the ball?" Jenny does the 
ankle-dip of Oh Fuck, and Blair smiles with a terrible beauty, then drops it completely: "| hate secrets 
more than anything. You know that. Friends don't lie. And we're friends, right?" This last nearly silent 
like the mighty cobra. Jenny's like, "...Yeah," and then goes to change her shorts. B returns to N's side 
and they cuddle, while Gossip Girl evinces some small amount of worry about Jenny's total doom 
coming down the pike: "Jenny Humphrey's rise to the penthouse has been short and sweet, but if she 
crosses Blair Waldorf, it's straight back to the basement. Looks like this little lamb needs to stay 
silent...or else." Seriously. | wasn't worried about Jenny before, but now I've seen what lurks in that 
basement, which is Vanessa Abrams, and she's got a découpaged hatbox covered in Ambrose 

Bierce art nouveausylphs and Van Gogh sunflowers, and | would not willingly consign anybody to that 
musty lair. Stay quiet, little lamb! 


-- Page 4 -- 


Bart and Lily, Round Fifteen, talking about how they have to keep quiet about their love affair until 
such time as Lily's kids are not insane, which will be approximately never, and Chuck enters. My 
favorite thing about this episode is the way Lily treats Chuck, because it's exactly the way you (and 
Dan) want her to treat Dan, which is this wry mix of a meeting of equals plus a quasi-maternal kind of 
affection. | totally buy the whole UES thing when | see Lily give Chuck that smile. She might as well 
have her finger on the side of her nose. They bumble around in front of him and then Lily leaves 
goofily, and as she's leaving Chuck gestures toward her shirt, which has gone awry, and she 
practically winks at him before fixing it and leaving. So cute! 


Alone, Chuck allows as how Lily is not the best actress to ever grace the stage, and Bart orders him to 
stay quiet about it, especially with S: "Lily would like this to play out in a certain way." Chuck 
looks...very great, actually, in this scene. He's wearing a black pinstriped suit with a purple striped 


shirt underneath and a gold tie. He gapes that Bart seems to be actually serious about Lily, and 
instead of answering, Bart is awesome: "What's with the business formal? Are you being arraigned for 
something?" Chuck smiles and takes a breath, and almost entirely contains his shakes: "I have an 
investment idea | think is utterly unique to your company. Something avant-garde, yet nostalgic." 
Note, please, that it is neither. "It is the perfect way for you to loosen the top button of Bass Inc. like 
you've been wanting, sir." Bart is very impressed, which knocks Chuck off his feet: "Do you how long 
I've been waiting for you to be interested in something other than partying?" Chuck loses control of 
his limbs, flailing his portfolio onto the table: "You should come see the place. It sells itself!" Bart, still 
interested, protests that he has meetings, but they agree to talk about it afterward. A tiny breath of 
wind taken from his sails, Chuck's still overjoyed. Aww, so happy! This is going to end in devastation. 


Over in the Billard School Quad, Blair tells Serena about how her little session in public with Dan made 
it onto GG.net. S: "Ugh! God, Kati and Iz filmed us?" Blair rolls her eyes: "Oh, it's all very High School 
Musical scandalous," which is exactly what it is. "They haven't streamed it yet, but | heard it 
was...aggressive." S admits that, against all reason, Dan has been "surprisingly good" at everything 
they've done. "Which is everything?" grins Blair, and Serena's like, "No? But feel free to invade my 
privacy." Blair asks if they've talked about sex, because Blair is very wise about sex, because her whole 
life is trying to have sex with Nate without him knowing about it, so as you can see she's all about 
disclosure. "May | remind you that this is your first real boyfriend, S, and in relationships, you talk 
about stuff." Heartbreaking, right, but part of Serena's awesomeness is that she always takes B at face 
value, even when she's talking out her ass: "I know, but...!| don't know, sometimes talking about it or 
planning it can ruin a good thing, you know?" Blair, who has been planning on having sex instead of 
having it since the Reagan administration, is like, "Girl, | hear you." S admits that she's totally over 
worrying about it, but that seemingly Dan -- existing at the corner of Virginity and Misogyny as he is 
-- might be the better part of valor here. "Is it possible for a guy to want to slow things down?" Only if 
he's gay, | say, and Blair agrees: "Only the guys we like!" 


== (721s) 5) == 


Dan is sweaty and breathing hard on the dismount, and looks over at a very bored and spacy Serena. 
“How was |?" She points at the doorway: "I don't know. Let's ask the judges." Kati raises a scorecard, 
upside down, with a 4 on it, and hilariously breezes, "| was gonna give you a 3, but since you're a 
virgin | gave you an extra point." Kati and Iz are so much cooler in Dan's sick little noggin! He whines 
at them that his virginity is a choice, which is never true, and that "sex is meaningful, like art,” and 
one "shouldn't rush art." God. | just threw up an entire box of Godiva Gold Collection Chocolates, Dan. 
Iz attacks Kati all, "Who's Art? Did you sleep with him?" She repeats the question a few times, her voice 
slowly morphing into Rufus's voice, and Dan wakes up to his dad yelling at the phone outside. "Yes, 
Alison, | did encourage you...to do your paintings, not the next-door neighbor. Hello? Hello?" Dan 
comes out all sleepy and cute and Rufus apologizes for screaming infidelities like that. Dan puts all 
the pieces together and Rufus tells him it's complicated...just as Jenny sneaks into the house, 
eavesdropping tools at the ready, like big sis Vanessa taught her. "Mom's having an affair," Dan 
protests: "It's easy when you just say it." Rufus says it's harder when you're talking to your son, which 


is sad and sweet, but Dan's like, "No, because now | know why she's never, ever coming home." Jenny 
loudly shuts the door and calls into the apartment. Rufus vanishes to go grocery shopping, and Dan 
goes back to doing "homework," and Jenny's all alone with thoughts of her mom and how everybody 
around her is so sexually dysfunctional that her obsession with her would-be rapist is starting to look 
normal. 


Nate calls his dad from ten blocks away so they can continue to discuss the Captain's unstoppable 
vampiric destruction of his son's life, but the Captain is of course all, "I'm going to need a raincheck 
on that conversation we are never, ever going to have because [coke talk] and Jesus I'm so tired | wish 
| could just sleep but how can | when there's so much to do?!" Nate puts on his resolved face, which 
looks a lot like his other face, and Gossip Girl's like, "See? All parents are liars. Don't trust them." 


Chuck feeds a cherry to a burlesque whore, she ties the stem in a knot, and he takes it off her tongue, 
and he's very drunk: "You are...really talented." OMG, Gossip Girl, mydad can do that. 

Jenny Humphrey can do that. Cherry-stem knots stopped being sexy around the time L.A. Law went 
off the air. It's not even that tight a knot. Bart comes in just as Chuck is all over the girl, which is too 
bad, and Chuck's like, "Oh, um, see? Investment potential all around you!" Bart starts yelling about 
how apparently this is Chuck's latest scheme whereby Bart pours "hundreds of thousands of dollars 
into an excuse" for Chuck to be around booze and women, which he was already doing anyway. 
Chuck's like, "No! I'm being gross on my off time right now! Didn't you read the proposal?" And Bart 
did, and was duly impressed, which is why he came down, but Chuck and the cherry stem ruined it: 
"You want to impress me with your commitment to something? Try getting a few As in school, or 
maybe a part-time job.” Aww. And Chuck's back to looking heinous as well. Bart storms off and 
Cherry Stem is like, "Whaa?' Chuck tears off after Bart, who is getting into a limo with some Asian lady 
to have lunch. Chuck is vindicated, because as far as he knows, a limo is just a wheeled staging area 
for rape attempts. "Looks like the pot calling the kettle black has young Bass boiling over, and if we 
know Chuck, he's not one to let things lie. Someone pour that man a drink!" 


== IPE (8) == 


Blair is looking amazing as ever in a green—and-white-striped polo; Eleanor is being all nervous-lady 
adorable as usual: "You need to look elegant for the Archibald dinner tomorrow night, so what do you 
think?" She holds up a lacy number that looks like it was designed by Milla Jovovich in one of her 
gypsy phases. "Yes, it would be very nice. If | was sailing up on the Mayflower." Eleanor's like, "Your 
grandmother did, and she was wearing this dress." Just kidding, she instead brings up the giant 
Cornelius Vanderbilt diamond ring that got flashed around last week, and how she was "going on and 
on" (not especially, really) about how it would end up on Blair's finger. Blair goes all old-school Jane 
Austen, as she usually does in these moments: "Nate spoke to his mother? About our future? He 
actually asked for the family ring?" AWE-some. Because you're sixteen years old, Blair, and dressing 
like that and acting like you do, | can understand why you'd be confused on this point, but: SIXTEEN. 
Years of age. You can't stop Blair, though: Her grin is a thousand megawatts of joy with a target on it, 
directly at which all the bombs and weapons of the world are pointed. You know what's scarier than 


Blair with a fake smile? Blair with a real smile, because it's just an invitation to get herself smacked 
down again. 


Nate takes a page out of Vanessa's Riot Grrl Notebook and skulks around while his father tweaks out 
and then goes to buy a bunch of coke, and because Nate has the memory of a goldfish in a goldfish 
bowl, his sweet weird little face falls once again. "Looks like cold, hard cash can get you the cold, hard 
truth. Didn't anyone tell you, N? Be careful what you fish for..." | can honestly say | don't know what 
the fuck Gossip Girl is talking about this time. What? 


Location shots, driving across a bridge. By the smell of horror and the sense of decrepit doom, | can 
only assume we're headed into Brooklyn. S falls onto Dan's bed, overjoyed at having the apartment to 
themselves. "You got downtown pretty fast," Dan says with wonderment. "With an opportunity like 
this, one needs to take advantage!" She giggles and climbs atop him, like Victorian ladies of yore. He 
estimates that Rufus and Jenny will be gone somewhere between sixty and twenty minutes, and she 
assures him twenty minutes is plenty. He's a teenage boy, Serena: even if he's gay, take off ten 
minutes to get it up and you've still got two rounds in the barrel. | miss high school. S pulls his shirt 
open and he enjoys it for five seconds before he starts with the “it's bright in here, we should get 
blinds or a Clapper or something," and she's like, "Stop interior decorating and check out my total 
hotness!" Just as she's ripping her own bodice -- the things we do for these boys -- he...hurls her to 
the floor. And why? Because Vanessa Effing Abrams has, once again, let her ass into the house 
without knocking. Awkward. Everybody says hi to everybody else, and Dan, finally, goose-steps her 
rude ass out the door. Heading back to S, he forgets to lock the door, and what happens next? She 
cracks the front door open and stares some more. Deal-breaker! I'm done with you, Abrams. Once 
again! 


== PAG 7 == 


Serena sits chastely on Dan's football sheets, grossed out by their Brooklyn ways. She offers to 
discuss the situation, and he's like, "No, see, actually, her busting in here while we're trying to bone is 
exactly the reason you shouldn't worry about her, because she's like family. She's like a creepy sister 
that appears out of nowhere and ruins everything all the time and is obsessed with me in a sexual 
way. See? Totally under control." S clarifies that she was talking about Dan's fear of flying, and puts 
forth the theorem that maybe they were going to have some sex. He's like, "We cannot talk about sex, 
ever, but let's make out.” So they do. Five seconds later, Rufus and Jenny come home, with 
"breakfast." | am so confused by the timeline of this show because sometimes they're at school and 
it's the middle of the night and sometimes half of them are at school and the other half are at a strip 
club and sometimes they're having dinner before or during breakfast. The snow is constantly coming 
down in June on this show. Dan's like, "Are you hungry?" And Serena doesn't answer, just blows her 
hair out of her face and crams all of her dissatisfaction and feelings very deep inside. 


"Spotted: Bass drunk off his ass at the Palace bar, drinking away his woes and investment capital." 
Chuck wanders drunkenly out into the Palace courtyard, calling phone numbers at random. 
"Nathaniel, your position in my esteem has been replaced by your voicemail. So...Bart didn't go for 


Victrola, but...truth is, | bought the house out already for tonight. And it's not a par-tay without my 
people. Or any people. I'll see you there." He drops a key -- because | guess at the Palace Hotel they 
have big brass keys and not, you know, hotel keys -- and crawls around in the gutter for awhile. Lily 
appears out of nowhere and crouches by him: "Long night?" Chuck nods sweetly: "Alfonso made me 
an omelet. | may have washed it down with a Bellini or two." Lily smiles and deduces that Bart didn't 
go for the Victrola proposal; he makes a sad cute face. She gets her arm underneath him and picks 
him up out of the gutter, walking him back toward the hotel while he babbles, and the whole time 
she's just like...his friend. | didn't really want her to get together with Bart until now, but | think Chuck 
really desperately needs Lily in his life. "He was born poor, | was born loaded. But if the only way to 
impress him is if | started with nothing, then why doesn't he just take it all away?" And the whole time, 
Lily's like, "Yep. | hear ya, buddy." He trips at the front door and she laughs, sitting down with him: 
"Because he loves you. No good parent likes to see his child go without,” she offers. Chuck whines 
that he had the idea and did the work, and still Bart tells him it's impossible for him to be committed 
to anything. 


== [EYe[s (3) == 


"And he's the one screwing twenty-five-year-olds" -- Lily laughs, like, "Word" -- "when he's 
supposedly committed to you." She points out it's only been a week since they were really especially 
committed, so we shouldn't number those among Bart's sins, but drunk Chuck is like, "] wonder why 
he was pawing some Asian chick in his limo yesterday?" And he's being honest, and he does love Lily, 
and they do get each other, but that doesn't mean he's not loving this: she makes an intense whoa 
face, and then closes her eyes and nods: "How could | be surprised, really?” She excuses herself and 
leaves his weird tiki face there in the shade of the hotel, off on yet another revenge mission. 


Nate interrupts his mother making an appointment for a blowout at Arden's, and of course her hair 
already looks perfect, because this show is ridiculous. She can tell from his face that he wants to talk 
about real stuff, so she tries to get out of there, so he's like, boom: "Mom, please, the drugs were 
Dad's. | mean, | guess he thought it'd be easier on everyone if | took the hit, but they were his." Mom 
pretends she doesn't know what he's saying, and he tells her about the Captain promising to flush the 
coke and then buying more, and she turns on him: "The lengths that you will go to, to get out of 
trouble!" Nate begs her to help him help the Captain, noting how Anne's WASP programming makes 
her look at the floor and pretend she doesn't exist whenever anything happens in the entire world. 
"Just look at me. Mom! / saw Dad buying drugs yesterday" She is very beautiful and very poised, 
because she has to be all the time: "He's been under a lot of pressure. And if you hadn't been so 
difficult lately..." As though Nate has the energy or initiative to be difficult in any way. "Your latest 
rebellions have been very hard on your father, Nate: all this business with Dartmouth, your issues with 
Blair..." Still not the point. Nate asks again for help, and she shushes him: "Not another word of this. 
We have a celebratory dinner to get to! Please wear a tie." I'm so sure, Anne Archibald. 


How much does Dan Humphrey suck? Well, in order to get his mojo rising and figure out how sex 
actually happens, he has bought the art film /Am Curious: Yellow. Because the best and least creepy 


sex is Swedish sex, in 1967. It's about a girl who can't figure out why she dislikes having sex with 
men, so she goes around and has a bunch of sex with men, and instead of living her life compiles a 
giant archive of all the things she would be doing if she weren't compiling a giant archive of them. So, 
kind of like Dan, and kind of like burlesque. Pornography is good, because: Wouldn't you rather have 
Lonelyboy coming at you with gross ideas about the capabilities of the human body to withstand a 
bunch of effin’ and jeffin' than you would want Lonelyboy coming at you with a bunch of ideas 
spurred on by a surrealist film in the French New Wave style? But Dan's simply too good for internet 
porn, so he's gotta find the most pretentious, ridiculous, stylized version of art porn, as though that's 
going to make him better in bed. Just the thought of Dan coming at you with a bunch of concepts. 
Makes me want to hide under the bed. 


== [lef C) == 


To the sound of a bunch of Swedish humpology, Dan is sitting still, quietly not masturbating, as 
Vanessa comes stomping right the hell into his room, once again. He tries to explain knocking on the 
door to her, and she's like, "Hey, at least | didn't use the fire escape! Baby steps!" Guess what, freak: 
probationary period is over. Baby-step your rude ass right the fuck back to Vermont. She investigates 
his porn and he whines that it's not porn, and she brings up earlier that day, when she was rude that 
one time and walked in on his intimate time with his actual girlfriend. She reminds him about how sex 
is like art, somehow managing not to barf, and you know what? Dan is very hot in this scene. 
Whatever he says, that's what | agree with. "That was in, uh, 2005. | was more idealistic then. | was 
much younger, and there wasn't an actual girl who wanted to have sex with me." Vanessa flips out 
wildly into Season One Joey Potter territory, like she's this wise old bird that knows all about the sex, 





and he's just a baby virgin and isn't it so sweet, so somehow she wins because he's not having sex 
with her. Which is a shitty way to pull rank and even sadder when it's this obvious. And just when you 
think she couldn't be more annoying, she pulls this shit right here: "It's okay, I'm sure Serena knows 
what to do...what with her vast experiences with boarding school professors, Pamplonian bullfighters, 
best friends’ boyfriends..." BOOT TO THE HEAD. Dan and Vanessa get to me so bad, because they're 
just openly screaming things that most of us learned not to say when we were like twelve, and it's 
exposed and scary and gross, like karaoke. Vanessa leaves with parting words to hide Cedric the 
Cabbage Patch Doll, get some candles, and replace the football sheets. One and three, yes. Two is 
kind of advanced and unnecessary, but we're not talking about me, or Serena, or even Dan, are we? 
We're talking about Vanessa. 


Jenny thanks B for helping her out with the broken bracelet clasp, and B is awesome: "Oh, it was my 
pleasure. ...Oh, wait. No, it wasn't. Game recognizes game, Little J, but you have to show more 
respect. This is the last time | help you. Next time you cross me, | won't be as forgiving.” | lost count 
of how many times in the past five days somebody said, "Game recognizes game, Little J," where | 
could hear them, but | laughed every single time. Blair is awesome. Jenny shakes right down to her 
glass slippers and swears there won't be a next time, and Blair settles down and they're friends again. 
"| want tell you something, something nobody knows. Not even Serena. You can keep a secret, right?" 
Jenny does the ankle-dip of pure bliss, and B spills the beans: "Nate is planning on giving me his 


family diamond. It's the most incredible ring you've ever seen." Jenny's wearing a strange polka-dot 
shrug like in Funny Face, and asks for clarification: "Uh, ‘ring’ as in engagement ring?" Blair slips into 
soliloquy mode: "| remember the first time | ever saw him. Maybe we were just little kids, but | knew: 
he's the one | wanna marry. Now it seems like he feels the same way, too.” Jenny stands very, very 
still, attempting to become invisible, but Blair sees through it. "Why are you not happy for me?" Jenny 
hems and haws and blames her cheater parents and family drama, and tries to beat a hasty retreat, 
but B is onto her: "No, maybe you should look at me in the eye and tell me what you're hiding." Yes! | 
wish this was the entire show! "Are you jealous?” Jenny says no, of course not. "Do you like him?" 
Blair's delighted. "Do you think because you talked to him once in the hall that you might have a 
shot?" Jenny swears it's nothing like that, and B demands to know, then, what it is like. Jenny whines 
that she doesn't want to hurt Blair, who totally scoffs: "How could you hurt me?" Seriously! | love it! 
Jenny tells her about her previous conversation with Nate, when he grabbed her at the ball and 
professed his love for S. Her heart breaks for Blair: "He kissed me." And B cuts her dead: "That's 
enough." Over Jenny's protestations, she issues a decree: "You're dismissed, Jenny. For good." Jenny 
leaves, crying, and for the moment Blair's more sad than hateful. She just stares into space, thinking 
and nearly weeping. 


= Pager Or=— 


Dinner for the Waldorf-Archibald deal. Blair stares into space, with a gigantic bow on her head as 
usual, but having successfully funked out the Mayflower dress with some pearls and awesomeness to 
the point where | barely recognized it. She comes down the stairs to the sound of glasses clinking; 
Nate spots her and comes running. "Hey! You look beautiful tonight." Nate, of all people, can spot her 
terrifying fake smile, and asks if there's something on her mind. "No. Is there anything you wanna 
say?" 


Flash to the Shepherd wedding, Nate and Serena having sex at the bar. This part is fairly awesome. 
Dan comes around the outside, critiquing and asking for help: "The leg wrap. That's interesting." 
Serena smiles over at him, with her leg wrapped around Nate: "Sexy, right? And it increases stability." 
He watches them mugging down for awhile, and then asks Nate if the hair-grabbing is a winning 
strategy: "Oh, yeah. Every time!" He walks around some more, inspecting their lovemaking, and 
interrupts again: "Do | have to keep my shirt open and billowing like that?" Nate agrees that it never 
hurts. Dan continues to watch; in his bed, he whines, "I'm doomed!" 


Rufus enters Dan's room -- after knocking, notably, like human beings do -- and sees Dan reading a 
book about "sensuous massage.” Dan is the most nightmarish virgin boyfriend of all time. | take back 
what | said about missing high school. Dan mumbles about how he has tension and stress between 
his shoulder blades, but it's not like Rufus cares, so he drops it: "I'm headed to the gallery to test-run 
a 24-hour projection installation." Vanessa and J are there, as well, but Dan declines -- he's going to 
just "chill" at home. "Alone? On a Saturday night? With your new girlfriend?" Rufus sits down, and Dan 
gets even more afraid that they are going to have a sex talk, so his voice gets higher and higher, but 
Rufus lays off. "Well, just be safe. Don't do anything you're not ready to do...or she's not. Oh, and lose 


the football sheets...and Cedric." 


At the gallery, Jenny has once again stupidly come to Vanessa for advice. V tells her she looks good 
for a dead messenger, and then hands her some bullshit line about how "Now Blair knows the truth, 
and she and Nate can talk about it. Honest communication is what every good relationship is based 
on." A) Not that you would know, which to be fair she admits, and but B) "honest communication" in a 
relationship kind of implies the people in the relationship, not randoms off the street spreading 
gossip and bullshit. Either they're grownups or they're not, but either way, that has nothing to do with 
you. That's like cracking open a butterfly's chrysalis and being like, "| guess that half-formed dead 
butterfly just didn't have the moral fortitude to be honest about its relationships!" Or, if you're 
Vanessa, breaking into somebody's house and stomping outside their oven so you can say, "That 
soufflé simply could not stand the pressures of adult romance!" When it's not even your house, and 
when you have never, ever baked anything in the first place. 


== IES) ill] == 


Jenny starts talking about the horrors of betrayal, and V sniffs out that she has now changed topic, to 
Rufus and Alison. And sadly, it's not that far a jump: she's fourteen and so starved for maternal 
attention that she's going to Blair Waldorf and Vanessa Abrams for this. She's going to end up 

a Manson girl, | swear. Vanessa cooks up another helping of bullshit about how "maybe you don't go 
back, maybe you go forward," and how it's better to shove your way into other people's shit and ruin 
their lives for them: "Get two people in a room willing to be balls-out honest? It might get ugly, but 
eventually, the dust has to settle...and then you can see if there's hope." J does the ankle-dip of hope, 
but mostly, do not ever do anything Vanessa tells you to do, because she is a giant hypocrite and 
because she doesn't know what the hell she's talking about. 


The Captain is surfing the snow-white wave right over the heads of everybody in the entire party, and 
Eleanor's trying to feed him as he makes more and more grandiose statements and refuses to do 
anything but perch on every surface for five seconds at a time. They get him off the subject of the 
partnership, then off the subject of Eleanor's awesomeness, and then he starts talking about their 
arranged marriage thing, and he starts in on forcing his wife to take off the storied ring (which seems 
to have completely changed shape in the past week) and he's all, "Put it on Blair's finger, right on her 
finger, no ifs or ands or buts, ring on the finger, this is great, if ever there were an occasion for a 
toast, that is what I'm talking about, that's magnificent, let's do another toast, what time is it right 
now in Tokyo, hell yeah!" And finally N's like, "Let's go smoke those cigars you brought, Father," and 
everybody wonders why, but mostly they're glad his tweaked-out ass is heading away from the 
upholstery. 


Chuck dozes on a divan opposite the burlesque wiggles and movements of the classy lady strippers. 
Bart and the Asian lady sit down on his either side, and both of them seem much more impressed 
with the place than you might previously have assumed. Chuck agrees with the woman, saying he 
wanted Bart to see it "in full swing,” and Bart introduces his son to Paulette Cho, who was the 
interviewer when Bart was interviewed for the Observer, which edition Chuck was carrying around 


earlier in the episode, but then yesterday convinced Bart to go to lunch -- which is what Chuck saw 
and told Lily about -- because she's decided she wants to stop being a journalist and start being a 
mogul of some kind. Which, there's something sinister in that, because TV hates journalists and 
moguls, especially lady journalists and lady moguls, because they are lacking in ovaries and common 
human feeling. So it's a lateral move, by the stereotype rules of TV, from evil to evil, but | don't know. 
Keep your eyes on her. Shouldn't be too hard, she's awesome. So Bart gave Paulette the Victrola 
proposal, as a test, and she loved it, especially the "wish fulfillment quality" of the report. If you asked 
me right this second what's going on with Cho, I'm thinking whorehouse. | will lay you odds that evil 
Paulette Cho is going to pull a Hope-Brady-on- Melrose and Chuck will end up a high-priced call girl 
madam without even knowing it, like happened to Sydney Andrews. Bart admits to Chuck that it's 
possible "some old-school thinking and fatherly bias" clouded his judgment. They shake hands like 
men! And hug adorably! Aww, what's going to go wrong? Paulette wants to go on a tour, but Bart 
remembers he needs to call Lily, and that's what's going wrong: Chuck accidentally told Lily that Bart 
was boning Paulette Cho. 


== HGS 2 = 


Outside stately Waldorf Manor, N is trying to get the Captain to admit that he has a drug problem, 
pointing out the tweaked and embarrassing hurricane he has become. Dad's not buying it. N -- both 
sweetly and smartly -- calls his attention to the Waldorf deal and how important it is, to their family. 
"| mean, you've been selling me out trying to make it happen -- pushing me towards Dartmouth, 
towards Blair...Dad, you're totally sabotaging all of it tonight!" The Captain reminds Nate, for the first 
time in the history of the UES making this connection: "I'm the adult. You're the kid!" N is well aware; 
the Captain tries to push past him back inside, and Nate tries to get him to calm down, and then the 
Captain...fully punches him in the head! (Not the face! Not the face!) Cops immediately appear, and 
attend to Nate, and the whole time the Captain is telling them to fuck off, and finally Nate's like, 
"Sorry, but fuck it. Check his pockets while you're arresting him." They take the Captain into custody, 
and N bribes the doorman: "My father went home sick." But the doorman, GG notes, is not the only 
witness: Blair's watching through a window while all this goes down. "Spotted on Fifth Avenue: a 
father-and-son showdown. Too bad not all the witnesses can be bought off." 


Bart is now frantic on his cell about how Lily's not taking his calls, so freaked out now that he's barely 
angry. "I can't believe you did this! This isn't high school, Chuck." Chuck is very sorry, and promises to 
explain and make it all better, but Bart's not so sure. "If she doesn't, I'm not sure that's my fault. 
There's a reason she was so quick to believe me," he says, which is not hugely smart, and then 
Paulette comes grinning out of the Ladies' Lounge, where she has discovered a fire-eater; Bart puts on 
a brave face and smiles, telling Paulette to set a meeting with Chuck so they can move forward; he 
sets out to find Lily. Chuck and Paulette continue to explore, but he feels guilty. Poor Chuck. 


Blair stops Nate from getting into a taxi, asking what the hell he's doing. "I'm going to Victrola, | 
promised Chuck. It's important to him." Blair tells him about witnessing the attack and arrest, and 
asks why he didn't come to her about it. "I've tried, Blair. But every time | try, something's got your 


attention. A dinner party, you know, a masked ball..." She's like, "Yeah, let's talk about that masked 
ball. Let's talk about how, while | was waiting for you to find me so that we could finally be together, 
you were confessing your feelings and kissing Serena. | thought | was doing everything right." Aww. 
He tells her it's not her fault, like that helps, and she's like, "Do you love me?" For real! He doesn't say 
anything, so she hides her face for a second and when she comes back up, she's fully in Blair mode. 
"You should deal with your father. He needs you. You know what? | don't." He gets it, because he gets 
her, and she takes off in his cab, and he stares into space, because it really is very hard to be Nate! It's 
exhausting to be Nate. 


== /7BIo{2) Ils} = 


S and Lonelyboy queer it up and giggle and she has to close her eyes before they go into the 
bedroom, the whole nine, and there are candles and man sheets, and of course Dan has to come on 
with the whole "it's not a suite at the Ritz in Paris or a chalet in Aspen" crap, and instead of telling him 
to knock it off, she sweetly tells him it's perfect, and he kicks the door closed. Aww, finally! 


Chuck meets Blair at the limo and asks where Nate went. "I think we just broke up," she grumbles 
awesomely, but refuses to talk about it. "I just want to escape. That's what this place is for, right?" 
Well, that, and putting your sexual issues on shout for the whole city, yeah. The music kicks into 
overdrive. Hell yeah! Inside, Blair's drinking, and Chuck is tuckered out in his little bowtie. He 
acknowledges that she's not into talking about it, but before he can offer his shoulder to cry on -- 
honestly and nicely -- she busts out: "Relief. | feel relief." She clutches her champagne glass 
awesomely, like, this close to shattering it. She stares up at the girls on the stage, and employs 
Remedial Seduction Technique 5-B, what we call The Old Double Dog Dare Me To Get Slutty Trick. "I 
got moves." He's obliging: "Really? Then why don't you get up there?" Blair says, "No, I'm just saying 
I've got moves,” but what she means is, "Double dog dare me, if you please." Again, he obliges: "Come 
on, you're ten times hotter than any of those girls." True. "I know what you're doing, Bass. You really 
don't think I'd go up there." No, he really does, and this is all weird signifier burlesque before the 
actual burlesque. "| Know you won't do it," he says, because that's what she keeps telling him to say, 


mow 


and "finally" "pushed into it," she hands rapey old Chuck her drink to guard, which is awesome on 


many levels. 


He tilts back as she takes the stage, with a wonderful smile on his face. | wish we saw more of them 
together; their friendship is so real and brittle and fun. The camera slides woozily around on her: 
hands, dancing, tossing her headband into the audience. He leans forward and we flip back to the 
beginning of the episode as she slowly unzips the Mayflower dress, revealing an adorable chemise. 
She looks so hot, he stands up and walks toward the stage like he's hypnotized. She smiles over her 
shoulder at him, and the tranny asks who she is, and he says he has no idea, but he means something 
entirely different and awesome than we might have thought. "You go, baby vamp,” says the drag 
queen, for what reason | cannot say, and she does her dance, and escapes. He downs his drink and 
raises a glass to her, and she smiles, and the lights play across his face in slow motion. "As you might 
have guessed, Upper East Siders, Prohibition never stood a chance against exhibition. It's human 


nature to be free. And no matter how long you try to be good, you can't keep a bad girl down." 


Blair's such a construction, such a performance, with her schemes and her bitches and the Psycho 
Baby Jane wardrobe and all of these things, that you can forget who's in there. God knows Blair 
spends most of her time ignoring that girl, and trying to get rid of her forever. She's scared, and 
everything keeps interrupting a thousand times, and the whole time she's trying to say something 
very simple, which has very little to do with Nate, or Chuck, or any of it. And if you want to get this 
thing off the ground at all, now would be the time to pay attention: She's a virgin, though she wishes 
she weren't. And nobody has ever looked at her the way that Chuck is looking now, regardless of the 
fact that she's been waiting to marry Nate since she was little. And on a stage with the lights and the 
music is a funny place to realize that really, nobody's never looked at her and seen her, for real. That 
it's the easiest thing in the world, just to dance. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Lily surprises Rufus, who's sweeping the ceiling of the gallery for the projection installation: "Still 
doing anything to get a girl on her back, huh?" Oh, Lily, | get what you're saying there. Funny. Rufus is 
like, "Cut to the chase. You broke up with Bart again?" She chuckles about this latest "thorny 
welcome," and he half-apologizes, citing his marriage and exhaustion with "games" and Lily showing 
up at the gallery "randomly -- and often!" just makes everything more complicated. Lily goes cold and 
smiles, of course, and offers to leave, so of course Rufus scrambles and offers her a place on the 
floor, because he could use the company. | guess Vanessa and Jenny have already come and left, not 
that I'm complaining, but | thought they were going to stay all night, which is why the candles came 
out, so if Dan is really really unlucky, Vanessa's homing in on his crotch as we speak, but | don't really 
care, because Lily and Rufus are smiling most deliciously. 


Elliott Smith is playing, you see, in Dan's bedroom, because what's more of a turn-on than acoustic 
emo played by the most hideous man ever to stab himself repeatedly in the abdomen? Whatever, 
they're kissing in the candlelight, and...he is hot, though, isn't he? Little Dan Humphrey, he's got a 
certain something. The Elliott Smith, by the way? Totally playing on a record player. These boys and 
their vinyl, | swear. They talk about how they're happy to be together and about to have sex, and just 
as he gets ready to go, she stops him. "Did | do something wrong?" No, she says, and even though 
that's the one thing she doesn't ever lie about, he's like, "| knew the hair thing was too much..." Not 
about you, Humphrey. Zip it. She admits that she's scared, and he interrupts her a thousand times, 
and the whole time she's trying to say something very simple, which has very little to do with him. 
And if you want to get this thing off the ground at all, Humphrey, now would be the time to pay 
attention. She's not a virgin, though she wishes she were. And nobody has ever looked at her the way 
that Dan just did. And really, nobody's ever looked at her and seen her for real. Take away the stances 
and propaganda and all of it, the Upper East Side burlesque, take off all the clothes and all the fears 
and insecurities -- and Dan's best feature is his ability to comprehend these things at the last second 
-- and you've got a girl who really just wants you to see her. The easiest thing in the world. 


Anne Archibald runs around the house like she's on her own personal coke binge, shouting at Nate 


that she's heading to the police station, and that bail is set at a million, so they can't pay it. "It wasn't 
even that much coke," Nate protests hilariously, and she's like, "No, also embezzlement and fraud. | 
guess they've been building their case for a while.” As she rushes out, she calls back to him, "Well, are 
you coming?" | wouldn't bother, even if Blair was right. His dad's kind of a dick. 


ES (PeIe{2) Ils) = 


Rufus and Lily watch the installation, lying on the floor together and smiling, and the lights play 
across their faces. Up in Hudson, Jenny's ringing a strange doorbell wearing her polka-dots, and when 
it opens, she looks up innocently: "Mom...it's time for you to come home." Dan kisses Serena by 
candlelight and she snuggles his hot self. | would point out that they still haven't done it, and Dan's 
like, "Mission accomplished. | will be a virgin forever!" Next week, Blair's going to freak out on 
everybody's ass, Chuck and Nate will discuss some things, it will be very exciting. XOXO. 


But there's Chuck and Blair, in a limo, heading home. "You were amazing up there," he says, and she 
crawls cutely toward him on the leather, and they kiss. Tenderly, if you can imagine it. It's like the first 
boy and the first girl of all time. Dan's propaganda is that he has no propaganda, and Serena's is that 
she used to have propaganda and now she dresses like a cowboy and has no propaganda. Nate 
literally has no propaganda, but nobody will believe him about that. But Blair and Chuck, now: you 
could watch them dance burlesque for two hours and they still wouldn't be done shedding all those 
clothes. More lies and veils and schemes all the time, so they can stay alive. And tomorrow is going to 
be hell, because nobody wants the shame of being seen, least of all these two. But that's tomorrow: 
tonight, it only makes sense that they could do this so easily, and so carefully, so slowly and quickly, 
and so sweetly. See them holding hands? See him asking, "Are you sure?" See the screen go grainy 
again while that pop-punk keeps playing, and she climbs onto him in her little nightgown, and they 
make love, and the film falls off the projector altogether and burns itself white. 


1.8 In Which Alliances are Declared, and Dalliances are Aired 


== [Hee I] == 


On the eve of her seventeenth birthday, Blair gives herself the gift of a very effed-up relationship with 
God, a Chuck-free existence, and -- with God's assistance -- reconciliation with Nate. None of them 
actually works out, but trust me, it's for the best. God ends up hating Blair just as much as we might 
expect, Chuck lands the Waldorf for a second night in a row. Little Jenny Humphrey takes a page from 
the urpy book of Vanessa Abrams, dragging Allison home from Hudson to reconsummate her unholy 
union with Rufus. Nate goes for a walk with Little J rather than attending Blair's birthday party -- 
evidence of which is emailed to Blair from Gossip Girl as a bitchy early b-day present -- then home, 
to tell his parents to eat a bag of dicks. Chuck sweeps in at the last second with a ridiculous necklace 
for Blair, and some awesome protestations of love and more of that killer romance. Also awesome? 
His identical protestations of love to good old Nate, even as he's snaking Blair out from under him for 
the long haul. Meanwhile, Actual Vanessa invites herself to the birthday party and gets her ass kicked 
by Serena on Guitar Hero, but they reconcile after Serena blows her mind with the degree of her love 


for Blair. Serena catches Blair and Chuck going at it, but is discrete, for now. Grossly, she also lowers 
herself to be friends with Vanessa, but don't worry: friendship isn't really the most stable currency in 
the UES. 


P.S. See you November 28 | know, right? 


XOXO. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

"According to the Catholic Church, mortal sin can only be absolved through the sacred act of 
confession, but it looks like a certain WASP princess has recently found herself desperately in need of 
a little unburdening. And who's the man upstairs to discriminate?” Blair sits in a confession booth 
wearing all-black, including a veil, because this is the funeral for her virtue. "Forgive me, Father, for | 
have sinned. It's been...a while...since my last confession." I've always wondered whether it was really 
like this. Church seems so classy, but | don't know. | don't think | have the balls to get full-on 
Catholic. The priest asks what's troubling her, and lest you think we're in for the full list, which would 
take at least an hour, she cuts to the brilliant chase: "After being broken up with my boyfriend for 
exactly 20 minutes, I: succumbed to inebriation, performed at a speakeasy, and surrendered my virtue 
to a self-absorbed ass. The only good news is that he's a total pig who will act like it never happened, 
thank God. Um, sorry. Truthfully, I'm not even Catholic." He's like, "You're kidding." 


B takes this as a cue to whine more. "But...losing my virginity to Chuck Bass? None of my friends will 
ever understand.” She puts on her resolved face. "I'm ready for my punishment. Whatever you and God 
think is fair. Flogging, fasting, putting that thing with the teeth around my thigh, like Silas..." Hee! 
That reminds me of Hex, the second-greatest show ever made besides this one. Also, | didn't see The 
DaVinci Code, because I'm pretentious. | don't even own a TV. "How about some food for thought 
instead? Don't drink, keep your clothes on, try avoiding those who might cause you to stray." That's 
good advice. Also, carry a gun when Chuck Bass is around, and this stuff won't happen. She's like, 
"Word. And thank you, Father, for the very good advice." Regrettably, she then asks if he grants 
birthday wishes, and even the priest thinks that's adorable. Clearly the priest understands Blair 
Waldorf. "I'm a priest, not a genie." Well, that's fine with Blair, but anyway, just in case he runs into 
God, could He get Nate to come back? God's like, "No. But | do wish Chuck and Nate could get 
married. Gay people are awesome." 


Dan and Serena, still on their Public Affection Tour of the Five Boroughs, make out in some charming 
little bistro instead of eating or acting like anything other than heathens. The waitresses are grossed 
out, and | am so, so ready to agree with them, until one of them turns out to be Vanessa Abrams, and 
now | wish they would get raw-ass naked and do it right there on the table, just to freak her out. Dan 
spots her and says, half into Serena's lovely mouth, "Mmrnessa!" Serena, awesomely, is like, "No. Dan. 
I'm Serena." She doesn't even bat an eye, she's just like, "Again with this?" He shivers and motions to 
Vanessa, who comes over to take their order and calls them "lovebirds." Everything that comes out of 
her mouth, that's the most annoying thing I've ever heard at that moment. She tells Dan that she 
actually already did tell him she was working at this charming little bistro, but that he wasn't listening, 


because she's boring and untrustworthy. If | were reading too much into things this week, I'd wonder 
if maybe that fact lodged itself somewhere in his unconscious and that he's doing this on purpose, 
but | can't be bothered. | do know that anybody who is actually in love does not fall into this many 
problems and weirdnesses and inabilities to actually have sex, though, because they're too busy being 
in love and having sex to wind up in hijinks so regularly, but maybe that's the show doing that. 


S is polite, although she does advance her own little power game by pointing out that now, unlike the 
last time they saw each other, Serena has her clothes on. This activates all of Vanessa's gross 
territorial stuff, understandably, and she neatly turns the tables on Serena by climbing up on the 
elephant and riding it wildly around the charming little bistro. "Sorry about that. Walking in when you 
were, you know... Ssssooooo, you guys are up early. What'd you do last night? Oh, my God, | totally 
didn't mean to pry." Serena's like, "Bwuh?" And then Dan hands Vanessa her trophy for the 
conversation by saying, in unison with her, "No reason!" So Serena has kind of Vanessa'd herself at 
this time, by trying to be like, "| mugged down with our boyfriend and you saw it happen,” and got 
what she paid for, which is Dan and Vanessa both going, "Dan already told Vanessa everything, 
stupid." So then she grinds it -- the elephant -- into the ground with her heel, all like, "| know 
nothing! But if you guys did the thing | know nothing about, then | would totally support that." Which 
is both creepy and fairly awesome, in terms of the Blair amounts of awkwardness she just heaped into 
their bed like so much kitty litter. 


== [Pf 2 


Then, Dan hands it over again, proving that he's more invested in Vanessa's mayhem and shit-stirring 
than he can admit: "Good to know, in the event that should happen." Meaning, "Don't worry, I'm still a 
virgin, and | still want you two gorgeous women to fight over me." Vanessa is thrown for a loop by 
this but remembers to be all, "FUCKING AWESOME, not that | know what we're talking about." Serena's 
like, "I'm totally lost, but | think you're both assholes,” and Vanessa's like, "Speaking of lost, | should 
get lost." Word. She goes off to her many other customers, of which there are zero, and Dan pretends 
that he and Serena are totally in this together, all wry and cute: "So...Vanessa works here now." Serena 
tries to be sweet about it, like, "Then we should eat breakfast and each other's faces here every day, 
because that would be horrible," and Dan's like, "Horrible? Or my every grotesque fantasy suddenly 
sprung to life?" So the votes are in, and whether or not he knows he's doing it, Dan totally set all this 
shit up. It's nice when the coincidences stop being coincidences and start being real. 


Sigh, I'm bored. What's Blair up to? Why, walking out of church with a lovely, kinda scary grin, taking 
off her widow's veil and putting on giant Audrey sunglasses, because she is a girl who budgets her 
time well. The camera takes its time enjoying Blair's awesomeness as she sets out into the city. 
"Absolution for my sins? Check. Now it's off to Bergdorf for some serious shopping. Somewhere 
there's a fat salesgirl who's this close to suicide, and I'm in the mood for flicking." Chuck's ever- 
present limo slides up beside her, because he's like Batman, if Batman kept trying to make you do 
anal, and he's like, "Church? Did your skin burn? My skin would burn." She tells him how God just told 
her to stay away from his sexy self, and he tries a play from the Dan & Serena Yuckiness Cookbook, 


all, "Would you ‘avoid’ me over breakfast?" No, because Blair has a tradition for every single day in the 
whole 365.25 days of the year. Today is the day before her birthday, known to Goethe and the pagans 
as Waldorfisnacht, and she's spending it in the most Blaired-out fashion possible: by going to every 
store in the city and telling them what she wants for her birthday, like a wedding or baby registry, so 
that Eleanor and Nate and her gay dad can follow her instructions to the letter. 


Chuck's like, "Except that Nate is or will soon be hating you,” and Blair informs him that their sex is 
invisible and never happened, "so | can fix this," not to mention that Chuck loves Nate as much or 
more than she does, which is why he's going to follow her lead on this. Chuck continues to mess with 
her, all talking about how he keeps replaying her "purring in his ear" and things of this nature, and 
then invites himself to Waldorfisnacht. She's like, "You're officially uninvited." He points out that, asa 
card-carrying rapist, No is not for him the same word that we know as No. "Speak of the devil, and he 
doth appear, wearing his trademark scarf. Careful, B. Hell hath no fury like a Chuck Bass scorned.” But 
what's awesome is that Chuck is going to do the right thing, from now until the end of the episode, 
and it will look evil and scorned, but really he's just getting everybody out alive, including himself. In 
the most Chuck Bass way possible, granted, but still: A for effort. 


== EGS) 3} == 


Little Jenny Humphrey comes home from Hudson, and Rufus -- because time and space don't really 
exist for these kids like they do for us -- is sitting around having breakfast or brunch or dinner ora 
late-night snack. He's like, "Your mom must have been surprised to see you showing up randomly on 
her doorstep like some kind of bossy Vanessa Abrams," and Alison jumps out of the shadows like, 
"Yes, but not as surprised as you are, now that | have appeared!" There is much staring, and then 
Jenny -- for the third time, note -- quotes Vanessa almost verbatim about "getting people in the 
same room for the purpose of being balls—out honest," and it's still sad, and still kind of annoying. 
She does go on to make some good points in private to Rufus, though, about how it's not, in this 
case, strictly a relationship between the two adults that is at issue, because Rufus and Alison's 
inability to get it together also impacts Jenny and Dan. Which is valid, not that any parent on this show 
has ever, ever cared about that. He agrees with this, and promises his daughter that he's not mad 
about it. Rufus calls Alison, obliquely, a whore, by pointing out that once he's committed to 
something, he sticks with it. Unless it has to do with Lily, and then he acts like his son Dan, ina 
breathtakingly sexy and sweet manner. Alison blows this off, just like Jenny or Serena would, and 
makes waffles, because in Williamsburg, what they eat is waffles, all the time, at every meal. 


Blair comes home from the jeweler's, full of tales to tell, but Eleanor's like, "Dude, did you know that 
Captain Archibald totally wigged out at our house last night and they took him away and how he's in 
jail for embezzlement and drunk and disorderly and cocaine and hitting Nate's strangely beautiful 
face?" Blair's like, "That is totally awful," and Eleanor's like, "| know, right? My IPO is fucked!" And then 
they have parallel conversations that don't really intersect, like in the Humphrey household, where 
they both agree that this is a terrible turn of events, but for separate reasons, because Eleanor is 
screwed on a business level, whereas Blair is mostly sad for poor Nate, and then they run off in 


opposite directions to try to get control of fate. Eleanor heads for her lawyer, and Blair looks at Nate's 
worried self in the newspaper that Eleanor just flung at her head, and wonders if she can somehow 
use this to make him love her again, but also that he needs a hug, because it is exhausting to be Nate 
Archibald. 


Which even his mom Anne understands, because the whole time Nate is being awesome with the 
lawyer and trying to work out a plea, his parents are being douchebags, where the Captain is strictly 
maintaining his imaginary innocence, Anne is whining and trying to be everybody's mommy, and the 
lawyer's like, "Kid, you are the only person in this room who seems to be slightly on the same page as 
reality." The Captain wigs at Nate's calm and level-headed read on the situation, which causes Anne to 
wig out at the fact that her husband is kind of a dick, so as usual she turns her intensity onto the floor 
-- a trait she has passed on to her son, by the way -- and then onto Nate, telling him to go take a 
nap. Her husband is //tera/ly clawing the drapes and she's like, "Nate, stop standing there making 
rational judgments, it's causing your father to be even more of an asshole and Mommy has a 
headache." And he's like, "It is very exhausting to be Nate Archibald, mostly because the two of you 
are the biggest Froot Loops of all time." And I'm so sure after he leaves to go take his nap, the 

Captain and Anne are like, "Can we sell Nate on the black market? He's pretty sexy. | bet he's worth a 
million dollars. ...No? How about his organs?" 


-- Page 4 -- 


Dan comes in to find his family, including his stupid mom, eating the eternal waffles of Williamsburg. 
He points out that this is fucked up, but Rufus doesn't want to talk about the weirdness and Alison's 
love affair with Alexander Bancroft, because he thinks Jenny doesn't know about that part, because he 
doesn't understand that Vanessa is a virus that has already taken hold of Jenny and has made her 
start skulking and listening at doors like a creep. Jenny's like, "Are we talking about Mom's affair?” and 
everybody stares at her and then freaks out on everybody else, and it's hilarious. Blair would be so 
proud to see Jenny sitting calmly eating waffles in the middle of all this chaos. Well, except for the 
“eating” part. Dan points out that they live in a loft, without any walls in it, and if they're going to be 
sneaky, they should get an actual apartment instead of a loft, which is a place where two people at 
most should live, and then he takes off to scream Nate's name into his pillow for awhile. Alison stands 
up to caretake him in some undefined manner, and Rufus is like, “It's best to give him a while,” and 
Alison is chastened. Which is kind of awkward in a writing way, because she's only been gone a few 
months (she left for the summer, it's now November) so it's not like Dan suddenly got all these new 
personality traits in that time. He's barely got a personality of any kind, beyond "generic Brooklyn 
hipster with sex issues," which is to say, "Brooklyn hipster." 


Blair and Serena do girl stuff and Blair continues explaining to Serena how relationships work, which is 
always sad but especially now, because she's technically broken up with Nate, but is keeping it a 
secret until she can fix it. So the whole stance she takes of having a healthy relationship, always sad, 
is now twice as sad because even B knows it's a lie. Blair is like, "Il can't believe he told Vanessa about 
the sex plan," and Serena points out that he told his BFF, same as Serena did, and B's like, "Except I'm 


a girl." And anyway, she continues, "When you get a boyfriend, you become the best friend, and the 
best friend becomes the second best friend. That's just how it has to be if it's ever gonna work." 
Which is good advice, but the second layer on that is: Blair just explained the first half of this season 
to you using vastly fewer words than | did, and it's really sweet. She's just totally saying, "Here's what | 
have figured out. Yes, | told everybody you were a crack whore, and yes, | tried to break your leg in 
field hockey and get you thrown out of school multiple times. And yes, | did uninvite you from all 
kinds of shit, and blackballed you, and tried to ruin Dan's sister's life in several ways as tangential 
attacks on you. Yes, | did spring your little brother from a mental institution and take him out for 
drinks. However, at the end of the day, | finally realized that boyfriends sometimes take precedence, 
or else there's trouble." | wish she got credit for figuring this out and then saying it like it's common 
knowledge. She's such a doll. 


Serena, bored of hearing about how her relationship can do better when the actual true answer is 
obviously "destroy Vanessa utterly,” turns the talk to Nate, because Blair is a caring girlfriend and 
obviously will enjoy talking about herself, even if it's via talking about Nate. Of course, Blair and God 
are working on it, but now's a bad time to talk about Nate, so she's noncommittally devoted to him in 
a vague way. Serena detects the wan melancholy behind Blair's kind of rote worrying about him and lie 
about telling him he doesn't even have to come to Waldorfisnacht, and it's the unspoken freak-out 
inside the lies that causes Serena to give her a big old hug. Which almost kills Blair, of course, but 
they make arrangements to attend the party together, and Nate can do whatever he's going to do. 
Blair makes this face like, "You have no idea how awesome that plan is,” because if Serena's around, 
other people don't so much matter. 


== FAG) 5B) == 


Nate Is The Marissa, Part XII. Nate lies on a divan, looking divine and listening to his iPod, when Anne 
comes into the room and delivers a monologue about how she has been calling him for twenty 
minutes and he didn't respond, but it's at half-volume, because we are hearing the music inside the 
iPod, not the talking outside the iPod, which makes it much better than before. Anne Archibald, | 





served with Julie Cooper. | knew Julie Cooper, Julie Cooper was a friend of mine. And Anne Archibald, 
you're no Julie Cooper. Plus, like, if Nate's going to go off on a furniture-tossing bender, he really 
ought to be wearing a bathing suit. It's only fair, right? They talk about Waldorfisnacht and how he 
needs to go to the jeweler's to pick up her chosen gift. It's funny that she only did that today, actually: 
wouldn't you think Blair would have done this back in September? Well, no, because it has to be the 
latest and in-season and whatever, so | guess it's smart to do it close to the deadline. Anyway, Anne 
has a much more vintage idea than the latest thing: that stupid goddamn engagement ring. Nate is 
like, "My sexuality is still very muddled, and | am seventeen years old, and we broke up, and | barely 
know where | am or what day it is, so no, I'm not giving her that stupid goddamn engagement ring." 
Anne is all, "I'm not asking you to proposemarriage, silly, I'm just asking you to give her an 
engagement ring and start planning your marriage!" He's like, "| don't see the distinction,” and Anne 
tells him there totally is one, even though she can't explain it. He's like, "Does this have to do with 
how you and Dad are constantly selling me out and making me your boy whore so that Eleanor will 


not pull out of the Bendel's deal?" And Anne is like, "I'm not asking you to be a whore, silly, I'm just 
asking you to have sex with Blair Waldorf for money\" Actually, what she says is awesome: "One day 
we'll all be family, and they won't have a choice in these matters!" She tells him to get back together 
with Blair posthaste and put that ring on her finger, and reminds him of the total lie that this is all his 
fault, due to his unspecified "rash actions," and Nate's like, "No, actually it's because Dad is a 
cokehead.” Anne, of course, stares at the floor and levels: "Your dad is freaking out, and you need to 
do this." Nate stares at the same patch of floor, and Gossip Girl is loving it: "Whoever thought 
monarchy was dead didn't realize it just changed zip codes. So what will it be, Nate? Blair Waldorf's 
hand? Or your father's head?" | don't see why these things are mutually exclusive. 


Nate's walking through the city on the phone with Blair after previously ignoring her Worried Girlfriend 
Text Messages. He nearly barfs as he floats the idea that maybe they shouldn't have broken up, even 
though everybody knows it was actually a long time coming. Everybody, that is, except for Blair, who's 
like, "Awesome! Yes, we totally should not have broken up! Except now | have the upper hand, and | 
am Blair Waldorf, so...you have to kiss my ass for my birthday and really grovel, even though you're 
doing exactly what | want." He's like, "Okay, | will." Out on the street, Nate feels disgusting on every 
level simultaneously; up in her apartment, Blair calls the jeweler and learns that a ridiculous diamond 
necklace on her wish list has been bought. Assuming this is a gift from Nate and everybody's going to 
be okay, Blair and God do an adorable little dance together. God's like, "You've got moves," and Blair's 
like, "You're not so bad Yourself!" God tells her he likes her hair like that, and Blair thanks Him and 
says she loves how even God will do whatever she wants, because God prefers the company of rich 
people, in case that wasn't obvious by now. 


== PEGS) == 


Dan stops screaming Nate's name into his pillow long enough for Alison to come into his bedroom so 
that he can say all the stuff he wanted to say to his mom. So he does, and he's like, "Number one, 





what the fuck. Number two, you totally slept with Neighbor Guy, and that's gross. Number three, that 
isn't actually the problem, because life has gotten fucking complex since you left. Number four, Jenny 
is becoming a total psychotic, which is pretty awesome but also scary, and | have personally saved her 
from getting date-raped eleven times this week. Number five, you are a giant liar. Number six, if Dad 
hooks up with Lily van der Woodsen, not only is she going to start abusing me, but | will turn into a 
freaky incest guy, which is advanced jelly considering I'm still a virgin. Number seven, | shouldn't have 
to tell you any of this. Number eight, our father is a variable caregiver, | don't know if you noticed 
that, but he is kind of a big baby." She's like, "What's weird is if you put your face and Jenny's face 
together, you end up with my face, and that's awesome, because TV doesn't usually try so hard with 
that stuff. Also, | am sorry for being as crappy a parent as everybody else on this show." Dan flounces, 
because really he just wanted an opportunity to bitch, just like every other second of his life. 


Just like every time Nate's parents act like shitty lunatics, Nate proceeds down his checklist of 
girlfriends. Blair having added to the problem by agreeing to get back together, he goes next to 
Chuck's house, so that he can forget his problems in that warm rapey embrace. Chuck's not really 


feeling him, though, because he's scared that Nate will have found out about Blair's virtue, so he just 
stands behind his suite door. Apparently having an asthma attack, because Nate can hear him through 
the door and thinks he's having sex with a girl. Nate, there's never a girl. Do not give in to Chuck's 
propaganda. He's just standing on the other side of the door, with his hand in the exact same place 
on the door that your hand is on, because you two are in a Pushing Daisies kind of love with each 





other. Nate begs and begs, evincing some pretty wild emotions about to cut loose, and Chuck finally 
lets him in, saying he was just taking a nap. He smoothly hides the gift bag with the necklace he 
obviously bought Blair while Nate spills about the ring and the whole mess, and Chuck finds himself 
in a weird position for not the first time. 


The facts are these: Nate and Blair do not belong together, in any world, and Chuck knows this. Nate 
also knows this. But Chuck knows a thing that Nate doesn't know, which is that Chuck -- heretofore 
involved in their business on many levels —- is now involved in the mess on a bodily-fluids level. 
However, that doesn't change axiom one, which is that Nate doesn't love Blair, and theorem one, 
which is that maybe Chuck does. So Chuck has to figure out a way where he gets Blair away from 
Nate, because the relationship is already killing Nate, and is quickly on its way to killing Blair once she 
figures all of this out. Plus axiom three, which is that both fortunes, Archibald and Waldorf, are in 
deep trouble having to do with these things, and other things Chuck can't control. Now, | believe in 
Blair Waldorf implicitly. But on this level, it turns out | very strongly believe in Chuck Bass as well. 


== PAGE) / == 


Chuck accidentally spills on knowing about the breakup, and Nate finds this weird but Chuck can run 
rings around Nate's brain any day of the week, so he says that Blair was trying to get Chuck to exposit 
Nate's current head-space, which provides a segue for Chuck to ask where Nate's head actually is. 
The answer is, 24/7/365.25, "Crazytown," because Nate's head is a foggy unreal place. Nate explains 
to Chuck about the prostitution ring his parents are running, and his fears -- which aren't fears so 
much as facts -- that his parents are going to use his wiles twice as bad now that Dad's been 
arrested. Chuck tells him to dump Blair, then: "Don't cave to your parents’ wishes if they're not your 
desires," he says, like a good little Marquis. Nate's not having this very correct advice, because he's 
between the rock of Family Is Important and the hard place of Blair Is Scary. "Excuse me? Where's my 
boy? 'Seal the deal, tap that ass'? ‘Money marries bigger money’?" (My friend Lauren was like, "GROSS!" 
because she thought he said, "Bloody Mary = Bigger Money," which, | agree, is gross, but since that's 
not what he said, that means Lauren is the creepy one!) Chuck says the sweetest, truest, most 
romantic thing ever on this show: "Look. | care about three things, Nathaniel. Money, the pleasures 
money brings me, and you.” Aww, it's so true. I'm so sold on the S&B of their love for each other. "I'm 
just trying to have your back here. Your parents have been controlling you your whole life. If it doesn't 
end now, when will it ever?" | don't know when it ends, but | do know when it starts up again: three 
months after college graduation, when Nate learns that you have to pay the electric bill every single 
month or else. That's the point at which he will go running back to them, all, "Control me! I'm hungry! 
Top Ramen tastes like cardboard! | hate the real world!" 


Waldorfisnacht! Taking place at Kati's brother's place, because it is fake-Japan-themed, because 
teenage girls have, since the early '80s, been carrying on a very secret, very weird relationship with 
Japan right under everybody else's noses. Cutesy cartoon shit aside, there's also a secret room inside 
the brain of every girl where Jensen Ackles is giving Gabriel Sylar a Rusty Trombone, and this secret 
room was discovered by the intrepid weirdness explorers of Tokyo. If asked, | would say that it makes 
total sense, because the guy version of Boys Making Out is Women Being Bossy & Tying You Up 
And/Or Making Out, because either way it's about seeing what sex is like without risking anything 
because you're secretly young and/or afraid of the actuality of sex. It's only recently been that TV has 
taken up this pursuit, in shows like Gossip Girl and Heroes, and the mother of all yao/-turning-into- 
reality, Torchwood, but get back to me in five years, if there's still TV, because by then, all TV will be 
boys making out with each other. Even the reality shows: a long time ago, | made a joke about a show 
called America's Next Top Bottom, but now my hindsight is 20/20 and | have realized that it wasn't a 





joke, but a prophecy. When the bookstores took away all the comics shelves and gave them to manga, 
| said nothing. When the internet became 96% made-up of stories about Seth Cohen going down on 
Ryan Atwood, | said nothing. And when my jokes about Dan and Nate doing it started coming true, | 
found that there was nobody to speak for me. Madison Avenue, are you listening? All you have to do 
to sell a Wii to a teenage girl is to have those two guys from the commercials make out. Mark my 
words. 


So: strange cartoons projected on the walls, Guitar Hero championships in the drawing room, a full 
sushi bar, strange Sailor Moon costumes, it's all happening Chez Farkas. Every weird idea America 
ever had about Tokyo, in this room, happening right now. They giggle and run around, Serena and 
Blair and the Minoriteens, and Serena speaks Japanese to the sushi guy, of course, and Serena starts 
wondering where Nate is, so Blair deflects to wondering where Dan is, adding the neg that Vanessa is 
probably having sex with him as we speak, which makes Serena laugh but also cringe. Then the 
cringes happen for B, too, because Chuck comes in, uninvited. Serena's excited to see him, because 
that means Nate's not far behind, and goes to greet him, but B blurts some nonsense and goes 
running in the other direction. 


== FES (3 == 


Meanwhile, Dan's apparently been bugging Vanessa at work all day to whine about his family, because 
they are equal opportunity jerks, but she's supportive, and their friendship, on one level, is pretty 
good. | like them together when she's not pulling Jenga on his life, like this five-second spurt we're 
seeing now. She reminds him that the Humphreys are a pretty good family, and that Alison and Rufus 
do really love each other, and "in the meantime," he's always got Vanessa. Dan looks at the ground 
and is like, "At this particular ‘meantime,’ | have to go be with my girlfriend now," not pointing out or 
possibly noticing that he's already partially stood her up. Vanessa's like, "Great, I'm going to go jump 
off a bridge, have fun." Dan sets up a logic proof of his own with the following axioms: Vanessa likes 
Dan, Serena likes Dan, Dan likes Serena, Dan likes Vanessa. Therefore, he posits, S and V are 
supposed to be friends. "How can you not like each other? It's mathematically impossible.” He has left 
out the fact that Vanessa is not very likeable, and Dan is an unreliable mathematician at best. He calls 


Vanessa out for not even trying to get to know Serena: "Why spend five minutes trying to be nice to 
Serena, when | can spend day after day forced to choose between the two of you?" Um, because you 
spend day after day forcing that outcome and being weird as hell so everybody feels uncomfortable all 
the time, because you secretly love it? 


Vanessa's like, "I just had a Red Bull, so fuck it. You want to see me get my nice on? Let's do it tonight. 
Just you, me and Serena." | am so down with that. Give these girls five seconds to compare notes and 
they'll kick Dan's ass up and down Park. To his credit, Dan is also down with that, but tonight's not a 
good night. He explains that tonight is Blair Waldorf's birthday party, but apparently Vanessa didn't 
get the memo that Blair Waldorf is a psycho ninja who will murder Vanessa just for laughs, because 
she's like, "...And?" He employs the metaphor that they might want to start by dipping a toe in, rather 
than diving off of a cliff headfirst, into the rocks with the sharks. At least, Vanessa thinks it's a 
metaphor. You and I, and Dan, know that the sharks are all too real. True to her character, Vanessa 
ignores all warning signs and invites herself to the shark party, and Dan's like, "| am open to being 
best friends with your ghost, after Blair brutally kills you, so let's hop on that Vespa and roll." 


Chuck approaches Blair sweetly on the balcony, asking if she's ready for her present. She assumes, 
and who could blame her, that he's being gross, so she grabs him by the hair and nearly crushes his 
skull against the balcony. "If you wanted to play rough, all you had to do was ask!" Some chick drifts 
by and Blair -- still with Chuck in her death grip -- smiles warmly and says hi, wishing herself a 
happy birthday. She leaves, and B releases him, boredly sighing, "You nauseate me." Chuck starts in 
on her: "All this talk about how you have to be with Nate or the world will end. Face it, it's over." She 
snorts about how he sounds like a jealous boyfriend, and he's totally fake and cute, like, "You wish!" 
But B always sees the weak places and goes for them, so a light bulb goes off in the Tiffany lamp 
above her head and she's like, "No! ... You wish!" She's very toothy and amused and fascinated by this 
turn of events. He's like, "You forget who you're talking to, | am the rapey one," and she's like, "You 
rape freshmen? | rape minds." He concedes the point, given her steely psychic insight, and she's like, 
"So. You like me." Staring at the floor like an Archibald, he spits, "Define //ke." Blair's two sides begin 
to wrestle. On the one hand, she loves seeing Chuck this fucked up and weird, because it's a train 
wreck and because she has the power and didn't even know it. On the other, though, how 
inconvenient. She's like, "Cut it out. Now." He whines about how horrible it is on his side of the crush, 
all, "I haven't slept! | feel sick! Like there's something in my stomach, fluttering!" She identifies the 
butterflies and starts into a serious meltdown; he just stands there, stricken. "Believe me, no one is 
more surprised or ashamed than I am." She gets control back and smiles scarily: "Chuck. You know 
that | adore all of God's creatures and the metaphors that they inspire. But those butterflies have got 
to be murdered." There's a momentary détente, but nobody believes it. 


== |G (s) C) == 


Outside Waldorfisnacht, Nate runs into Jenny. They are both wicked nervous about going upstairs, 
because Blair hates one of them right now and loves the other one of them right now, for the same 
reasons and toward the same terrifying result. Jenny apologizes about spilling the secret about Nate's 


whole Serena backslide, and he tells her it's fine. They gather some wool and have what would 
normally be called a "conversation," if it weren't these two particular people, and then stare at some 
things. Jenny shows him her birthday card, which she made herself, being a Humphrey, and laughs 
about how it says "I'm Sorry" like thirty times, and asks him to deliver it. Instead, he asks if she wants 
to just go for a walk and forget about Blair for a second. | see where he's coming from, but how crass 
to use any excuse to keep from getting up there. | mean, | see where he's coming from, but having to 
have a conversation with Little J is like a sign from Blair's buddy God that you are making bad choices. 
They discuss how Blair is going to shoot them both in the head if they do this, but she doesn't know 
about it, so they can make a break for it, so then they do. Vengeance sighs heavily, puts down the 
book it was reading, and starts looking around for its keys. 


Serena's overjoyed to see Dan at the party! And look, there's Vanessa too! How awesome! Not! Kati 
and Isabel stare at Vanessa like demons, and Blair looks at her with so much disgust and hatred, 
you'd think she was watching Reaper. "You didn't mention they were so nice," murmurs Vanessa, and 
she finally figures out why Dan is so afraid of Blair all the time. Too late now, rude girl. You invited 
yourself to this massacre. Blair stares at her hatefully some more and whispers to Serena: "Oh, 
sweetie, you did not tell me she looked like that. This is such a problem." Serena's like, "Yes, but why 
did we all assume that Dan's BFF and secondary girlfriend was a dog? He's wicked fine, he's 
just...poor." 


Rufus and Alison have a long stupid conversation that is mandated by the plot. Basically, Alexander 
Bancroft was a mistake and she shouldn't have slept with him, but it was only one time, and then she 
thought she should give Rufus some space. Additional space to the space she gave him by totally 
leaving and not coming back, | guess. "This family has had way too much space!" Rufus yells. "You 
never should have left!" Alison is bored of having this fight over and over, and points out that she left 
because she wasn't happy in the first place, and now she is, in some ways, which sucks for him. 
"Rufus. | was there for you when you were all about your music, when you were on the road for 
months at a time and everything that went with it. My whole adult life has been about you. And now 
I'm the one that's screwed up. | guess | was a late bloomer. | just need you to care enough about me 
to try." Good save! That must be where Dan gets it. Rufus is also impressed with that. | hate Alison 
but only because | love Lily, but who knows when she or Eric will ever be around again, so I'm giving 
Alison points for that speech. | want to see Serena navigate Alison, because Serena's the only person | 
trust on this show, and her take is going to be the right one, if they ever meet, and then I'll be able to 
sleep at night. 


== IE1G(S) IO) = 


Everybody's having fun at the party, until Chuck surprises B again with puppy love in his eyes. She's 
like, "Stalk me much?" and he asks why she's still all alone at her own party. Which could be the title 
of her autobiography, really. She explains that Nate still hasn't shown up, but he always calls at 
midnight, so she's waiting. Chuck is like, "| bet he doesn't, and also, isn't it totally weird how he only 
reconciled with you the day after his dad totally went to jail and imperiled his family twice as bad as 


before?" So yeah, he's acting out of self-interest, but that self-interest is...I'’m not making excuses for 
him, but it's clear that he loves two people in the world: Nate, and now suddenly Blair. This is the only 
way for him to have them both, of course, but it's also the only way both of them win as well. Look: 
people only ever act in their own self-interest. The brain is not wired to do anything else. There's 
nothing wrong with that, it's just a fact; addicts do it in the short term, just like martyrs, and regular 
nice people do it in the long term. But if your self-interest is sufficiently big enough to include the 
welfare of other people, you can do both without selling yourself out. 


Look at Nate: he's torn between acting as an Archibald, which includes love of his family and love of 
Blair, and acting in only his own interests, which involves...he doesn't know yet, because he's a kid, 
but he knows he's getting dicked around, so it involves not getting dicked around and that's as far as 
he's thought about it. So by running off with Jenny, he's playing a short-term game; he literally has 
thought as far as not going to the party, so he doesn't. Meanwhile, Chuck is hurting the only two 
people he loves in this entire world, in order to get some shit accomplished, for all three of them. In 
this particular instance, then, Chuck is better than Nate. (Of course by that logic, that means Vanessa 
is better than Dan "What A Coincidence" Humphrey this week, with all her advice and meddling and 
inviting herself places, but..."better than Dan" is kind of neck-and-neck anyway, so | concede.) 


"So you're saying that Nate is only pretending to like me, and that he's actually using me to get to my 
mother? He wouldn't do that." Chuck's like, "Except that the reason that you and | -- and our recapper 
-- are completely in love with him, the secret awesomeness of Nate, is that he would die for his 
family. Trying to do the right thing, something nobody in the UES is equipped to do, is going to tear 
him violently limb from limb, and you are the cross he's nailed to." B agrees, but can't say that out 
loud without losing the fight, so she's like, "In other news, he is at least going to call me at midnight, 
because he loves me." Chuck offers to make a friendly wager on that, and she -- again -- can't lose 
the face necessary to back down, so the wager is this: Nate doesn't call, they fuck. Nate calls, Chuck 
crosses her off his rape list. She musters up her courage and faith, in Nate and God both, and 
promises Nate's going to lose: "He's never missed my birthday." Of course, without Blair being ina 
pissing match with God, we would have no show, so Gossip Girl's like, "Careful, B. There's no safe 
wager when you bet on a Bass. You just might lose your shirt...and your pants!" 


== Ire! Ih) == 


Serena smiles sweetly at Dan, keeping her switchblade concealed: "So, you brought Vanessa as your 
date to Blair's party?" Dan stutters and explains "his" plan that all three of them should hang out 
together. "Yeah! Because it was so fun and not remotely awkward at breakfast this morning!" Dan 
agrees and bumbles, realizing that he has been played once again. "You're right. | actually thought 
this would be a very bad opportunity for us to hang out, but | kind of suggested to Vanessa that she 
wasn't making an effort to get to know you, so, uh, she decided to start tonight. But if it's weird, | can 
go talk to her." Serena's WASPy etiquette protocol having been activated by the word "weird," Serena's 
like, "No, absolutely not. | am a gracious and poised hostess at all times. Tell me something Vanessa 
likes, besides your creepy ass, and | will make an effort to bond. | will bond the shit out of that girl. 


She'll be begging not to know me by the end of the night, or we will make out on the dance floor. 
Solemn vow, one or the other." Dan's like, "How gracious and poised of you." Serena and Vanessa 
play Guitar Hero, and Vanessa unsurprisingly pwns her (Isabel: "You went down like Britney at the 
VMAs!"), so Serena decides to bust out. 


Which is kind of weird. | have made a vocation of watching boys play Guitar Hero, because 
everybody's a little bit van der Woodsen from time to time, and | too am gracious and poised. | have 
never played this game, but | could watch people do it, on a competitive level. So firstly, watching 
Serena play the game in ways that match up to the screen in no way is painful. It's just painfully not 
authentic, which is weird, but not because I'm a nerd; it's because | feel like Blake Lively can do 
literally anything, including rock out on "Free Bird." And secondly, because that's totally Serena's 
sandalwood-scented theme song, Lively makes some performance choices that are -- for some 
people, | stress, not myself -- really kind of hard to watch. Like she swoons, and rocks out, and 
shakes her hair around, and on the long notes she whirls around with abandon. | think either one of 
these things or the others would turn you off. Maybe both. All | know is, | like watching Serena rock 
out, so the second thing didn't bug me, but the first thing was distracting. 


Vanessa, not to be outdone, turns into a substandard Gossip Girl: "Not bad, but Skynyrd is meat and 
potatoes, and I'm bringing dessert, so what do you say to a Slice of 'Cherry Pie’?" Which would actually 
be fun to watch. Serena pretends to barf and Dan takes her side, begging Vanessa not to play the 
song. Vanessa, guitar strapped on, is like, "There's nothing like a little '80s hair metal to put a smile 
on your face. After the day you've had?" All of this paragraph is wildly contrived, by the way. So 
Serena's like, "What kind of day have you had?" And Vanessa gets up in there all, "You didn't tell her?" 
And Dan, for Pete's sake, has hardly had time to do so, because Serena's been with B all day, and their 
only time together has been marked by continual territorial pissings, so it's not like he's keeping 
secrets. He tells Serena about Jenny bringing his mom home, and Serena bounces, because she's 
upset that he told Vanessa something huge like that and not her. Dan follows her, and Vanessa is left 
standing there feeling foolish, even though she did that. 


Page Aaa 


Alone, Dan apologizes for not calling her with the crazy news about Alison, and Serena's like, "What, 
like it's not a big deal?" And he says he was going to tell her, and S -- poor form —- is like, "Why even 
bother, since you already told your actual friend Vanessa." Thereby handing him the whole argument. 
He's like, "Check it, though: | tell her everything, for the last ten years, so it's not that weird." S, 
showing some backbone at a really odd time where for once | cannot sympathize, is like, "You're 

not sixanymore, Dan," and they talk about how Serena wants, understandably, to be his Big News 
person. Even though her Big News person is, all protestations aside, pretty much still B, but the secret 
issue underneath all of this is that Vanessa's a girl, so that changes things. "Il want you to be that 
person, too, really | do. This whole girlfriend thing is very new to me, you know? | just...1 don't know 
all the rules yet.” Serena draws his attention to B's rule that the BFF becomes second BF after the SO 
shows up and becomes first BFF, and Dan points out the irony of taking relationship advice from Blair. 


| laugh, you laugh, S and Lonelyboy laugh, but meanwhile, my girl Blair is in a downward spiral. "Look, 
| just don't want to have to compete with Vanessa. You know, with Guitar Hero, okay, I'm way more 
awesome, if you didn't happen to notice. But, um, not with you." | love that speech. "Here are places | 
can compete with Vanessa: Guitar Hero, being fantastic, being likeable, being awesome, and all the 
other areas in this world that are not you. On the other hand, | refuse to compete with Vanessa having 
to do with you. So | win, or else you lose. Those are the options." He agrees that this is fair, so we're 
all on the same page. "So tomorrow, you and | will go somewhere together, just the two of us, and we 
will talk about my family in excruciating detail until you're just so bored, you're begging for Vanessa 
to take over, all right? How's that sound?" Perfect. Especially the "just us two, no Vanessa" part. Serena 
agrees and then rushes him out of the room, because it's almost midnight. 


NO! Nate and Jenny's always good, but it's almost midnight! No cutting away! Argh! Jenny's like, "Sorry 
your dad sucks. In other news, | have destroyed even the brittle peace in my own household.” Nate 
laughs and admits that he was less interested in Blair's birthday than he was in getting out of the 
house, because his house is nuts. Jenny's like, "I feel you." Nate, merrily hopping from plot point to 
plot point without regard to Jenny's introjections, shows her the ring. Which she's already heard 
about, from Blair, and he stutters about how he's supposed to hand it over tonight. "I'm guessing that 
wasn't your idea," says Jenny. Because Nate doesn't have expressions or emotions or thoughts, you'd 
have to guess, wouldn't you. "Blair and | broke up, and | know it was the right thing to do. | mean, we 
just shouldn't be together right now, you know?" Or so Chuck says. Jenny notes that he's striking a 
pretty definitive note, and Nate's like, "| am trying to do the right thing, but the right thing as an 
Archibald is the wrong thing for me and for Blair and for poor gay Chuck. The only three people | care 
about, besides Serena. So I'm screwed, because | will never get out of this life, and this is all my 
parents’ fault." Jenny, proud of her one little piece of wisdom and believing that it applies to all things, 
is like, "It'll only stop when you stop it." Man, | wish they had started playing that one Aimee Mann 
song right there. It's so right for this scene and the next one. Well, at least Jenny didn't quote Vanessa 
at him: "You need to get your dad, the DA, your mom and his coke dealer in a room, so they can be 
balls—out honest." 


12:01 and Chuck's right there, of course, with his sexy ante-meridian self. "Sorry. | can haz blowjob 
now?" Blair corrects him: not "sorry," but "smarmy" is what he is. "There's a difference. If you're 
coming to collect, you can forget it." He tells her to turn around, where they're standing at the bar, 
and she's like, "You get grosser by the second." But no, he sighs, she's getting older by the second, 
and here's the proof. Serena puts her giant cake on the bar and tells her to blow out the candles, and 
tells her to make a wish. Blair's like, "That is so ironic because | did make a wish. On a priest! And it 
didn't come true! God is dead! Also my heart!" and runs off all willy-nilly. "Happy birthday to who? 
Forget cake and ice cream, I'm saving room for just desserts. Looks like Chuck's wish might come 
true." 


== IGS) Ils} == 


Nate drops Jenny off at home, admitting that -- even though it started out shitty -- he actually had a 


good night, thanks to her. She giggles, and he asks if her parents won't be weird about her coming 
home late. She's like, "They'll just think | was with a friend,” and he sweetly tells her they'd be right. 
They embrace, and she goes up -- but not before the many eyes of Gossip Girl snap a picture of Nate 
hugging a blonde girl instead of coming to Blair's birthday party. "Spotted: Nate Archibald depositing 
a mystery girl in a taxi after midnight. All we know about her for sure? She's not Blair Waldorf." Man, 
the amount of invisibility at her command, Jenny Humphrey should be a sniper. Nobody ever knows 
who she is! Anonymity is power, little lamb! 


Gossip Girl sends out an alert to everybody's phone, coincidentally titled "Happy Birthday, B!" B sees 
this, gets the picture of Nate and the blonde, and runs inside. Where Chuck, K and I, and Serena are 
all reading the alert and going into freak-out mode. "I can't believe Gossip Girl would do this to her on 
her birthday!" says Rosencrantz or Guildenstern, and Serena's like, "Maybe she's wrong, it wouldn't be 
the first time." Blair comes running up as Kati and Iz are wishing herpes on Nate, and Blair clears the 
air with a hysterical grip on control. "He isn't cheating. We broke up, okay? He was gonna get back 
together with me, but only so my mom would help his dad. You satisfied?" Serena runs to her side, 
but B's not done: "We ended it. | wanted to tell you, but...part of me thought that if | didn't say it out 
loud, then it wouldn't be true." See? Burlesque. Once you step out of your body and into the 
surveillance culture, the good part is that you're a star, but the bad part is you start thinking that it's 
the real world. If Nate and Blair broke up in a forest and nobody was there to hear it, did it really 
happen? Not if B can fix it before it's breaking news. Serena comforts her for awhile, just 
brokenhearted for her friend, and Blair finally tears away and slams herself in a bedroom. 


Chez Archibald, Nate's parents are confused by the fact that he's home so “early,” which is after 
midnight, which they only think is early because they are his pimp. He admits that he didn't make it to 
the party or hand over the ring, and they're like, "Well, but it's not really her birthday yet. You can do 
our bidding tomorrow and take her to lunch. That's even more special and romantic and fake and 
nasty.” Nate finally gets real on their asses. "Dad, | know you think Blair will help save you, but I'm not 
doing this. It's over." The parents remind him that he would die for his family, and so would they, so 
really this is just like a group suicide to protect their family. Nate tosses the ring on a coffee table, 
totally scoffs, and takes off with an excellent parting shot: "Well, you better hope for your sake they 
don't call your son to the stand." 


Salad, wine, candles, and the smell of marital bliss greet Jenny as her parents cuddle aprés sex. At 
first, Rufus thinks it's somebody (named Vanessa?) breaking in to rob the house, but it's just Jenny, 
who grins hugely, does twelve ankle-dips, and salutes their living room sex. "As you were." In her 
room, her validated and joyful smile are so huge and inevitably doomed. 


—Pageni ai 


Back at the party, Vanessa asks Serena if her friend is okay. S is unsure: "She just broke up with her 
boyfriend, and then they got back together and then, um, I...don't know what just happened.” Heh. 
Vanessa Says B is very lucky, because Serena is totally awesome, and they agree that it's sometimes 
"challenging" to be a good friend. Providing a somewhat contrived but not unbelievable segue into 


Vanessa apologizing for her weird territorial issues regarding Dan, because she's protective of him. 
Serena nods. "And I'm protective of our relationship. I've never actually had one before. You guys just 
have everything in common, and, um, I'm just getting to know him. So, you know, it can be a little 
intimidating.” Vanessa says basically that if she's intimidated by Serena's coolness, and Serena is 
intimidated by Vanessa, then that makes Serena look stupid. | mean, she says it in a sweet and 
awkward way, and Serena takes it in that spirit, but there it is: Vanessa has all the parts of Dan that 
Serena doesn't, but from where I'm standing, those are the shitty parts of Dan and she is more than 
welcome to them. 


Vanessa and Serena talk some friendly smack about Guitar Hero, and whatever, Vanessa calls herself a 
Golden God, which always makes me (and Serena, it would seem) laugh insanely, and then Dan comes 
up, and they tell him to back off because they're having girl time, just like any pair of girls in history 
who are trying to negotiate peace have to do, when the stupid boy in between them comes sniffing 
around for more trouble: "The momentary illusion of a united front giving us the ability to passive- 
aggressively punish you for manipulating us both? Hell yes.” But the reason we keep doing, boys, it is 
because it works. Fight smarter, not harder. 


"What were you talking about?" Nothing Dan needs to know about, Serena giggles, because if it 
weren't for the united front game she and Blair have been playing since time immemorial, neither of 
them would have any game at all. Dan is willing to play along: "Oh, so you have secrets now? | see. 
Well, listen, um, if you want to get out of here...Vanessa can only fit two on her Vespa, but...I can 
walk." Which would be cute, if Serena and Vanessa were actually friends now, but they both know it's 
just how they have to play this, because they're playing on a completely different level than Dan is. 
Like, Dan would actually believe that they are BFF now and he's retroactively not done anything wrong. 
Serena's like, Dan, you are so sweet and naive. "| do love me a Vespa, but...Blair is having a meltdown. 
You're not the only one with a best friend." CLICK BOOM! Dan's like, "Point and match." | love how he 
thinks he has options. 


== (FES) 15 == 


Blair recovers slowly in a stranger's bedroom and is surprised for the fifteenth time by Chuck and his 
omnipresent boner. "I'm not in the mood, Chuck. This is pretty much the worst birthday ever." He 
offers that perhaps it can be salvaged, and produces a package. "Is that our sex tape?" she asks 
nastily, and it's a great line, but mostly in the delivery, which is like, totally put upon and all, "Fucking 
great, God. Last time | believe in you!" But of course, it's the Erickson Beamon necklace from the 
beginning, which Chuck bought her this morning. She's, like, barely even present to protest, so 
captivated is she by its gleaming wonder. Chuck lays it on super-thick, in a very romantic and sexy 
and gay way: "Something this beautiful deserves to be seen on someone worthy of its beauty." He 
adjusts the necklace and her hands rest tenderly on his, almost of their own accord. They look at the 
necklace, at her, at themselves, in the mirror. "I really am sorry." And you know what, he really is, and 
that is awesome. They start to make out, and Serena comes looking for Blair so she can be the 
shoulder some more, but stumbles upon them making out, and it's starting to get pretty hot, so she 


shuts the door and looks totally freaked out. "Spotted: B, turning a year older, but not necessarily 
wiser. Guess Chuck's the gift that keeps on giving. Blow out your candles, B. This'll be better in the 
dark." Not much | can add to that. XOXO, and I'll see you the 28th. 


1.9 Felt Up & Fingered 


== PAGE I] == 


You know what? If you told me, "Blair manages to turn Serena's caring, delicate probing about the 
Chuck sex into a violent assault on Serena's character," | would say, "That sounds really contrived." 
But somehow, the writers conspire to make this episode's first few moments, in which precisely this 
scenario plays out, bizarrely effective. And honestly, the whole episode is similarly complicated and 
multivalent. Once again, out of the park. Best show ever. 


WATCH as Lily barfs with horror after being roped into a Humphrey Thanksgiving! ENJOY seeing just 
how nutty and drunk and slutty -- and happy -- Blair and Serena got on Thanksgivings past, not to 
mention how Serena totally went after Nate once upon a time, freaking Blair out! WONDER at Blair's 
Dad's total gayness! ENVY the clothes everybody is wearing! CHECK OUT good old Eleanor as she 
totally gives her gay husband away to a male supermodel like he's yesterday's smoked turkey! LOVE 
awesome Dan as he charms Lily out of three quarters of her mind and all of yours! REMEMBER how 
boring the Humphreys were even before Alison left! EXPERIENCE how boring the Archibalds will 
always, always be, even after the Captain succumbs to a sucking-related infarction and then refuses 
to die! RELIVE the time Blair ate something! Plus ERIC! 


Alison, Rufus, and Lily do a complicated pretense at hiding their history, which lasts five seconds 
before Alison finally shows some chops and shit gets real. Blair throws predictable but enjoyable fits 
about her gay dad, and then throws the Mia drama. (And props to Meester, as usual, for making 
flesh-and-blood of something we all got bored with around Season 8 of Diff'rent Strokes.) Equally real 
and wonderful Serena comes running at the first sign of relapse and drags B to DUMBO for 
Humpsgiving, being rewarded with a very sweet little kiss. Aww. Then, gay dad asks for a divorce, the 
Humphreys do a bunch of footballing and smiling, and the music hits an all-time lameness low. Also: 
slim-to-zero amounts of Gossip Girl herself. Ugh. But next week? Looks like Blair nails every boy... in 
the whole school! SLUT SPIRAL! YES! 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

GG leaves us to our own devices over autumnal shots of, one presumes, Central Park: "As per Gossip 
Girl's Thanksgiving tradition, I'm trading my laptop for Stovetop, and for the next 16 hours, the only 
thing I'm dishing is seconds. When the cat's away, the mice will play. Have fun, little rodents." And as 
long as we've got the room to ourselves, let's talk about the strike for a second, because this show -- 
in addition to being, in all likelihood, the best television series ever created —- is also an object lesson 
in why the strike is necessary. This show gets abominable ratings, by the old system. As lately as last 





summer, this show wouldn't have lasted six episodes. It can't even hold onto its lead-in, ANTM (itself 
another object lesson in why strikes matter), by the old measure. And yet it was the first freshman 





show of the season that got a full pickup. Why? Because it's overwhelmingly downloaded, DVR'd and 
watched en masse or online. It's from the future and it comes to us in future ways. | myself watch it 
live, then again twenty-four hours later at TV Night, a tradition stretching back at least five years that 
usually includes somewhere between ten and twenty of my closest friends, week in and week out. The 
fact that this wonderful show gets to continue is proof of the suits' developing sensitivity to the online 
model. So you've got me, getting paid to talk to you, about a show we both love -- a show that 
shouldn't even exist, by all measure. All of us on the internet. 


When we talk about the strike, we're talking about shows like this, or Battlestar Galactica, or The 





Office, shows that grow and flourish precisely because the networks and their systems of measure are 
slowly adjusting to the realities of technology. The amount of money generated from timeshifted and 
online viewing is ridonkulous, but because the internet is so "new" and "magical" -- and let's be fair, 
also because the RIAA fucked themselves so bad back when the internet changed everything about 
the music industry -- the AMPTP gets to have it both ways. They get all the money from all those 
diverse ways we have of watching this show, so they keep it on the air -- but at the same time, throw 
up their hands and say they're taking a bath on it, while giving no money to the writers that created 
these stories we love so much. This show /iveson the internet and outside the Nielsen standard, but 
because the AMPTP chooses to dismiss the new models as witchcraft in their rhetoric, they get all our 
business without handing anything over to the people who made these wonderful characters live and 
breathe. Make no mistake: if they weren't making cash hand over fist on this show, we wouldn't be 
watching it right now, and you and | would have nothing to talk about. Come the fuck on. 





—— Page 2. —— 
["Preach it." -- Sars] 


Anyway: "Promiscuous." The music in this episode sucks, but in a particular and coolly deliberate way: 
besides servicing the plot even more deliberately than usual, it's also all music from a year ago, last 
Thanksgiving. Which is where it starts: Serena was whooping and hollering on the street, with Blair 
looking on, simultaneously delighted and irritated. "| mean, who gets wasted on Thanksgiving?" 
Serena put forth the characteristically selfish-yet-expansive theory that her exuberance was just an 
antidote for the holiday blues, and continued to giggle and dance around. Blair noted that a stressed 
Lily meant a stressed Eleanor, who had a lot on her plate. Serena demanded Blair do shots with her, 
and realized she'd lost her purse. Blair stood her, akimbo, on a street corner, and told her not to drink 
-- or hit on -- anything until she found it the purse came back, because Blair's life was taking care of 
Serena, because without that, what could Blair be? 


Also on a pie errand was Dan Humphrey, calling in to the home base to reassure his mother that 
dessert had been secured. He saw Serena wandering out into traffic and, as he always will, wandered 
the fuck into traffic behind her. He whisked her out of the way of a Typical New Yorker and offered 
the possibility that she might need a crossing guard, or a cab, and lost his pie in the process. He 
introduced himself to the damsel, and she shook his hand drunkenly; she didn't remember the year 
before, when they'd met, or the year before that, or the year before that. Blair jumped between them, 


pulled rank, told him to keep his hands off her; Serena wrapped her ridiculous limbs around her 
greatest friend like a big drunk octopus. Blair ushered Serena into a cab with a poisonous look at Dan, 
but Serena lightly said goodbye to him, and called him "Dave." He said goodbye, after they were gone. 
Saving Serena meant never having to save yourself. 


S rides to B's house in a taxi, laughing that this might be the first Thanksgiving she remembers ina 
while. Dan smiles ruefully, and allows as how that's probably true. She didn't get the joke. Serena's 
excited for Blair: her dad's coming home, for the first time since he left for Europe with Roman. Dan's 
having a reunion too; his mom's going to be in attendance. | wonder if she's even gone home. Serena 
smiles, happy for him as she is for Blair: "It seems like your mom is really trying." Dan's not incredibly 
impressed, because when is he ever? "Better Thanksgiving than never." She offers to be on call: "Call 
me between every course?" Gross? He agrees, and she makes kissy noises into the phone. | don't think 
it's necessarily gross -- from what Serena knows about moms you could retro-engineer Martha 
Stewart's entire Entertaining back catalog, but not a shitload of comfort, and she knows how 
ambivalent Dan is about Alison. As we all/ are. 


== (PAGE! 3} == 


Jenny's overjoyed to have her mother home, all asking her about the healthful qualities and nutritive 
value of heavy cream; Alison's overjoyed to be home, cooking and cooking and cooking until her 
family will finally just give in and forgive her before they pass out or explode. Dan calls her on the 
overfeeding borne of guilt, and she's like, "You got me, but check out how much more twisted this 
could get, because Eleanor Waldorf is about to tie binging and purging, guilt and parental mistakes, 
and Blair's entire body into a barfy little bow." Gotta say, | don't hate Alison in this episode much. 
She's got a lot of BS going on, but ever since that whole "The price of loving musicians is dealing with 





musicians" speech last time, I'm kind of on her side. In a world where Lily van der Woodsen was less 
than the most perfect creature in creation, | wouldn't give it a second thought, in fact. Jenny draws a 
line in the sand and says that one side of the kitchen is positive -- that is, living in a fantasy world 
where Alison and Rufus belong together -- and the other is negative -- that is, full of self-importance 
and Dan's usual bossy bullshit. Dan offers to join the side of goodness, naiveté, and opening the 
cranberry sauce. Because he is a man, you see, this is the limit of his ability to cook. | wish he would 
just make out with Chuck already. | miss Chuck. And the Minoriteens. There's another character 
missing this week but if you say her name three times, she might show up, so I'm keeping quiet about 
her. | do not miss her. Her ass is, I'm sure, in Vermont having dinner with her no-doubt fabulous 
parents, hectoring them about free-range this and tofu wheatloaf that, and chaining herself to the 
turkey. 


Blair's going wild looking for her father Harold's "famous" pumpkin pie recipe, as jacked from Mr. 
Bobby Flay. "Look at you!" Serena giggles. "Quite the chipper sous-chef!" Blair smiles demurely that 
she is, occasionally, in a good mood. "Sometimes because | increase my Lexapro, sometimes because 
my dad's in town." Heh. Serena does her best to poke the manic balloon, because what if the real 
reason is not Gay Harold but in fact because Blair is in a relationship with the devil himself. "You and 


Nate get back together?" Um, no, not since GG.net went public with those pictures of him and "some 
skank" that we know was innocent Little Jenny Humphrey and not a skank at all. (Yet.) Serena does her 
best impression of a sleuth and fails miserably, asking offhand what Chuck is doing today. I'm saying! 
"Why are you asking me?" Blair rolls her eyes with another "here we fuckin’ go" as Serena attempts to 
be subtle. "Well, you guys are friends...and Blair, look. You know you can tell me anything. I'd be the 
last person to judge anyone." Go ahead and stick those giant fingers right in the tiger cage, why don't 
you? Blair's like, "Yeah, because you're a whore!" Serena ignores the snapping of the tiger's jaws, of 
course, because this whole episode is about how you can look directly at the worst thing about a 
person and then somehow love them anyway: "Blair, | saw you with Chuck," she says, canapés 
repeating on her at the thought. 


-- Page 4 -- 


B spills it all out: "| don't know what | was thinking! | mean, sleeping with him once, maybe you could 
understand, but twice?" Serena's disgusted and starts whisper-shouting even as Blair's hushing her. 
"What happened to no judging?" Serena shakes her head and tries to lower the stress level, without 
effect: "I'm not! But | thought you wanted to wait. | thought you wanted to make things special." Blair 
points out that Nate's virginity came and went in a not-so-special way, and he's still on GossipGirl 
shout, so isn't it kind of tacky for her Chuckly activities to earn her the slut card? Serena's brow 
furrows ever deeper: "Tell me you didn't sleep with Chuck for revenge." Blair then says the grossest 
thing anybody has ever said at any time: "Well, it wasn't because | like his natural musk." That phrase 
apparently does to me what the word "moist" does to most people. Gross me out to the infinite power. 
"And besides, nothing hurts more than sleeping with the best friend. Right, S?" Now fully in the tiger 
cage and face-to-face with Blair's continuing disgust with herself, Serena stands up. "Way to prove a 
point." 


And it's that same thing as last time, where Blair is in a trap and can't back down, because she's Blair, 
so now she's just 100% committed to hurting Serena as much as it takes to shut her up, because if 
Serena's not down, then she really is disgusting. If you had sex with Chuck in the woods and Serena 
was like, "Whatever, it's cool," it wouldn't count, but instead Serena's managed to come up with like 
six ways it's gross and beneath Blair, so Serena's gotta go down. Blair's curls bounce all around: "Well, 
| learned from the master." Serena points out, still ruffled, "If you're sleeping with Chuck, I'd say the 
student's become the master.” As in, a hundred Masters in Slutology from the Whore Academy. 
"Jealous you didn't get to sleep with him first? There had to be somebody left on the Upper East Side." 
Serena van der Woodsen is like whoa. If you've got a friend who's prone to self-harm and she's taking 
it this far in order to show how grossed out she is by herself, this behavior is what you call a red flag. 
Not even God could manage to chill her out about the Chuck thing, and she's slept with him again 
since then. Eleanor enters breezily, asking when Lily and Eric will arrive, and Serena regrets to inform 
her that the van der Woodsens will not be attending Thanksgiving chez Waldorf, on account of Blair 
has once again been possessed by the spirit of destruction. Blair concurs: "I uninvited them." Eleanor 
knows her daughter well enough not to engage when the adamantium's still a~snikt, and there's a 
powerful little standoff between the two girls. Just out of the frame, Blair gives a tight little wave 


goodbye. "Happy holidays, Eleanor,” says Serena, awesomely not apologizing for once. Blair gives her 
bewildered (but not too bewildered) mother an elaborate shrug that really does manage to Say it all. 


Lily van der Woodsen leads her merry progeny down the road, acting crazy and poking at road stalls. 
"| don't know what you're complaining about. I'm just trying to provide my family with a home-cooked 
meal!" She's giddy and floofy and very Hot Mom at this point in time. Even looking at farmer's market 
pumpkins and chicken carcasses, you can tell this counts as shopping. Eric points out that Lily can't 
cook, and she's like, "Talk to your sister. She's the one that got us exiled from the Waldorfs!" They're 
all very good-natured about this turn of events, and | guess | can see the up side, because Blair is a 
lot to take on at any time at all. Lily's like, "Let's get constructive!" Eric points at a Peking duck, like 

in A Christmas Story, and Lily nearly high-fives him. Serena is not impressed with this idea, but Lily's 
expansive: "There's nothing wrong with having Chinese food on Thanksgiving! Jews have been doing 
it on Christmas since forever!" She's doing all of this so hilariously, | can't believe it. She has more 
Thanksgiving spirit than a hundred starving pilgrims on angel dust. She holds up a pumpkin like it's a 
shiny silver briefcase containing an unknown dollar amount: "This is festive, yes?” 


== (PAGE 5) == 


Dan calls for no real reason, and Serena manages to tear her eyes off the spectacle of her mother, 
who looks likely at any minute to lead the shopkeepers and stall merchants in an improvised rock 
tribute to Thanksgiving pageantry. She tells him about getting the boot from Blair but rolls her eyes 
instead of telling him why, and then chuckles in a disarming, ironic way: "Good news is, my mom is 
gonna slice us up a pumpkin. Oh, and there's a duck!" Dan doesn't get the train-wreck humor because 
he is incapable of irony or letting anybody live their lives, and tries to swoop in once again and save 
her from Thanksgiving's evil. "No, no, no. You can't eat duck and raw pumpkin on Thanksgiving. Uh, 
you know what? I'm the guardian of Vanessa's sister's van for the weekend, and we here at the 
Humphrey Manor have an oddly large kitchen table." Of course that character's sister has a van. It 
smells like Cheez Doodles and failed aspirations and dusty amplifiers. While Lily and Eric continue 
planning their depressing Thanksgiving -- "we can starve in a fragrant hotel room!", Eric giggles -- 
Dan offers to pick them up and bring them to DUMBO, where the Humphreys live this week. Serena 
gets off the phone and turns the crazy eyes on her family: "We're not starving! Look, | got us into this 
mess, so I'm gonna get us out of it." Lily, already dreading this plan, begs her to elaborate. 
"Thanksgiving at the Humphreys’! Dan invited me, and Eric's friends with his sister, and his dad's 
really cool." Eric punts the pumpkin, and Lily swallows a whole mess of horror about Rufus and how 
"cool" her daughter finds him. Then she and Serena laugh terrifyingly into each other's faces, like so: 
"Ha ha ha! Ha!" and "Heh heh? Ha?" And you know, even if | weren't secretly dating somebody's 
married father, | would still be loath to have Thanksgiving at the Humphrey house. Of the two forced, 
creepy kinds of cheer, give me Lily's desperation and fakeness over whatever the cheesy fuck goes on 
there any day. 


Serena was gorging on potatoes and Blair was doing her best to avoid them. Carbs and all. Harold 
located his pie recipe and summoned his daughter, and Serena managed to avoid about sixteen 


faceplants in the process of just sitting in a chair. Harold welcomed Serena sweetly to dinner, and she 
grinned backwards and upside-down at him, arching her back, sending out a mighty hooting 
"Woooo!" Eleanor offered her daughter a canapé and was rebuffed, but soon learned that Blair ate 
fifteen of them that morning, sending Eleanor’'s worry ping-ponging back across the table. It was 
scary when her daughter purged and it was scary when she binged, because it's the same illness 
either way. On a related note, Blair covered for Serena, shaking her awake at the table; Harold 
promised his wife that Blair was fine: "She has been for two months. What did the doctor say? Don't 
drive us crazy, okay?" Like what Eleanor needed was perfect Daddy stepping in once again. She kissed 
her husband's cheek, and he smiled warmly, and | don't think any of us are in a position to judge 
anybody else's family, not really. 


== Eels (== 


"We're going to need to set another place at the table. Laurel brought one of the models I'm working 
with." He asked her name, if he'd met the girl before, but it was a man, named Roman, that Laurel was 
bringing. "Ah," he hummed. "Roman." She shook her head: "Not this one, Harold. We have to work 
together." They grinned at each other and he squeezed her arm; they made it work until it didn't work 
anymore. Blair looked at the food she wasn't going to eat, and Serena eyed the next drink, and 
Eleanor smiled at her husband, and everybody covered for everybody else, and they made it work. 
Nate entered, so much happier and more energetic a year ago. Harold cheered him and Eleanor kissed 
him hello, and the Waldorfs sent Nate upstairs with Serena, to get her sobered up in a warm bath 
before her mother could see how far she'd gone. Serena put a rose in her teeth and danced out of the 
room on his arm, tossing a napkin at Blair as she was going, and Blair turned back to help her daddy, 
laughing and happy and well. 


Blair is bemused by the caterers; Eleanor is bemused by her daughter's adorable choice of outfit. 
Somebody's missing, and it's Harold. "I thought you knew! Your father isn't coming. He didn't tell you? 
Ugh. He decided to stay in Paris. He's got either too much work, or Roman is too much work, or...who 
knows?" There's a trick to Eleanor, I'm not making this up, where you can just tell she's pulling 
something. She's behind the scenes somehow, like when her daughter was a bookcase. Maybe the 





reason Blair's so addicted to her dad, in addition to him being awesome, is because they're too much 
alike: she's way too much like her mom, and the downside there is that she never sees it coming; why 
wouldn't he call and tell her himself? Why don't Blair's men call her when they have something to say? 
(And why do they keep making out with dudes?) "Darling, you should know by now that your father is 
not a fan of the difficult conversation. Now why don't you run along and change into something a little 
more...enchanting!" That sneaky, loopy smile into space, and Blair's gone, and Eleanor goes dark 
again. 


Dorota stares bleakly at Eleanor, and if you could speak Silly Made-Up European, this is what she's 
thinking: "We've always agreed that Grey's Anatomy is the ne plus ultraof the family drama concept, 
with Meredith drawing every single person into her hideous family drama, turning her boyfriend into a 
cheating husband like Webber, turning herself into the retreating ice queen like her mother and Finn 


into Thatcher, forcing everybody into those roles even when they don't really fit; closing her eyes and 
screaming when they behave outside them. But man, this show. You got Blair eternally waiting for her 
dad and disinterested Nate to call her, and Serena and Dan replaying their parents’ whole history, and 
Jenny trying to combine Serena and Blair into the perfect Alison substitute, and no matter how they 
recombine and change it up, those echoes are always going to be pulling at them, one way or the 
other. Seems to me that kind of layered, brilliant meaning would indicate that two and a half percent 
of the gross for new-media sales and distribution is not a lot to ask when the AMPTP is suggesting, 
um, zero, much less eight cents on every DVD sale when the current four-cent rate is based on the 
originally criminal VHS formula, which was bullshit when it was signed in the first place, considering 
that people will be watching this show in particular on DVD for the rest of time, because it is so 
awesome, which wasn't even really a sales outlet back in the day of VHS and is now the way most 
people watch serial television." Or...something like that, I'm paraphrasing here. 


== [HAGIS 7 == 


Back at the Palace Hotel, Lily has come down with a case of the Humphreys in a major way, and 
changed into a dressing gown. Eric and Serena promise to stay home with her if she's not feeling well, 
and there's a knock at the door. Is it Dan? No, it is room service! Guess Lily's appetite was only 
pretending to have disappeared. That's a real "Lady Or The Tiger,” isn't it? Room service at the Palace, 
or Dan Humphrey? They both come with a lot of doilies and hidden costs. "I lied,” she admits. "All | 
care about is that you two are together. | don't want to be an imposition." Serena protests, and Dan 
shows up with his stupid van. "Bold choice of attire, Mrs. van der Woodsen!" he cutes. Either he's 
getting better at it, or I'm getting some kind of aversion-therapy Dan threshold. "Um, unless it's what 
they're wearing on the runway these days?" Serena scornfully blows her mother's spot about "sicking 
out" because she doesn't want to be imposing, and Lily promises she's fine curling up with a "good 
book." Dan points out that Nicholas Sparks is not only not family, which is what Thanksgiving is all 
about, but also implies that Nicholas Sparks is not worth reading in the first place. Far be it from me 
to side with Dan Humphrey's teenage snooty concept of literature, but when the kid's right, he's right. 
"I'm not taking no for an answer. In fact, I'm not even asking. You are coming with us. I'm adult- 
napping you!" This last said with such charming self-congratulation that | am just completely 
confused. He's doing the same horrible shit that he always does, yet both Lily and | are without 
defense. Must be hunger. She grumbles and goes to get herself dressed, and he pushes it over the 
line: "Make it snappy, I'm double-parked. Thanks!" 


Since the invention of voicemail, there have been five voicemail messages that were rated the most 
adorable, the most awkwardly vulnerable and sweet. Lily leaves them all behind: "Rufus, it's Lily. Um, 
your very persistent son insisted that | join you for dinner. | want to remind you that my kids do not 
know that we are friendly, and | would like to keep it that way. That said...! look forward to seeing 


you. 


Dorota dresses Blair as she commits herself to yet another soliloquy about how Thanksgiving is her 
ritual with Harold, and how unbelievable it is that he didn't even call. Dorota's like, "Um, call his ass 


yourself. Your mother is a vicious and chronic liar who will do literally anything to control you in the 
mistaken belief that she knows best, and because she desperately needs to exert control over her 
surroundings, just like the bulimic she turned you into. Also, I'm thinking pearls with this outfit." 


== Es (st 


Nate compliments his mother on their Thanksgiving, which is of course from some incredible 
restaurant | don't know the name of: "| had to improvise," she snits, "since we've been disinvited from 
the Waldorfs at the last minute." The Captain clears his throat, but she keeps going. Anne Archibald 
has had quite enough, thanks. "Just like | was asked to step down from the committee for the 
Snowflake Ball, and how | wasn't asked back to the Lincoln Center Foundation. | thought at least your 
father's lawyer might join us for dessert..." Nate begs her to stop it, pointing out that Li'l Miss 
Shoegaze was cool with denial until it threatened her philanthropy. The Captain warns him, and Anne 
continues complaining: "l forgot to call the bail bondsman, maybe he has nowhere to go." | cannot 
think of anything worse than eating Thanksgiving with a bail bondsman. No, tow truck drivers. | 
would rather eat with a bail bondsman than a tow truck driver. "Mom, no one is more mad than | am," 
Nate says quietly -- and word, for good reason -- "but this is not the right way.” The Captain tells 
him not to stick up for him, and Anne stares at the floor, and they are all gripped by the horror of 
their family. Nate finally checks out and the Captain and Anne feel very guilty, as they should, because 
they are horrible people. 


Humphreys: Alison, Jenny, and Rufus, all wondering where Dan is, all smiling in that weird Humphrey 
way when he shows up with not only Serena but also Eric...and Lily. Dan introduces her to his parents, 
and things get very bizarre. Lily straightens her back once again, and wishes everybody a happy 
Thanksgiving, and reminds herself that Dan will always fuck everything up and make it weird and 
awkward, no matter how limpid the puppy-dogs get, so it's her fault for even giving an inch, and one 
day he will pay. But for now, Rufus is going to pay, and before that, she is going to drink the shit out 
of some Rioja. 


"Here It Goes Again" was playing, because nobody yet knew how Jenny was going to end up ina cast 
by Christmas trying to replicate those Stairmaster moves. Alison noticed that Dan was pieless, and he 
admitted that the pie was roadkill due to his heroic saving of a certain girl. And since the Humphreys 
were and are the kind of indigent and destitute poor people that live in a top-floor loft in DUMBO -- a 
hair's-breadth from homelessness, really -- he could not procure another, even by batting his 
eyelashes and cheekbones at the alarmed piemaker, and so the Humphreys had to go another 
Thanksgiving without pie. Alison put a brave face on it, calling him a "real-life hero,” and Jenny 
pointed out that Dan has never seen a girl, much less saved one, but soon figured out that he was 
stalking the usual blonde he stalked at school. "A thing for blondes? You are your father's son," Alison 
laughed, shaking her lustrous blonde locks and giving everybody the shudders. "Not just any blonde. 
Apparently, | like the ones who get drunk on Thanksgiving and almost die." Alison pointed out that 
this was also his dad's MO, back in the day, but takes pains to point out that the dangerous and 
troubled blonde she's now brought up and discussed at length for no reason was a troubled blonde 


other than herself. Dan's solipsistic little mind was blown by the fact that his parents not only 
persisted in their existence when he went away or closed his eyes, but that they even discovered and 
had relationships that did not include him. He never recovered. 


== FEBS C) == 


Lily, Alison, and Rufus do a little one-act play called, "This Is Very Awkward." It goes like this: "This is 
very awkward.” "No, it isn't!" "I kind of feel like it is!" "Well, that's because you're being weird!" "You're 


yw eu 


being weird!" "Your blonde mom is being weird!" "Children, it is your blonde mom who is being 


yu yo 


weird!" "My name is Rufus Humphrey and | have no accountability!" "My name is Alison and | am 
unwelcome!" "My name is Lily van der Woodsen, and | am worth my weight in Humphreys! | will put 
our coats in Dan's room, even though | don't know where it is located, because | have never been 
here!" "| will snatch those bitches and put them in Dan's room, because | am his mother and | vaguely 
remember where his room is located!" "| have been a bad little rock star! All of the children in this 
room may or may not be my children! Get to work! Eric and Jenny, napkin duty! Serena and Dan, water 


glasses and candles! Blonde ladies of my acquaintance, now we are alone! Let's get weird!" 


After the intermission, Lily does her damnedest to stop everything from being awful, welcoming 
Alison back to New York. Alison flips out all rabid on her about "Why would you even know where | 
was or that | came back? | will cut you with my scary bones!" Lily's like, "Um, Dan didn't say when he 
dragged me here? Obviously?" She hisses at Rufus about how she totally called for something like this 
very reason, and buries her head in her wine glass. Alison goes all "blessed be the peacemakers" 
about how "You know what? It's fine. It's fine. Let's just have a great time. This holiday's about 
sharing.” Like she's the one whose ass just got jumped up. Although kind of it was, but at least Lily 
tried to be cool about it. Lily asks, off the "sharing" tip, that nobody "share" the details about how the 
three of them are a big old mess. "I haven't exactly told my kids about my past. Well...our past." Dan 
summons them all to the table and Rufus says off-handedly, "Grab the mashed?" Which nobody ever 
said except for a Humphrey, as far as | personally know. They both, of course, reach for it like it's his 
very own junk, and Lily relinquishes the carbs like always, snatching her wine and holding it like a 
baby. Rufus is like, "Happy Thanksgiving! Yay!" 


Eleanor turns from Laurel, at a big table full of industry types, to her daughter, ordering her to eat. 
"Well, | was going to wait until after dinner, but | guess now is as good a time as any: Did you call 
Daddy and say that | didn't want to see him this Thanksgiving?" Eleanor calls this a ridiculous 
accusation, but you can tell it's not. "So you didn't tell him that | was so angry at him for leaving that | 
didn't even want to talk to him today?" She sighs and tells her mom that she had no right to uninvite 
Harold. "When are you gonna get it through your head? He left us.” Blair corrects her pronoun: "He 
left you." Eleanor smiles that scary smile they share, and offers to discuss this later, when the guests 
are gone. "Right now you either eat, or you leave the table." Blair stands, and Eleanor offers her an 
early dessert, to change her mind. "Where is Daddy's pie? Hmm? | don't see his pumpkin pie..." Eleanor 
creepily breezes that she sent it down to the doorman, since there were so many delicious choices 
coming from the caterer. | like a lot of things about Eleanor, but this is not hard math: Blair has an 


emotionally dysfunctional relationship with food, and Blair has assigned this pie to her father's love no 
less than three times already, so by bumping first Harold and then his pie from the dinner, she's 
underscoring it all in a really sick way. This is the line, she's saying, and you're on my side of it, and | 
don't really care what goes down after you realize that. 


a= (eVe(2) (0) = 


"What is Thanksgiving after all, hmm? Now choose one of those amazing desserts.” Blair robotically 
grabs this huge pie, and they smile at each other. It's the exact same smile. | don't usually shy away 
from reading into people's shit, real or fictional, but Eleanor's relationship with Blair's relationship to 
food has always creeped me out to the point that | don't really...I've seen this relationship in real life, | 
know that. Mothers and daughters, and food, the give and take, the weird incestuous daring that goes 
on, under the table. And | think anorexia is about self-control, playing dangerous games with yourself 
to figure out your limits, and bulimia is the same thing from the other side, demonstrating your 
control of the world around you in a dangerous way. Blair to a tee, obviously. She doesn't have 
anything to prove to herself with anorexia, but she and the world at large have a lot of power games 
to figure out. Both are performative -- ever more so since the advent of the internet -- but bulimia's 
about hating the world that controls you, instead of demonstrating or regaining control of your own 
body. If Blair's in a pissing match with God, then anorexia is getting into a pissing match with 
yourself. That's what I've learned so far. 


So everybody at TV Night curled up into little tiny balls, because Blair is wonderful, and watching her 
be disgusted with herself, while doing something disgusting, and remembering all the ways she's 
denied herself in every episode from even eating a normal amount, and remembering how bad it used 
to get when it was bad, and staring at herself in the glass of the refrigerator when she's done with the 
entire pie, and then heading out of the kitchen altogether and into the bathroom...| think | didn't curl 
up because | was fighting it my way, which is drawing all these parallels and comparisons, like doing 
math or running sports scores, because if you stop to think about it at all, bulimia is really... hateful. 
Not just to the person herself, but to everybody else in the world, because what the world is getting, 
is getting chewed up and barfed up again, and that's what you and | look like to Blair right now, and 
no less so herself. It's as scary and ugly and full of rage as a toddler shitting herself, in rebellion 
against her potty-training. And that's not how Blair looks to me, because | love her. And it's not like 
we didn't know this, and it's not like | don't crack jokes about it every week, and it's not like | don't 
hate eating disorders just as much and for the same reasons as | hate suicidal people, but all the 
judging and disinterest and shame just go away when it's Blair, so then all you can do is think about 
math and psychology and run sports scores, because just by watching it happen you become a part of 
it, and this isn't the Blair | want to know. 


Anyway, did you have any awkward exposition that could be used as plot-caulk to get us from point A 
to point B in this scene? Because Little J is so your girl. | don't feel like recapping the tortuously bad 
writing that gets it going, so I'll tell you the facts. Lily grew up on a little (well, huge, Alison laughs not 
unkindly) ranch in Montecito, CA. Blair calls Serena, and it takes about one and a half seconds to get 


the story of what just happened across, and Serena kisses Dan and her mom goodbye, and whispers 
enough words that Lily closes up like a fan, because this is how families work. Serena shoots across 
the sky toward Blair like a comet, and Alison offers that Lily might want to follow her. Back to the 
awkwardness of the scene and not the story, Lily had a horse named Rosewood. Rufus, turns out, had 
a song titled "Rosewood." The family myth is that this song was named after Alison's signature scent, 
rose and sandalwood. (As an unabashed nerd of the books, | will say that Serena's signature scent is 
sandalwood and patchouli; as an unabashed and devoted fan of Serena, | ask that you not hold this 
against her.) 


Seager in 


Dan and Jenny wow about how the song and the horse and the perfume are all the same thing, and 
Alison says, deathly quiet, "I'm a fool." Rufus assures her she isn't, and everybody goes silent. "Um, 
raise your hand if you're over 30 and acting really weird right now," Dan finally says. Good old Dan. 
Lily smiles sweetly and assures Alison that she never told Rufus about her Rosewood, which is the 
best you could do under these circumstances, but is also an alarm call to the progeny, because why 
on earth would Lily tell Rufus, a man she met an hour or two ago, about her horse? And how could he 
have written a song about it? Given this show's tenuous relationship to time and space, | guess they 
could be forgiven for thinking that's somehow possible, but these are sharp kids. They quickly deduce 
that Lily and Rufus know each other, and that this bothers Alison, and then it's just a hop to exactly 
how Lily and Rufus know each other, and the guilty faces of their parents fill in the sexy blanks, and 
Alison leaves for a nice long bony walk, and Dan follows behind her, and Eric and Jenny -- hoping 
they're not brother and sister -- run away and hide elsewhere in the loft, and Lily and Rufus are all 
alone, and Lily cracks her fifth bottle of red. And in all these different places, there are van der 
Woodsens and Humphreys this close to barfing, but not in the awful way. Barfing in the funny, 
metaphorical way. 


Nate dragged Serena into the bathroom and started taking off her shoes; they grew up together. 
They've all known each other forever. Serena, tipsy, complained that Blair was not the boss of her, and 
Nate laughed ruefully: "Oh, are you new here? 'Cause Blair's the boss of all of us." He choked on the 
signature scent: "Seriously, Serena, you smell like the floor of a brewery!" She flopped around and 
protested, then goofily smelled her hair, and realized he was right: "Brewery floor with a hint of 
secondhand smoke?" And a pint of Old Spice, he chuckled, and turned on the water. "Blair's a bossy 
genius," they agreed. It's how she stays alive. Serena held up the spigot and spoke into it, interviewing 
him cutely: "So, what about you?" He continued to undress her, rolling his eyes: "What about me? | 
don't smell like an ashtray." She turned the water on him, laughing hysterically. "But you look like an 
ass tray!" He laughed for a second and then squeezed his eyes shut, playing the victim, and she let 
down her guard, worried she'd taken it too far somehow; he laughed and tackled her. They screamed 
and played in the water, like kids, and for a second they were. Blair answered the call of her paranoia, 
and for a second maybe it was going to fall apart, but then they both jumped on her, and she was a 
kid too. They were a family, covering for each other. Blair doesn't get to be a kid very often. Bad 
Serena's never quite so charming as when she's twirling, soaked through, shouting: "| got you both! 


I'm king of the world. I'm king of the world!" She always did, and she always will be. | am thankful that 
Blair got to play too. 


Nate scrolls through his phone to Blair's entry, but he knows GG screwed him again. He goes down, 
past Chuck to Serena, and then flips it closed altogether without calling anybody at all. 


== IPCs l= 


Blair's first words when Serena comes into the bathroom are ashamed: "I didn't mean for it to 
happen." Serena sits beside her and strokes her hair while she cries. Trying again to tease it out, 
without getting the tiger excited: "I...didn't see your dad downstairs." Good guess, but not the top 
problem right now: "My mother just decides everything, you know? Everything in the world is just 
totally up to her." Serena pulls her to her chest and kisses her forehead: "I know.” She holds her there, 
on the floor, and finally tells her they need to get out. Blair refuses to go back to the party, and for the 
first time in history Serena refers to Chez Humphrey as “a place a little more sane.” Which, 
comparatively, it is; which anyplace would be, Blair points out. She's not really exaggerating. They 
smile at each other, and Serena wipes her tears, and holds her close. 


Dan and his mom walk along the waterfront, discussing Alison's historical throwdowns with Lily van 
der Woodsen. Alison is fairly awesome at this time: "| focused on transforming my anger into art. | 
made some collages. | wrote a trilogy of one-act plays about her. Named the character Milly, to try to 
be, you know, subtle." Heh. Dan can be forgiven for siding with Alison, considering she's his mom, 
and also Lily is a total bitch to him all the time: "So what was so bad about her? And | mean aside from 
the superior, fluttering eyelids and punishing sarcasm." You get the Lily you deserve, kids. Alison, 
now that she's out of the house, gives a very measured and intelligent response: that Lily was Rufus's 
first love, and brought it up as often as possible, and that's hard to deal with. Especially when you're 
Alison and you get Cs on every area of the Lily report card by which all men and women should be 
judged. 


Back at the loft, it's a half hour before Rufus summons up enough to courage to go talk to Lily about 
the coincidental-yet-awful exploding Thanksgiving 2007. She of course starts in about how dare he 
allow her to just walk into the minefield like that, and he rightly points out that he had no idea she 
was coming. "At the very least, you knew that Serena would come home and tell me all about the 
wonderful Thanksgiving she had with Dan, his father, oh, and his mother. Is this really how you think | 
deserved to find out?" Which | thought was bullshitty, but | see now what she's saying: that Rufus 
would be using their kids to give her the kiss-off the same way he used their kids to woo her, which is 
by not actually actively doing so, because he is so very Rufus in every single way. 


== Ipie(2) Is} = 


She rolls her eyes at his dramatic protestation that he is completely lost at this point as to what he 
does and doesn't owe her: "| mean, we haven't actually defined what we are to each other." Lily points 
out that every minute is an opportunity, and this particular one is a perfect one, because everybody's 
freaking out anyway, and Alison's on her hypocritical stroll. Rufus tries and fails to say how much he's 


been enjoying their secret friendship affair, grossing her out, but he tries to split the difference ina 
very Dan way: "Look, for better, for worse, you're one of my oldest friends..." Which is just so 
Humphrey, like, why should there be jealousy or territory or even rational thought when we can all 
just be friends and kick rocks, because one thing Humphrey men are is unequal to the task of 
surviving the social jungle that is the UES, Brooklyn, the state of New York, or humanity at large. | am 
going to spend the rest of my life trying to come up with a realistic scenario in which Blair Waldorf is 
obliged to compete with Rufus on that field of play. That is so delicious to think about. "Hmm. Oldest 
friends. That's certainly not how it felt when you kissed me at Eleanor's party.” Which is Alison's cue to 
have overheard all of this, and start stomping her skinny ass around the place some more, because all 
she did was have a real affair, actual intercourse, with somebody who has the balls to be named 
"Alexander Bancroft," so how dare Rufus be friends with somebody he's known for twenty years? 


Nate comes back home, having figured out that none of his girlfriends is the person to talk to, and 
that in fact he needs to talk some sense into the Captain. How lifelike and appealing is Nate this week, 
by the way? Love it. Anne starts in on Nate the second he comes home about leaving in the middle of 
dinner, and Nate -- ignoring her altogether -- finally gets to his dad's study. Where his dad is lying 
very still, having just attempted suicide after losing the respect of his son and being hounded to it by 
the unceasing bitching of his wife. OMG with these people on the Upper East Side, | swear. 


Serena smelled much better, after her bath with her two best friends, but had to be reminded that 
constantly asking people if she smelled less like a brewery was less than subtle and kind of blew the 
whole jig. Lily was coming, and it was Lily they were all afraid of, because Lily would put a stop to it. 
Nobody told S not to call Dorota "Dorito," but, you know, baby steps. Harold complimented Serena 
and Nate on the shirts they'd both changed into; the shirts were his. The whole tableau was frankly 
adorable, with Harold complimenting his taste via complimenting their dinner attire. Serena was still 
wobbling, grabbing at a tray of champagne as it sailed past; Nate and B, and her dad, laughed 
hysterically as they blocked her from snatching one. Everybody laughed and Blair headed off to help 
Harold with the potatoes. Everybody thought this was normal, and everybody waited for Lily to arrive 
and overlook her daughter's obvious drinking problem, because there was a time when Serena was 
the fucked-up one, and Blair never did anything wrong. And now Blair's sleeping with gay rapists and 
backsliding into a disease she thought she'd clocked, but once upon a time, every fucked-up thing 
Serena did was another reason Blair didn't have to indulge, because being stronger and wiser and 
more mature than Serena was as much proof as she needed. Covering for Serena meant they all could 
relax for a second from covering for themselves, and being their scapegoat meant never having to 
think or stop or do anything at all, because they'd be there to catch her, and in this way she helped 
their families go on. But now she's back, and she's not fucked up anymore, and everything she 
touches goes to hell because she's not there to be fucked up for them anymore. | love Blair the most, 
but it's not Blair | want to be when | grow up. 


-- Page 14 -- 


The Captain was running around on his cell phone, out in the hall, a mile a minute about some Dutch 


company, and no matter how mad Anne got, he had to put forth the concept, the propaganda, that he 
took business very seriously. Right now he's lying on the floor, dead or dying, and that's just another 
kind of burlesque, but a year ago, he was yammering into the phone and they were yammering back, 
and Anne was getting very tired with the constant performance. "Forget the commission," she hissed. 
"I'll write you a check myself. Sit. We're just about to eat." And suddenly the Archibalds, the power and 
the money and where it comes from, and the corners he's painted himself into in the year since, make 
a lot more sense. No wonder he needs Nate to believe in him so badly; no matter he needs Nate to 
succeed so badly. It's kind of exhausting to be the Captain, especially when you're the captain of 
nothing and nobody, and your son is just as trapped as you are. Grossed out by this violation, by 
Anne saying the thing their family depends on not saying, he lost his appetite and took off. 


"Your father and his headaches," Anne says, shaking her head. "Probably took the Vicodin and forgot, 
had some whiskey, and the next thing you know..." She's trapped too. | should really stop judging 
people. Nate gets upset with her scary ability to lie and believe herself lying again, and yells about 
how it was enough Vicodin for thirty headaches. "Mom, he's got a problem, and ignoring it almost 
killed him." She immediately goes to a scary place, facially and in terms of tone: "Oh, no. This is not 
my fault. You can blame whoever you want, just not me. All I'm guilty of is trying to make his life 
easier." Nate explains how, when you're a man, having things handed to you while pretending to still 
be a man produces such dizzying cognitive dissonance that sometimes you just stare blankly through 
entire episodes of this show, but she's not getting it. "My father set him up with his own firm. He gave 
us the house that we live in, the Hamptons, the boat. He's never had to earn a dime!" Nate's like, "And 
then he turned crazy, see?" Anne —- finally, finally -- turns on her real face, her real voice, clear eyes, 
more anger than fake sadness, and it's kind of awesome and very hilarious, considering the dude just 
attempted suicide: "All he had to do was sit behind a desk, put on a suit and not get arrested, and he 
couldn't manage to do that. You want me to give him more responsibility in the family?” Okay, | kind 
of love Anne Archibald. That was awesome. Nate admits he has no idea how they give the Captain an 
actual life to replace the fake life they've been giving him, but he does know they have to try 
something else, because he was dying all this time and nobody even knew it. A doctor approaches, 
and the Captain's awake, and before Anne can go in to see him, Nate stares her down and heads in 
without her. 


== I7E1G(S) 1/5) == 


Rufus, demonstrating where Jenny gets her occasional moments of being a dipshit, is actually trying 
to explain to Alison how she's not "overreacting per se, just having a reaction that is above and 
beyond what is appropriate." Which is not at all untrue in any way, but is dumb to say. Nobody ever 
heard that shit and went, "You know what? You're right. My feelings at this moment are not valid." 
Alison whines about how she's been cooking and looking at people with her big beady eyes very 
intensely in an attempt to somehow make up for ditching them and fucking around on him, only to 
find out that Rufus has been "making out at theme parties,” and Lily's like, "Come on, we didn't make 
out, and also it was a ruse to convince this gay rapist kid's creepy father that we were... Actually, | 


don't even remember why we made out. And by ‘made out,' | mean ‘barely even kissed.” Before Alison 


can even get her head around the real deal here, which is that she's right by being wrong, because 
Rufus + Lily 4EVA, even if they haven't acted on it, Serena comes walking back in with Blair, and 
immediately A) notes the totally weird vibe, and B) goes looking for Dan, with Blair in tow. Man, | 
thought having Lily in the DUMBO loft was weird, but now Blair? It's like looking at an Escher painting. 
It's like Roger Rabbit! 


Dan's praying none of them are related, and Jenny points out that Eric's hair is naturally dark brown, 
"kind of Rufus-like,"” but before anybody can ask why, then, a fourteen-year-old boy who is a member 
of neither a boy band nor the touring company of Love! Valor! Compassion! requires such intense 
highlights, Serena enters, freaking Dan out with Blair's presence. "Explanation to follow, but first, 
what's going on with our parents?" Jenny gets her up to speed on the parental dating, and Dan 
explains they're not related -- "Ignore my roots,” Eric helpfully suggests -- and Blair points out that, 
porny Brady Bunch effect or no, Dan and Jenny totally have a garage door in the middle of their room. 
She then notices Cedric the Cabbage Patch Kid in the corner, and says hello. Dan tries to smother 
himself with a pillow, and Serena probes deep enough to hear about how their parents totally had sex. 
"She was a groupie, and he was Almost Famous." Blair realizes that this makes her the product of the 
healthiest family in attendance, or on this show, and then Serena and Dan shepherd the group out 
through the fire escape to go get some food untainted by incest. 


== IeVo(s) IN) = 


Alison is trying to suggest that Rufus's barely-there "emotional affair" is equal to or greater than her 
total whoring it up in Hudson after abandoning her family, and Lily calls bullshit: "Oh please, nobody's 
buying that. Emotional affairs are necessary to keep a marriage alive." Alison scores, though, by 
pointing out that Lily has been divorced several times, and Rufus stupidly goes to the "this is not 
about Lily" place, which seems gallant until you realize that it opens the door to the obvious parry that 
it shouldn't ever be about Lily, to the point where they are grounded from each other. Lily wonders if 
Alison is insane in addition to being pointy and a bitch, and Alison is like, "Seriously. | am a big fuck- 
up, | own that. But the problem is still that you and Lily are messy, and times three that is too much 
messy, and you have to get over her." Man, if this were Nip/Tuck she already would have slept with 
Lily twice in the time it took these people to get all kindergarten with each other. (Best season ever, 
BTW.) Alison hands him an ultimatum, and Lily is totally grossed out by even one second of his 
silence. Lily, forget him. Marry me! 


Serena and the rest of them sit at some expensive French-fry parlor talking about how no wonder Lily 
was always up Serena's ass about her terrible behavior, because it turns out she was just mad at 
Serena for turning into her. And Dan is weirded out by the fact that Rufus has been giving him this 
great Serena advice (which he never follows correctly), when it turns out Rufus is also pretending that 
Serena is her mother. Blair pipes up with her bizarre opinion: "When you think about it, it makes total 
sense that your mom was a groupie. | mean, only a woman that had completely satisfied her sexual 
appetite in her youth would ever marry your stepdads." Everybody at the table, their hair stands on 
end. Lily comes walking up and orders a nonstop French-fry buffet, and the Humphreys and Waldorf 


catch a cab so that the van der Woodsens can deal with their shit. Blair kisses Serena sweetly, 
whispering that the sandwich Serena made her eat was delicious, and she's calling Dr. Sherman in the 
morning. Serena smiles so sweetly up at her you could die. After the extraneous children are gone, 
Lily takes a napkin and starts wiping down her chair, making this hilarious crazy grossed-out face 
when Serena asks if that's necessary. It's awesome, like Serena just asked her to eat a bug. Serena 
points out that, as a groupie, Lily must have only lately come to value hygiene. Lily instantly asks 
herself leave to level with the kids, and instantly gives it: "Please. Try spending nine hours with Jane's 
Addiction on the Ohio Turnpike. Then we'll talk about dirty." God. Sorry, Pamie, but just listening to 
Perry Ferrell's yowly little voice makes me want to take a shower. Serena laughs, impressed and 
pleased, and Lily sits down. 


Dan and Little J hop out of the cab and say goodbye to Blair -- for some reason it made me really 
happy to hear Dan say, "See you later, Waldorf" -- and discuss how weird Thanksgiving was, and is, 
and always will be. Jenny surmises that maybe taking a leaf from the Unmentionable Bohemian and 
dragging their mother back to Brooklyn was a bad idea. They discuss how it's so weird to think that 
your parents had lives before you existed, because self-obsession is the prerogative of the young, 
which is why teen dramas. They wonder if Lily's okay, and what happened while they were gone -- 
and | would point out that those kids could have been abducted and sold to Gypsies at gunpoint while 
the adults were tossing around ultimatums and barbs without even an inkling that their kids had just 
scaled a building to get away from them, because self-obsession is not merely the prerogative of the 
young, which is why TV -- Alison and Rufus come running up with the old pigskin. God, that's so 
Humphrey. That's so Humphrey / can't stand it. "It's Thanksgiving! Our fake marriage is real! Nobody 
ate anything, now let's toss around a football! That's what Americans do, right? Let's do that! Later we 
can go to the farmer's market and drink some milk right from a cow's teat, or whatever else is dumb!" 


== IEG! I= 


They talk a particularly Humphrey-flaccid kind of smack, and Dan chastens his father for keeping his 
Lily secret, and because Rufus is so in need of guidance that he will allow even his own son to parent 
him, he agrees. "Given the ick factor alone, | would say that you set my progress back by at least 
several months.” By this | think he means, "I am gay like you always thought, but now it's your fault." 
Rufus, on the assumption that you can always get gayer, gives him this speech about how could 
anybody related to Lily ever resist a "Humphrey Man," and | swear any time either of them say 
“Humphrey Man," punch yourself in the nuts, because that's how it feels from over here. Rufus admits 
that he caved, and sucks, and that Lily won't be stopping by for dinner again anytime soon. "Your 
mom and | need to focus on the future, not the past. That's a lot easier for all of us without her 
around." They stare at each other a bit; | don't know what they're thinking, but mostly | am wishing 
that Alexander Bancroft would come and fuck Lily's brains out and make Rufus cry real Humphrey Man 
Tears. Dan runs off to join his mother and sister, and Rufus squeezes those tears back inside, 
because he just sold himself out in a major way and he knows it. 


B finds her mom and it's awkward for a second, due to Eleanor's total emotional abuse that is killing 


her daughter, but she starts with an apology for lying about Harold this one time. Blair's like, "So 
that's one time out of the billion lies, cool beans," and Eleanor shows her the divorce papers that she 
got in lieu of a pumpkin pie this year. Blair understands that Eleanor is stalling on the papers, but 
points out that Harold is now living in Europe with a man, and they both laugh, but, like, is the 
divorce really a surprise? Eleanor stammers but says something that rings very true, even if you've 
never been happily married for twenty years to a gay dude, which is that whatever, he was her Harold. 
She reveals that this time, the lie was about not seeing her Harold during the holidays, because that 
was their best time. "Why didn't you just tell me that?" Well, B, because you would have picked Harold 
if you knew you had a choice, so you couldn't be allowed to have any choices, because then Eleanor 
would be lonelier than the Captain, and that would admittedly be very sad. Still not off the hook for 
the bulimia dare, Eleanor, but | feel you on this. She kind of laughs and notes how she ended up alone 
anyway, and Blair offers to have a private Thanksgiving with her right now. 


The Captain wakes up and sees his son, who's been waiting since he passed out immediately, when 
they first said he was going to live. He tells his dad that Anne's going to be all right, and promises 
that they are all going to be all right, and before his dad can start lying about how he forgot about the 
Vicodin before he had his drink -- just like Anne said, just like they always cover for each other -- 
Nate's like, "Nope. It wasn't an accident, and we're not fucking around like that anymore. When | found 
you, | thought you were dead." The Captain swallows and doesn't finish his sentence: "I'm sorry. | just 
didn't...| couldn't..." Nate promises him that he can, and they will, and he puts his hand on his father's 
hand, like a blessing. And you know what, | think Nate is awesome and | think he has a good chance 
at bringing his dad back to life and getting his peeps in line, but if he doesn't, man is he screwed. 


== I7E1G(S) Ite) == 


Vanessa Carlton comes winging our way on saccharine wings of tangerine sweetness, playing her 
stupid piano and reading from her dream diary. Eleanor gave Nate a covered plate for his father, still 
wrapped up in Amsterdam, and Harold laughed at Anne for refusing her husband his Thanksgiving 
gravy. Heading out to the elevator, the Archibalds met the van der Woodsens warmly. Eric's hair was 
what they call "Rufus-like.” Lily went looking for her little girl, and found her slumped in a chair, 
passed out. "Too much turkey?" Yeah: Wi/d Turkey. What? Blair nodded and laughed and smiled and 
didn't think about how her best friend wouldn't even remember this Thanksgiving. The very best one 
ever. 


Serena, Eric, and Lily laugh and talk about their mother's strange new history, chomping on French 
fries and smiling. Lily said goodnight to the Waldorfs, and Blair said goodbye, sweetly. Serena slept 
with Nate at the Shepherd wedding, and ran off to boarding school; Eric tried to kill himself. Lily tried 
to stay afloat, and sometimes she remembered how easy it was, once, to just be dangerous, and hit 
the ground running, without anybody around to disappoint her, or to be disappointed. 


Eleanor brings in the ginger tea, and she and her daughter sit at the kitchen island, inventing new 
traditions and eating canapés. Harold and his wife, who had an understanding, sat with their daughter 
between them, and he massaged her feet, at the end of the best Thanksgiving ever. Blair could have 


gone to sleep right there. Harold ran off with Roman, deserting his daughter, but Eleanor didn't mind: 
she always knew he would eventually. Blair got better, and got sick again, and Eleanor always knew 
that would happen too. 


Down in DUMBO, Dan passed the mashed and his family made fun of him, for dreaming about his girl 
instead of enjoying Alison's stuffing. She was so drunk she walked out into traffic, but all he could 
think about was how beautiful she looked that morning, and how there's something about dangerous 
girls; Jenny offered that one day Serena might remember his name, and then he'd have something 
new to be thankful for. Alison ran off for Hudson, and Rufus tried to become a man, and slipped into 
old habits. And now the four of them are playing football like a sack of fucking Humphreys, and 
falling into a pile laughing, and Alison's hip bone slices into Dan's abdomen like a spiral-cut honey- 
glazed ham, and they're a family for a second, as the sun goes down. 


1.10 How Could You Use Our Poor Nate So? 


== Age |] == 


Group dancing! Blair agrees to go to Debutante Ball with Nate as friends, rekindling his feelings. 
Nate's suspicions that she’s seeing somebody force Chuck to pull Carter Baizen (the Not-So-Sexy 
Hobbit) into their love triangle, but it backfires when Blair is impressed with Nate's caveman behavior, 
and they end up getting back together right in front of Chuck's eyes. Thus burned by both his 
girlfriends, Chuck leaves town for parts unknown. Come back, Chuck! XOXO! 


The Ball conflicts with Alison's art opening, but both Humphrey kids eventually end up going anyway. 
Jenny's horrific whining and inability to finesse the situation breaks her mom's heart, and makes her 
look like a total jerk. Meanwhile, the whole Dan/Serena situation is all very complicated with a lot of 
moving parts, and everything is louder than everything else: Serena doesn't even want to go to the 
Ball, which mother Lily supports, but then grandmother Cece shows up and starts throwing around 
the fake cancer of manipulation. When Cece delivers a truly awesome, bitchy speech to Dan about his 
innate inability to fit into the UES, and tries to buy him off, Dan tries to get Serena to see how 
hardcore her grandmother really is. This goes poorly; Serena is escorted by Carter the Hobbit. Once 
Rufus learns this exact same shit is the reason Lily left him long ago, he gives Dan a Humphrey Men 
speech that's actually worthwhile, and they unite to resist Cece. Lily then gives Dan an awesome 
speech of her own about how cool he and Serena have turned out to be, separately and together, and 
everybody melts; even cold Grandma Cece. Who, it turns out, has secret cancer after all. Lily watches 
Dan and Serena's romance bloom, and Rufus calls her about the long-ago bribing, and they both get 
misty. 


Final score: Blair's back with Nate, Chuck has vanished, Serena and Dan have Lily's blessing, Alison is 
the first person to notice that Jenny is becoming a psycho killer, and Lily and Rufus realize that their 
ill-starred love might have a few stars left in it after all. On the 19th, Dan and Serena finally do it, and 
Harold Waldorf bears tidings of gay joy, and a cute little present named Roman. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


How great were the ads this week, with that song from the end of the episode and people staring at 


other people kissing, while dressed all fancy? So free of content or meaning, yet so evocative! It felt 
like being French! If there's one thing we all need, it's more kissing while dressed all fancy, with other 
fancy people watching us kiss. Who doesn't live for those fancy, slutty nights? Good thing the episode 
didn't disappoint. On into the dumb old fake credits and there's a new entry on GossipGirl, 
proclaiming B and N are OVER. Which makes me think Blair and Nate will end up in bed together by 
the end of the episode, probably with fancy old Chuck watching. 


There's a strange kind of swooshy thing that the camera does, like an Impressionist painting or a 
buffering problem, as we check out a bunch of kids practicing ballroom dancing. Like, they're dancing 
like normal people, and then with no warning, they go all smooshy. It's cool, I'm not describing it very 
well. And anyway, finally! Group dancing! "Hey, Upper East Siders, it's that time of year again, when 
the mere act of descending a staircase means you're a woman. That's right, debutante season.” Oh, 
excellent. | love debutante season. It's just like dressing up fancy and doing the same things you do 
every night anyway, but with a creepy kiddie-pageant chattel/auction vibe. "Young ladies for sale by 
their fathers! Satisfaction guaranteed!" 


The basic pairs are all walking through different parts of the world: Blair and Serena, Chuck and Nate, 
Dan and Jenny. B is "actually glad" she's going to the ball with Prince Theodore (!) instead of Nate, 
because as time goes by since the breakup, she has been filling in the blanks about how "self- 


uu 


involved," "brooding," and "tortured" he was. "A girl wants Romeo, not Hamlet,” Blair says, finally 
proving what I've always suspected about the Constance Billard School for Girls. Can these people 
even read? Do they even need to? Instead of pointing out that Romeo was the very model of brooding 
self-involvement, to the point where the first half of the play is just various characters getting 
together to talk about what a whining pansy he's turning out to be, Serena fast-forwards to the end of 
the play, where Romeo died. "Yeah, but he died for something exciting!" Do what? "And | want my 
debutante ball to be something to die for!" They laugh, but I'm honestly concerned at this point. 
Chuck makes him into Othello, and everybody else is pretending to be exactly what they are, like in 
the pastorals, but there's no Romeo or Hamlet here. Maybe it's misdirection, but mostly it just seems 


queasy: the whole episode is a Shakespeare mash-up, but here you go trying to have it both ways. 
—— Page 2. —— 


Anyway. C and N walking, and Nate's wondering who's escorting Blair to the ball. Chuck slides it 
sideways: "Why? Are you having remorse sex fantasies about your ex?" | think any time Chuck goes to 
the sex place, you should look behind what he's saying, because it's always misdirection. Nate 
protests, but Chuck's all, "Don't eff with an effer. | know that look." You know what's effed is Nate's 
hair. Nate is preoccupied by the fact that, of late, Blair is “lighter, happier, less Blair." Heh. Chuck is 
wearing a crazy trench coat with label-queen logos all over it, and a crazy secret grin: "She does have 
a certain glow about her, doesn't she?” Oh, Chuck. You effer. 


Jenny is trying, for what seems like the billionth time, to explain debutancy to her stupid brother: "A 
debutante ball is all a girl could ask for! It's gorgeous and formal and totally [wait for it] legendary!" 
Dan points out that it's also "out of touch and totally classist,” and Jenny wonders, not if Dan has ever 


seen this show called Gossip Girl, of which he is the star, but why he would even be going. Dan spills 
the scary iconoclastic beans that neither he nor Serena will be attending the debutante ball, because 
they are rebels without a single cause between them. "I'm just going to meet her grandmother," 
speaking of effers, "to make a good impression and take off before | put my foot in my mouth, like | 
usually do." We're talking about a difference of nanoseconds here, Dan. Not to mention that usually it 
goes the other way: you say eighteen embarrassing things and then finish with a delightful flourish 
that scoots you over the hump and makes you adorable again. Either way, it's neck-and-neck, and 
meanwhile, Jenny's ridiculous tam o'shanter is additionally an effer, and this whole set of scenes back 
and forth is so ridiculously badly looped that it's like a te/enovela. 


Blair compares and contrasts how, with Nate, all she gets is "some rosé in the back of a Town Car," 
but with Prince Theodore, she gets "a security detail and a high-speed chase to the Pierre after it's 
over." | don't know what that means, but / want in. Everybody's Livejournal needs a little Prince 
Theodore. Serena laughs that she can already see Blair on the cover of He//o/, and Blair tells us that 
she's doing a "Night Out With" for the Times, like she's not already too famous for that, but that the 
Prince is part of her plan to give them the most perfect Night Out of the whole year. No doubt! 


== FEGIS) 3} == 


Nate's dad is in rehab, finally, so he has time to just be Nate without the weight of the world on his 
shapely shoulders, and without all the distractions of being bought and sold like a debutante every 
single day, he can finally focus on Blair and her awesomeness again. He doesn't commit to any 
particular feelings about his erstwhile arranged-marriage partner, but he thinks it's possible somehow 
that he misses her. Like that's what he actually says: "I don't know, man. | think | might miss her!" 
Chuck totally scoffs and starts coming up with contingency plans inside contingency plans, because 
he just went from master puppeteer to the only person with anything to lose here. Which makes me 
sad, but he kind of did it to himself. | mean, the one possibility | don't think any of us ever considered 
was the idea that Nate actually gave a damn about Blair. Can't blame Chuck for getting hit between 
the eyes on that one. 


Serena assures B that her mom doesn't really care about the fact that she's thumbs-down on the ball, 
because her whole life just kind of exploded into truthiness when they all found out about Lily 
sleeping with Dan's father long ago. Both Serena and Blair are grossed out thinking about it. Some 
more. They talk about how Blair, just like everybody else, assumed Serena was down to debut, and if 
Blair's confused about it, that tells you this has the stink of Dan on it. 


Dance practice. Kati and Iz are wearing ridiculous Flashdance costumes with headbands, and Blair is 
wearing the brightest of bright-red tights and a cute black dress. It's verging on Chuckness, this 
outfit. Everybody looks ridiculous and awesome. Blair manages to punch both Nate and Chuck in their 
little faces with only a look, working her way back through the dance to good old Prince Theodore. 
Dan and Jenny enter, feeling weird because the whole dance practice thing is weird, 90 percent of that 
the weird clothes everybody's wearing. Serena runs over to them, talking up her grandmother, who 
you know is going to be a hell-ride. Lily comes in, fast-talking the real truth about Grandma into her 


cell and carrying a fringy wrap or something that's remarkably similar to something Alison was 
wearing last week. "Well, if you don't listen to me, you're gonna hear it from her, and | promise you 
don't want that to happen. The brands | listed are key to her happiness. And that includes Tanqueray." 
Oh, | cannot wait! 


Lily greets Dan and Jenny warmly, and Serena asks Jenny what she's even doing there. "Oh, she loves 
these things, apparently," says Dan, and it's like, read the room: everybody here loves these 

things, apparently, which is why they're here. Lily grins and says she wishes Serena were down with it, 
because it would make things easier for her. Anything that makes life easier for Lily, | am down with. 
Especially if it effs with the effer of Dan's obsession with class warfare. "My grandma was the 
chairwoman for this event for fifteen years,” explains Serena, "and now the committee's asked my 
mom to join." And after ten years of obsessing about it, Serena has suddenly dropped the whole 
concept. Little J stares past them, for all appearances in the throes of a petit ma/ seizure, and Lily's 
like, "Jenny? Jenny. Jenny!" She finally pulls her eyes away from the luxurious beauty of neon leg 
warmers and navy sport coats long enough for Lily to suggest that she volunteer. "Well, Blair's lead 
deb, and we're sort of on the outs. You know, I'm sure if she wanted my help, she would've asked." 
Lily asks in her stead, a risky proposition, but Lily's just so sweet, and Jenny's smile is so gigantic. She 
giggles and runs off to talk to the parents about it, but her smile falls when Lily corrects her: the ball 
isn't Saturday, it's Sunday. Which from Jenny's face is plainly a conflict, but it's Jenny: you know she's 
going to do whatever is half-assed and social-climby so she can get some kind of Humphrey talking- 
to about personal integrity and puppies and the farmer's market. 


-- Page 4 -- 


Lily sweetly says goodbye to Jenny as her mother Cece arrives, descending on Serena like a kindly old 
vulture. She's totally Spike's mom! Dude, for real. She calls Serena her "magnificent granddaughter," 





and Serena shoots Jenny-type smiles all over the place, and Lily's like, "What up? I'm out," and 
bounces. Cece immediately tosses out some kind of Funny Old Drunk line about how she can't find 
the bar and should have brought booze herself, and they laugh politely even though it's, like, early 
afternoon and she's being creepy. Dan introduces himself, and Cece narrows in on him: "My 
granddaughter told me that you were delighted when she decided not to make her debut this 
weekend?" Which is kind of a wide blow to start with. Serena assures him that he can go ahead and 
say exactly what he thinks, because "Grandma loves honesty." Which goes along with her whole "let's 
all find the booze" vibe, but mostly: do not ever, ever believe anybody when they say this. The best 
reason to shut up in the world is if somebody tells you to just be honest. Especially to a scary old 
person like this. You are asking for trouble. The second Serena said that, my skin got cold, because, 
firstly, don't do it, and secondly: you fucking know Dan is thinking, like, "Now here is my chance to 
express myself!” 


So Dan tells Cece that cotillions are antiquated and a "remnant of a different age," and Cece tells him 
to shut the eff up in the only language she knows: "Well, do go on!" Which is your sign to drop 
everything and run, out of the Preston dance studio, out of Manhattan, out of New York, keep running 


until you hit Arizona and then change your name, but like Dan is even remedially aware of any of that: 
"People spend all this money to have their daughters basically dance in front of others for attention.” 
He offers that Serena, being a lovely free spirit who enjoys leisurely pursuits on her own schedule, 
would probably dance around in front of you free of charge. Cece points out that cotillion "teaches the 
graces that women should always have in their arsenal," which | guess is true, except you should 
already have those, and Serena clearly does, so basically the people most in need of cotillion training 
are the people who won't ever get it, which is: Humphreys. You know who needs some mothereffing 
graces? Vanessa Effing Abrams. Dan points out that Serena's graces are spectacular, and they laugh, 
and Serena points out that, since she's a million years old, Cece's own graces are pretty pointless. 
Ouch, much? Cece leaves, and Serena's like, "Isn't she great?” Dan agrees that Cece is, in fact, 
something. And that something is an effer, and he's about to eff with her. 


== PAGS 5) == 


"Dan... Humphrey, was it?" asks Cece from over Lily's shoulder, and Lily rolls her eyes and says yes, 
delighting in it. And at first | thought that was like one of those stock "...of the Hudson Bay 
Humphreys?" kind of rich-people talk, but in fact no, it has to do with Lily and Rufus, which means 
that no matter how kind Lily is getting to the Humphreys, she's still signing on to the dogs of war that 
Cece is about to let slip, just for the joy of giving her mom a Humphrey-shaped finger. "Oh, you think 
that's crazy? My whole family is dating their whole family. We got Humphrey a// over us right now, 
effer." 


Chuck and Blair! Lying in a bed! Bright red tights up over his head! Chuck tells B how hot she looked 
on "Princess Theodore's arm” at practice, and Blair wonders aloud if that means she's just an 
accessory. "Next to him, yes,” he mumbles, and she shifts onto him, 96 pounds of cowgirly evil: 
"...On me, you'd be so much more." But of course, she can't be on Chuck in any way, because then 
Nate would break up with him, and she herself would be ruined, so step one of a journey of a million 
miles would be for Chuck to start acting right, which will never, ever happen. Just then, Dorota calls 
up: Nate's arrived downstairs. Chuck sighs and falls back onto the bed, yet to get effed. 


She's still wearing those crazy red tights! Nate stumbles and mumbles and murmurs and whatever 
about how he's being driven crazy with thoughts of her at the dance practice, and how they've wanted 
to go to cotillion together since they were ten years old, and they agree that Nate has behaved poorly 
of late. Chuck listens in, smiling. Nate admits that Prince Theodore is a good dancer, but asks her to 
consider letting him escort her, for old times' sake. "Nate, after what you pulled on my birthday, the 
only thing we should be doing together is moving on." Chuck grins, practically wrapped in a curtain. 
Nate shows her a tiny gold heart, sewn into the sleeve of the sweater he's wearing. "It's my pin! | 
sewed it there so you'd always have my heart on your sleeve." ("And by 'l,' | mean a servant or small 
child!") He laughs and offers it back to her, but Blair shakes her head: it was a gift. "The prince will 
understand." Nate smiles, quietly, and they agree to attend, as just friends. Which suits Chuck none at 
all, because friendship is how they get you. 


J shows up at Rufus's gallery beaming one of her thousand-watters that always makes her look crazed 


on PCP. He's like, "You're about to ask me a favor or stab me for meth money.” She tells him about 
how she "got a volunteer position at a charity,” which is like leaving out all the words of a sentence, 
really. But it's on Sunday: "I know it's Mom's opening, and | know it's really important, but | can do 
both." Rufus blows some Humphrey sunshine about how “as a family" we do this or that, whatever 
whatever, he's still in the "new toy” phase of being a grownup and a father, so he wants to get all 
paterfamilias on her ass, when really he should be getting the deets. With this show's tenuous 
relationship to time and causation, she could easily go to the cotillion, leave behind a glass slipper 
again, show up before the art opening even happens, and still find time to eat some waffles and/or go 
out for drinks. Whatever. Alison enters and asks what Jenny was going to be volunteering for, before 
her inconsistent husband decided today was a good day to parent, and Jenny runs off about who cares 
anyway. Alison shows Jenny some totally cute shoes she bought vintage, which match the outfit 
Jenny's wearing to the opening. Jenny goes totally postal and nasty on her. "Mom, the kids | go to 
school with shop at Saks and Bendel's. | can't be walking around in someone's old shoes." Alison is 
sad and poor and Jenny takes off and her parents stare vacantly at each other. This wouldn't happen if 
you people would just live within your means. 


= Pag elon = 


Three generations of scary blonde Rhodes women laugh and sip their tea. Serena runs off to get 
pictures of her "summer abroad," which answers a few timeline questions, and left alone, Lily 
apologizes to Cece for the whole Serena/cotillion thing. "| imagine you came all this way to change 
Serena's mind, but she is intractable on this." Cece gives a totally crazed, sad, dramatic doom face 
and tells Lily that she's got lung cancer or something. Lily fully crumples and freaks out, and Cece's 
voice shakes, and says that her cancer is the free pass that should get Serena to the ball. "Oh, Mother, 
anything for you!" says Lily, and they hug, and over Lily's shoulder Cece makes a very scary face. Like 
maybe she's lying about the cancer in order to get her way, which is nuts, or else it's all true, or 
somewhere in between. Serena comes in and ascertains that her fate has been decided, and Lily tells 
her straight: "Um, Serena, you're going to the debutante ball." And one thing about Serena is, she 
doesn't throw Jenny fits. She just makes a resigned face and is unhappy. "Serena van der Woodsen, 
looks like your invitation just arrived...with strings attached. Come out, come out, wherever you are." 


Nate's getting fitted for his tux or whatever and fussing because Blair's late, and he knows this will 
cause problems for him, even though she's the one that's tardy, because it's his ass that needs to be 
completely in line with her desires. She finally comes running in tossing out excuse after excuse, and 
sits down to text and smile, and what's going on is that she totally just hooked up with Chuck Bass 
and now they are cutely texting each other, and Nate's standing right there getting fitted for a tux. 
This is all very sad, really. Nate goes on and on about all his plans for their wonderful night and she 
ignores him, texting and giggling, and finally he's like, "What's going on, though?" She tells him she's 
texting Serena, and that she has to take over her mother's tea party for Cece. He's like, "Oh, | can 
help!" But she just runs off, tossing out a sweet, kind little smile at the door: "Not bad, Archibald. | 
almost forgot how handsome you are.” But she's gone. "Spotted: Nate Archibald, learning you don't 
know a good thing till it's gone and found someone else." 


Lily's walking through a shoe department with Little J, kind of suspicious and unsure that Alison would 
all of a sudden let her daughter go to a cotillion with Lily. Jenny's like, "Hey, whatever! She thinks it's 
great!" Jenny is, | may have mentioned, kind of a dipshit. Lily's like, "Okay, putting that huge lie aside 
for the moment, your dad also thinks this is a good idea?” Before Jenny can spin any more of her web 
of deceit that a bright terrier could see through, we see that Alison is coincidentally in the same store, 
coincidentally buying those same shoes as before, only retail. Which is a sad little moment that the 
director of this episode rea//y didn't understand or give its proper weight, but you can see the 
ingredients. Alison realizes that she's fighting for her daughter against the assembled forces of social 
climbing and richesse, which means her whole sad life is repeating itself on her, because she's had to 
fight those van der Woodsens for everything, just in order to believe in herself, and she whooped it, 
but now it's back. | mean, you never feel poor until somebody calls you poor, you know? These are the 
shoes that she is buying for Jenny to wear to her art opening, so that she can say, "| am an artist, and | 
have a family, and | am a mother, and you too can have it all." That she has finally been forgiven; that 
this is her debut into the art scene, just like cotillion really: she's a woman who has been redeemed 
and can now make her way back into society, and all she's asking is for Jenny to wear these shoes, 
and she couldn't even do that right. So | like the sad little bribe of the shoes, and it's too bad it didn't 
come off. 


=A == 


Jenny tries desperately to save her own ass, asking to have a private talk with Alison, but Alison's 
already put it together, and Jenny's ass is grass, so Alison's awesome: "Uh, no, sweetie. We'll have 
plenty of time to talk later." Twisting the knife, Lily floridly thanks Alison for letting Jenny come to 
cotillion, especially given that they're so instructive and teach the graces and whatever. "Well, then I'm 
sure she'll learn a lot," Alison says, agreeing with me for once that Jenny is a brain-damaged heathen. 
She heads out and Jenny offers to go with, but Alison assures her that that is not necessary. It's scary, 
and Alison is getting awesomer, and Jenny looks over at the abandoned shoes and feels even crappier. 
And | am so sure that Alison had to sell her teeth or something to get the money to buy the shoes, 
and now she has no teeth, or whatever, and it's so sad because Rufus sold all his hair to buy her a 
toothbrush. 


On the way to Blair's tea party for Cece, Serena thanks Dan for being so understanding about how now 
she's going to cotillion, and he points out that he's got Alison's art opening, so they are both -- for 
once -- being selfless and doing things for their families. The novelty strikes them both as rather 
piquant. Dan is wearing an adorable striped sweater. Serena lies to herself via Dan that she's doing 
cotillion her way, and being herself "in every possible way." And | can't imagine Lily having that 
conversation with a straight face, because what you just described is...not cotillion. Dan asks that she 
not be auctioned off for less than a million dollars, and they giggle and kiss, and...yep, cotillion’s still 
both gross and awesome. 


Cece introduces Serena and Dan to the chosen escort ... who is Carter Baizen! The Sexy Hobbit! Serena 
and Carter sniff around the fact that they might, possibly, kind of, mostly, barely know each other. 


Meaning, of course, that they did it all over Europe on a drunken spree. Cece's like, "Gotcha," and of 
course Dan has no idea what's going on. Serena corrects her grandmother's introduction of Dan as 
her "friend," and Carter's friendly enough. He wonders why Dan's not escorting her, then, and Dan 
stutters for a sec before Cece jumps in with the obvious familial obligation. It's not really that 
awkward, but it's still nice when Blair shows up and gets them all to sit down for tea. 


Later, there's another bad loop of Cece rattling her ice around: "I don't like my ice to get lonely, dear!" 
and a servant helping her out. Cece is all over Carter's jock about how great it is to have him back 
from being a trust fund hippie, all, "True gentlemen are a rare breed!" Kati and Iz fill in the blanks 
about how Carter disowned his parents and took off around the world, and how Gossip Girl even had 
a special "Spotted" map all about him. Dan's amazed. Carter admits that he did go “a little out of 
bounds," cracking Cece up, and demonstrates gratitude that his parents are giving him a second 
chance. Cece rocks out some more: "Carter saw the error of his wayward ways, and he rose like a 
phoenix from the ashes, Serena!" HA! Love that. Even Serena's like, "Awesome, | can see that." Fat old 
Carter Baizen winks at Serena about how they weren't all errors, and Lily brings up a "scrape" that Mrs. 
Baizen told her about in Dubai. Carter, you jerk. Why would you go to Dubai, much less get into 
scrapes there? Blair, of course, loves Dubai. Think about it. She's all like, "Did you stay at the Burj Al 
Arab? The tallest, ugliest hotel in the universe?" He says no. Serena thinks Dubai is overrated; instead 
of taking the hint, Carter drops a bunch of names in a row and acts disgusting. Dan gives him this 
great "smell you!" look, like, "| would rather eff with an effer than go pheasant-hunting with a sheik." 


== FES (3 == 


Jenny tries on a lovely dress and Alison enters, clearing her throat. "| kept the tags," she hisses. "I'll 
return everything tomorrow." Alison lays it on the line how she knows it's been weird adjusting back 
to life together, but that Jenny's got her over a barrel: "I can't keep being afraid that if | act more like 
your mother and less like your friend, that I'm gonna lose you.” Which is valid, sort of, except...this 
would not be a problem if you had acted like her mother in the first place, instead of a bony vapid 
idiot deserter, so you tell me. Parenting is not a fucking notion. That stuff makes me so mad. Jenny 
makes a hideous face about how if Alison had just stayed in Hudson, Jenny could still be running 
around getting drunk and constantly raped all the time. "Well, | am not there. | am here, and | don't 
really care if that makes you happy or unhappy. I'm still your mother. You can come to my show 
tomorrow, and then you are grounded for a week." Jenny protests that it's unfair, but | don't know. | 
kind of like that Jenny's getting totally fucked for bringing her mom back to town, because that traces 
back to the horrible advice of Vanessa Abrams, which is funny. Jenny's the only person that is actually 
paying for reminding Alison that she had a family. Well, and Rufus, | guess, except Rufus is asking for 
it at all times. 


Nate is crying to Chuck about how he did everything perfectly, matched his tie to her dress et cetera, 
and Chuck's all, "Like the book says, she's Just Not That Into You." Then there is awesome: "Man, | 
have to find out! It's killing me. You guys are still pretty close, aren't you?" Chuck's like, "In a sex-type 
way, but yeah, we're friends." Could you find who she's seeing? "Me," Chuck says, awesomely, and 


dumb old Nate's like, "Exactly! Who's on first?" Awesome. 


When WASPs Attack! Grandmother Cece makes a beeline for Dan the second he walks in, and delivers 
a succession of Waterford vases and Tiffany eggcups chock full of whoop-ass: "Do you like it here, Mr. 
Humphrey?" He says it's like a museum, cold, but it has good water pressure. "That's not what | 
meant. But of course you would make a joke, that goes to my point. The way you feel? It never goes 
away. It just gets worse. You'll always use your dessert fork for your entrée. You'll always feel 
underdressed, no matter what you wear, and at dinner parties, it will be as if there's a language that 
sounds like English, and you think you speak it, but they don't...hear you. And you don't understand 
them. As time passes, you'll feel that people never see you, when they look at you, but wonder merely 
whether you're Serena's whim, or her charity case, until the day comes when you realize that girls like 
Serena don't end up with Dan Humphrey. They end up with the Carters of the world, and people like 
you, they turn into cocktail party anecdotes of their foolish youth. So why don't you give it up and 
spare yourself the pain, hmm? I'm sure Serena will understand.” YES! | LOVE YOU, CELIA RHODES! 
TAKE HIS BROKE ASS OUT! 


== (PEGE! O) = 


Dan smiles gracefully, and doesn't break eye contact; they stare each other down. Gossip Girl is 
impressed: "This just in; we hear there's a cold war brewing between Lonelyboy and a certain 
blueblood. We never thought we'd say this ourselves..." Serena approaches and asks what's going on; 
Cece's eyes open slowly like a startled housecat when Dan tells her Cece just talked him into taking 
her to the ball. "...,But our money's on Brooklyn for the win!" Go Dan! That was awesome! He looks her 
right in the eye and implies that she has leave to totally suck it. Nice! 


The Times reporter is wrapping up his preliminary questions Chez Waldorf, and Blair tells him she's 
dumped the Prince for Nate: "Given our history, it was only right. He is the perfect gentleman, the 
perfect date." Chuck enters and meets the reporter at this point, giving Blair props for forgiving Nate 
after he ruined her birthday and slept with her best friend. Blair puts a halt to this by grinding his foot 
into dust, and then dismisses the reporter. WTF is the question, but Chuck's got other ones: "I should 
ask you the same question! ‘Perfect gentleman’? 'Perfect date’? That broken record was a hit last year. 
Get with the times. He bores you!" Blair points out, on the other hand, that Chuck just attempted to 
wreck her Times interview, which is the entire point: he can't be trusted to keep quiet and constantly 
deny everything. "Nate is a gentleman. He would never cause a scene." Chuck notes also that he isn't 
exactly a turn-on, but Blair sends him away; Carter Baizen left his jacket at the tea party, and she 
doesn't want anybody to see Chuck at her house: "There's been enough scenes for today." Never, ever 
true! 


Cece takes her show on the road, hot-footing it through time and space to the gallery in Williamsburg 
and coming out of the shadows like a scary mean ghost. "So | see it's true what they say, about the 
apple and the tree." Rufus is like, "| would say I'm happy to see you, but | never eff with an effer." Cece 
tells Rufus that Dan has changed his tune and will be taking Serena to the ball, and she points out 
that this is a bad idea. And honestly, she's right. If you're going to do it wrong, why even do it, you 


know? That's like Vanessa stomping her rude ass through the Masquerade Ball: why even go if you're 





not going to play along? "There's no point in being presented if it's improperly, and your Daniel is not 
a proper companion for a girl like Serena. He's a...temporary distraction. | need her to focus on her 
future." Cece offers to buy every single painting in the entire gallery if Rufus will keep Dan out of the 
picture for the ball. "Before you answer, remember: a grown man with children is in a very different 
position than a young man. The money could be useful now. Not to mention how much this sale 
would mean to your wife's career as an artist..." Take it! Take the money! This is nothing! He's like, "I 
am a Humphrey Man and | have integrity! Money is stupid! My son cannot be bought!" Cece's like, 
"That's the difference between you people and us: we can be. My daughter dropped you in about a 
minute, once | brought cheddar into it." Nice. 


= PagenOl=— 


Rufus beats it back to DUMBO, where Dan's getting dressed for the ball. Dan stutters and tries to 
explain how it's okay that he's dumping his mom for the cotillion, even though his sister just about 
got herself hit trying this, but since it's now personal, Rufus is like, "Fuck your mom and her art show. 
You go show that Rhodes woman what a classless Humphrey man can accomplish!" Oh wait, | was 
making that up, but then he actually said it: "Tux looks great. Shoes look great. You look so great! 
You're gonna make me proud. Show that Celia Rhodes what us Humphrey Men are made of!" Dan's 
like, "Once again you are being weird and vicarious about my love life." Rufus explains how Cece came 
to visit him, and then father and son make eyebrows at each other. Humphrey eyebrows of incoming 
truth and weird family history, and Dan's new mission to eff with Cece. 


At the Palace, which...all of this is happening before the ball? When did it stop being yesterday? 
Whatever, time and space. Flossy flossy! Cece's like, "Get a load of this bullshit! I'm so sure Serena's 
going to take a year off school and teach English in South Asia." Lily asks what on earth, besides 
faking cancer, she's expected to do about her daughter's good-hearted choices. "Well, if Serena's 
doing this for me, it has to be right. Besides, it took me years to restore our family name after your 
exploits. Trust me, you don't want to do the same.” Lily makes a huh face. | don't know; she doesn't 
seem to still be the kind of woman that would imprison her mentally ill son anymore, thanks to the 
sunshiny powers of Humphrey proximity, but | still think the family-name concept is something that 
should be taken pretty seriously. 


Serena calls up Jenny to ask where the heck she is, and Jenny sadly tells her the bad news about how 
Alison feels like parenting today so she can't go. "I don't understand. | thought that this was like your 
dream. Besides, don't you want to see your brother in a tux?" Jenny, on learning that her asshole 
father has just contravened her asshole mother by letting Dan go to the ball without telling anybody, 
gets a righteous fire in her belly. She tells S she'll be there soon, and makes the most awesome face 
after hanging up, like, "Huh. Ain't that a bitch." 


Chuck's back in his evil Batman limo surveilling Carter outside stately Waldorf Manor, and his face is 
grim as he sends Gossip Girl the pictures, like a post-millennial monogrammed hanky. 


Serena's got some distracting danglies happening from the top of her dress, but of course she looks 
amazing. Dan gives her one hundred kisses and then brings up the fact that her grandmother is a 
dangerous psychotic. Serena, of course, does not take this well, and of course it's no help that Dan's 
displaying his usual inability to say anything without chomping on his big old Humphrey Man feet 
while doing it. "| know she's got the whole free spirit act perfected..." Um, act? He never really gets to 
the point -- which is that she totally threatened him to his face, which is valid -- but for reasons of 
the script, instead he just kind of...calls her grandmother an asshole about twelve times and then sits 
back, like, "See? You have to pick me over her." Which Serena is not going to do. He even manages to 
call Lily a bitch, somehow, in the middle of it. This is all devastating for Serena, coming out of the 
blue as it does, and in the characteristically dumb way of Dan Humphrey, so she starts crying and 
pretty much asks him to leave. It's heartbreaking. But what are you going to do? "You just called my 
grandmother an asshole. Like twelve times. Without explaining yourself at all. Please leave.” Poor girl. 
He kisses her cheek goodbye, and she's not feeling it. The second he's gone, Grandma Cece appears 
once more out of the gloom all like, "| got Baizen on speed dial, ho!" 


= eag enna 


James Dean always said that lago was in love with Othello, so there's your interesting fact for the 
week. | think Chuck would agree. He follows up the GG.net hanky with a Between-You-And-Me heart- 
to-heart about how Blair's secretly dating Carter. "He's got everyone fooled, Blair thinks he's 
reformed... He's obviously just toying with her to get at you!" Which makes...not a lick of sense, but 
this is Othello, so just go with it. "We just need to wait until we can get him in a public place, where 
everyone who thinks he's changed can see the truth, and we can get him back for everything he's 
done to you, and everything he's...do/ing to Blair." If you know what Chuck means, and | think that you 
do. They're standing in the courtyard somewhere, probably the Palace, and so of course right then 
Carter shows up, and Chuck's like, "Well, fuck. Now | have to go through with it." Which is awesome, 
because it's Dan dropping out again that made Carter show up here, which means everything that 
happens affects everything else in a really cool way. Like, this was all a story Chuck was telling Nate to 
get the heat off himself, just some gossip and rumor that the principals wouldn't think twice about, 
because they would know it's not true. Only because Cece pissed Dan off, then pissed Rufus off, 
which caused Dan to go to Serena, which caused Serena to dump him for Carter, the whole thing is 
now very real, and Chuck's fulfilling Blair's prophecy that he ruins everything by ruining cotillion. So 
neat! 


Some poor thing is working on B's dress, and being told in a hissing grin, "If you don't pull it together, 
I'm gonna go Naomi Campbell on you." Serena wonders if Jenny -- master seamstress that she is -- 
might help, but Blair's still pissed at her for...1 don't even remember. Oh, telling her about the kissing 
at Masquerade. "You're dismissed." | remember now. Jenny approaches timidly, asking Serena for a 
pronunciation on her presentation statement. Which we'll be hearing both versions of in a second, so 
like, what's the word she can't read? "Conservancy"? "Van der Woodsen"? Whatever. Serena's like, "This 
statement is lies! | do not hope to continue to live on the Upper East Side, | will mot devote my life to 
volunteering for the Nature Conservancy and Junior League, and | refuse to have two wonderful 


children!" Blair laughs her ass off about how it's like identical to hers, and S tells Jenny that Dan's not 
coming again, as Carter makes unknown changes to the statement. | think that he is an effer ona 
grand scale and that he is effing with powers beyond his control. Of course, this is the same girl who 
was outed for a nonexistent drug problem in front of the entire lvy League and managed to skate by 
with zero ill effects, so I'm not sure why | would be worried. 


= IKI 2 == 


Nate's like, "How come Carter's even here?" and Chuck gets a little Jennyish in the lying department: 
"Oh, um, he's using Serena as a cover! His plans are like Byzantine!" Nate steps up on Carter big-time 
and Carter tries to apologize for that time he tried to get Nate whacked in Queens -- and not in the 
good way -- but Nate's all, "I'm a tough little man in an angry little tuxedo, and | am going to stand 
right here next to you being so mad!" Carter is such an effer that he starts flirting with Nate, because 
-- not in a gay way, just in an "Oh, this is intriguing, with the little upset man shaking next to me for 
no reason" way -- because he has no idea what Nate is talking about, because the whole thing is 
made up in Chuck's head, so he takes it as it comes, all, "Oh yeah, cutie? You're ‘onto me’?" | have to 
say, that reaction to Nate's little teapot tempest has really upped my read on that particular effer. If 
something as delicate and lovely and strange as a Nate Archibald got all muscly with me about 
mysterious made-up shit, | daresay I'd do the same thing: "Oh yeah? That's...awesome, little guy. Tell 
me all about it, but you know what, don't hurt yourself." 


Katya Farkas, daughter of Jonathan and Rose Farkas -- surely those are the most Asian names I've 
ever heard -- is escorted by Richard North. Who is adorable. Kati "hopes to major in neuroscience," 
remember, "and will continue her family's legacy as supporters of the New York Public Library and 
Lincoln Center." Blair Cornelia Waldorf -- rocking a giant-ass bow as usual, this time on her shoulder, 
the exact size and shape of her own head -- daughter of Harold and Eleanor Waldorf, is escorted by 
Nathaniel Archibald. "She plans to be a member of Yale's class of 2013. She will continue to summer 
in Southampton, and volunteer her time to children's charities." Well, children's charities and gun- 
running. | don't know why; | just see her becoming an arms dealer at some point. 


"And now I'd like to present Serena Celia van der Woodsen, daughter of committee member Lilian van 
der Woodsen, granddaughter of Chairwoman Emeritus Celia Catherine Rhodes, escorted by Carter 
Baizen. Miss van der Woodsen hopes to bed as many billionaires as she can, before settling down 
to..." | love that her laugh here is just joyful. Serena loves train wrecks too. Lily is kind of weirded out, 
like it doesn't feel as good as she wants it to, and Cece has a total breakdown in the face area. "Miss 
Isabel Coates, uh, presented by Raymond North, daughter of Arthur and Iris Coates..." Raymond 
North, also adorable. You know, Kati and Iz, everybody feels so bad for them being the Minoriteens 
and wearing their little outfits, but on the other hand, how great to date twins and whatever. It's like 
the thing that keeps Blair and Serena from being Kati and Iz is the same stuff that keeps them from 
being happy. So Kati and Iz, on this level, are actually better at life than either B or S, because you 
know they'll do exactly what it says on their presentation statements, whereas B and S couldn't have 
normal lives if they tried. There's a benefit to being vague and passive, is all I'm saying. Just 


remember what deals you're prepared to make. 


B= [ree ifsi = 


Dan shows back up at the gallery, admitting that he has been bested by Cece. As though there was 
any question. "She has a habit of doing that, but maybe it's for the best. You're here with your family." 
Or most of it: Alison naturally wonders where the daughter she alienated might have gone off to, and 
Dan's like, "Or you could give it ten minutes before you get mad?" No, Dan. Get mad now. It's Jenny 
we're talking about. Alison revs up her excitement and takes her second-favorite child on a tour of 
her shitty art. 


Group dancing! And the Pierces! Performing at cotillion! This is what | am talking about! Come on, 
show, be like this more often! Blair watches Nate staring scarily at Carter dancing with Serena, and 
does the math, which is that Nate is still into Serena. Which isn't true, but Chuck has cast a spell that 
now includes everybody. "We're friends now, right? You can tell me." Carter laughs as they trade off, 
joking that he's a better dancer than Nate; Chuck whispers to Nate that he's telling her what he's 
going to do to her later. It's very Shakespearian, because nobody can hear him say this but Nate, and 
there's no way he could have heard what Carter was saying, so it's like this dreamlike hot mess. Love 
it. Nate jumps all over Carter and starts a big huge fight. And I'm sure all of Society is like, "I heard his 
dad was a cokehead, too." Blair bitches that the boyfight ripped her dress, which was custom-made of 
course, and begs Jenny to fix the dress so she won't get in trouble. Jenny is trying to leave for the 
gallery, but Blair promises all will be forgiven. 


Lily is pissed at this point, because Serena has managed to embarrass the hog caller, then start a 
brawl between Nate and Carter...it's all so Serena, because she wasn't actually present for any of it, 
like, she just wanted to wear a pretty dress and for people to stop calling her grandmother an 
asshole. That's literally all she had on her agenda. And instead, she has caused chaos and ruin for the 
tenth night in a row. She yells at Lily for rewriting her presentation statement and the Junior League 
crap, and Lily's like, "It's a society ball, Serena. You have to represent yourself well." Serena asks the 
very Dan-like question, "How is it representing myself well if it's all lies?” Um, you just...answered 
your own question? | never expected to have to explain irony to Serena, about this of all things, but, 
like, to me? Being yourself is how they get you. Look at Blair: she keeps all her scary, awesome shit 
private, and never pays for anything. Why this need to implicate everybody in your shit, Serena? Just 
repress yourself until it comes out in weird kinky ways, like the rest of us! Serena points out that her 
mother, as late as earlier that day, was not a pod person, and that Lily lied and said it would be okay 
for Serena to be herself. "All you care about when people look at me is what they think of you.” Um, 
yeah? See, this is what happens when you drink Dan's Kool-Aid. Basic shit stops making sense to you. 
Cece ghosts her way through the background of the scene but doesn't say anything. Lily protests that 
she accepts and loves Serena, but then Serena gets intense. "No you don't, but let me tell you 
something. If | ever do have those two children, | would never do this to them. | would accept them 
for who they are, including who they date, no matter what, and I'd make sure they damn well knew it." 
So...Eric is gay? Explains the highlights, at least. Serena runs off with her skirts held high and a very 


Dan-like anger in her eyes. 


Dan's phone rings and a strange person makes a strange request. Who could it be? He heads out to 
meet the mysterious person. | hope he is not being effed with. Dan's been through a lot this week. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Serena holds a cold glass against Carter's head, where he's starting to bruise. "I know this is not what 
you signed up for..." Carter tells her it's not nearly as painful as waking up in Santorini and finding out 
she'd ditched him and taken off. Serena smiles and says that their one-time affair was a little bit 
overwhelming for her. Being the male version of Serena, he gets it, which is why he was surprised 
when Cece called him last week to invite him to cotillion. "Wait. Last week? | wasn't even going to 
cotillion last week." Right, but Cece knew she would change Serena's mind. Serena's like, "OMG, what 
if my grandmother is an asshole?" 


Dan's mysterious person is...Lily, who immediately tells him to shut up and gives him another Rhodes 
Woman speech: "So please listen to me and don't interrupt, because what | have to say is hard for me. 
When I was your age, | would have been lucky to find a guy like you, and I...kind of did, but when it 
came down to it, | thought my mother knew who | was much better than | knew myself. I'm not sure 
exactly who my daughter was, but | know who she's become since she met you. She returns home 
every night at a reasonable hour, she doesn't drink, she doesn't do drugs. | don't know if you're 
responsible for that, but | don't think it's a coincidence. You belong with my daughter, and | think 
everyone should know that. Will you come with me?" Aww. She's so freakin’ great. Dan doesn't grin or 
giggle, just smiles at her, because he knows what all that cost. "Yes, Mrs. van der Woodsen. | would 
love to." And as they head for the ball, she corrects him: "It's Lily." 


As Blair enters, Chuck signals the band, and they start singing again. Awesome. She starts to dance, 
looking for Nate, but Chuck explains that Nate got thrown out, leaving just Chuck for her to dance 
with. And of course, it's Blair, so she figures everything out in five seconds. "That's your look when 
your plan falls into place. You're enjoying this. You knew Carter was going to my house, you tipped 
off Gossip Girl, you ruined my cotillion on purpose. You did all this for your own enjoyment and didn't 
care what it would do to me, which is exactly why you and | can never work!" He tries to explain that it 
wasn't like that this time, but she's close enough to being right that there's not a whole lot he can say. 
When your whole burlesque show is about being ten steps ahead, which is what they are both all 
about, it's hard and maybe impossible to admit that things can get away from you, even if anybody 
would believe it. He tries to kiss her and she shoves him away, dumping him for good. It's very sad. 


Cece approaches the suddenly quite thirsty S, congratulating her on the giant fuck-up she was 
involved in. "I was able to clean it up. The chairs agreed to reissue your presentation statement in the 
committee's winter newsletter." Serena's just goggle-eyed: "I stood up for you. With Dan, | defended 
you." Cece's awesomely breezy: "Mmmmmmwe'll talk about that later." S tells her to shove it, and asks 
if she's even sick. Cece chuckles and admits she's not -- "But | could be! All those cigarettes and 
cocktails!" Serena's still confused, like Blair with Chuck, why Cece would even do this. And just like 


Chuck, it's not so much that she orchestrated it, as that she let it get away from her; that she was 
doing horrible things to protect the only people she loved, and ended up getting burned by it. "Oh, 
Serena. There is so much you don't understand. A woman has to earn the right to create her own 
rules." | appreciate that. Serena goes all third—wave on her ass about how it's not like that anymore, 
and | think it's less that women have to do that as maybe we all have to do that now. Cece is arch, but 
admits maybe Serena's right when she sees Dan over her shoulder. Her face does soften; she seems 
almost pleased that Dan's returned. He approaches without taking his eyes off Serena's face, and they 
begin to dance. Cece watches her entire legacy going to shit, tries to be happy about it, and just at 
the tympani Dan dips her granddaughter, and they kiss. 


== IES 1/5) == 


Chuck goes looking everywhere for Blair, eventually finding her upstairs in her gorgeous gown, 
kissing Nate at the top of the stairs. He stands still on the steps, in his tux, watching. Blair murmurs 
into his chest how sexy it was, when he punched Carter, that she’s never seen anything like that 
before, and Nate catches Chuck's eyes as she pushes him back into a suite, and grins at him so 
sweetly, so proud and innocent and complicit, and winks at him. Because Chuck just got him his 
girlfriend back, like a true friend, and wouldn't a true friend be happy for him? Wouldn't he stand 
upon the stair, and watch the two people he loved most in the world going off to be together, leaving 
him out of it, stuck on the stairs in his tuxedo, alone? "Spotted: Chuck Bass losing something no one 
knew he had to begin with. His heart." 


Bonus show! Again! Jenny enters the gallery, where her mother is standing all alone on one foot like a 
bony old photograph. Jenny tries to apologize, but apparently fixing that rip in Blair's dress took just 
enough time that she missed the opening altogether. Meanwhile, Lily and Cece have been on a mad 
treasure hunt going from borough to borough starting trouble and making messes and ordering 
people to go to cotillion or not go to cotillion, in the time that it took Jenny to fix the dress and Blair 
to have like one third of a dance. | love this show so, so much. Alison gives a pretty good speech: "I 
accept your apology, but it doesn't really make it okay. Sweetie. Honey, as you get older, every choice 
that you make defines who you're gonna turn into. So rather than apologize to me, you need to look 
at yourself and ask if you like the person you're becoming.” She caresses Jenny's hair and leaves, and 
Jenny feels bad. And | don't disagree with the content of what she's saying, but it's like, Little J seems 
to have a pretty good idea of the kind of person she wants to be, and she seems to be getting there at 
a rapid constant rate, and most of that has to do with the fact that Blair Waldorf is still a more 
dependable source of maternal affection than your skinny ass, even though she spends most of the 
time swearing blood vendetta on Jenny's head. So think about that, Bancroft-fucker, and get back to 
me. Whenever you feel like it, apparently. I'm just not sold on why and how Alison's feelings signify, 
so hurting them or not hurting them doesn't seem to me to be particularly character-defining as yet. 
My rule is, your parents decide not to parent? They're not your parents anymore. Parenthood is a 
privilege, not a right. 


Even though they're grounded from each other, because another one of Alison's notions we all need 


to go along with is her marriage, Rufus calls Lily's phone. She's standing at the top of a stair, looking 
down at the crowd as it leaves; Rufus tells her about Cece's visit and Lily admits that once, long ago, 
she did receive an offer she couldn't refuse. "| wasn't strong enough then," she says, wonderfully, and 
tells him he never would have understood, back then. "But if | had known you hadn't actually left me 
for him, I..." She begs him not to say it. She laughs, and tells him not to think it. "I can't help myself. | 
never should have let you...let me go." He hangs up and they both feel weird, but down on the floor, 
there's Dan and Serena, kissing sweetly, and she smiles. Dan picks her up in his arms, and Serena 
looks up at her mother, and Lily nods her approval, and everything is perfect for a second. She 
watches him spin her daughter around, and they kiss and clasp hands, and run out into the city 
together. 


=a en Ol=— 


"It's often said that no matter the truth, people see what they want to see. Some people might take a 
step back and find out they were looking at the same big picture all along." This episode really is 
something, from a mechanical standpoint. The directing and the editing are a bit spottier than usual, 
but on paper it's a whirling quaint device. Cece shakes terribly as she lays out her pills and takes them 
with a glass of water; she has the graces a woman needs, and she's still using them to protect the 
people she loves the most. The best lies are the ones in plain sight, or as GG says, "Some people 
might see that their lies have almost caught up to them." 


Nate and Blair are looking totally amazing and having crazy sex. Man, Nate. Good old...good on you, 
Nate. "Some people may see what was there all along.” In fact, we did not have all the facts, like what 
Nate looks like naked. We did not know that part. Down in the street, Chuck's wearing a red turtleneck 
and khaki trench that are easily fifty times gayer than anything he's ever worn. "And then there are 
those other people, the ones who run as far as they can so they don't have to look at themselves." 
Chuck tells his driver to take him to "the airport," which whatever, and GG throws a little non sequitur 
on it for good measure: "And as for me? | can see clearly now." 


So the score is now: Chuck is out, again, Cece really does have the cancer, Jenny has once again not 
learned her lesson about when it's appropriate to be a bitch, Alison needs a sandwich and also to stop 
thinking anybody owes her anything, Lily is about to be sainted, Blair and Nate are back together for 
about five seconds, and Dan and Serena really are the most romantic couple ever. December 19, 
Harold and Roman come back to NYC, and Serena gets Dan's V-card for Xmas. XOXO, see you then. 


1.11 Vanity Blair 


a= (Hele) |] == 


Blair's e-lationship with Chuck veers wildly all over the map when she finds out he's gone silent 
because he's gone to his father's hotel in Monaco for the holidays. What starts as a somewhat flirty 
exchange quickly gets ugly when Chuck reveals his knowledge of Blair's dalliance with her ex Nate -- 
and even uglier once he threatens to disclose their relationship to Nate, who's joined him abroad for 
some gay Christmas canoodles. 


Howard brings his Parisian lover Roman home in the hopes that Blair will grow to love him. Eleanor 
deals with this all in a hell of a lot of style, and even manages to snag a Silver Fox of her own, named 
Jack Roth, with Roman's help. After breaking his leg and bringing in another hot gay dude named 
Freddy to ruin his relationship, Blair finally relents and lets Roman into the family -- but only once 
she's been assured that there's a room in their French chateau for her, too. 


Rufus finally meets the strangely likeable Alexander Bancroft and learns that his wife Alison hasn't 
quite given up the ghost w/r/t her Hudson affair. The family decides to spend one last Christmas 
together, and Rufus decides to make a go of it with Lily. He calls her from the snowy courtyard of the 
Palace, unaware that her boyfriend Bart Bass is upstairs, on bended knee. 


Vanessa gets a story by Dan published in the New Yorker, although it's not the fabled poem "Sluts" 
from the books. To prove how much classier he is in the show, Dan immediately craps ungratefully all 
over Serena's gift, a beautiful and expensive watch. Instead, Serena gets Vanessa to help her plana 
Winter Wonderland and eventually has sex with Dan in it; Jenny and Dan enlist Lily for help in bringing 
a Christmas tree to the Palace suite. The only person who doesn't trust Vanessa's well-wishes is, of 
course, Blair, who threatens her with deadly cuticle scissors. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

Why, it's the Constance Billard choir, singing "Santa Baby" in skimpy-yet-wintry outfits, performing 
the half-hunched, half-slutty scoliotic movements that serve as their goblinesque choreography. | 
never noticed how very flossy are the lyrics of this song! When requesting favors or material gifts, | 
was told by my mother and my father's mother before her, one must never appear to behave in an 
overfamiliar manner! "Santa baby" indeed! 


GG points out that, Upper East Side-wise, one of the signs of the season -- beyond the pandering to 
and solicitation of the Jolly Red Christian God of Commerce while dressed as a sexy Christmas 
stocking -- is the Constance Billard/St. Jude's Bazaar, "where the only thing bizarre are the donated 
items for sale." Beyond Nate's ass and everybody else's sovereign sense of self, Gossip Girl, what on 
earth do you mean? Well, there's an antique butter churn, for example, which Serena notes would go 
well with her beloved loom. She picks up a big furry Cossack hat and plops it on Dan's head, making 
him even more beaver-like than usual, and he slides past Siberia on the way to Talking About Climate 
Change. Serena scoffs, like any good scion of the moneyed elite, and calls him the Global Warming 
Grinch, but he's on a roll: "I'm just saying, Christmas should be white and snowy. I'd even settle for 
Manhattan slush.” Sounds delicious! Scotch, bitters, a pair of Roger Viviers and a copy of The Ethical 
Slut, toss in some gold flakes, shake violently, and serve, while shouting. Shouting? Who's shouting? 
Um, the quickly approaching Vanessa Effing Abrams, both from her mouth and her crazy wild snake- 
filled half-dreaded hair. Security! Pretentious invasion of the bitterly vanishing middle class! Front 
gate! Security! 


... 00 late. You may ask yourself, given that these children attend classes and bizarre Bazaars 
whenever they feel like it due to the lackadaisical Millenial teaching principles of the Constance Billard 
School -- and indeed, the UES's similarly hapless attention to the inexorable precession of day and 


night that most of us consider mandatory -- how it is that Vanessa knew where to find them at all. | 
will tell you: Advanced Placement Stalking & Surveillance. "There you are," she says brightly, 
concealing her GPS tracking device discreetly in her madwoman's reeds. "What are you doing here?" 
They wonder, but they will never figure out the answer. Dan and Serena are sweet kids and good 
people, but not so quick on the uptake. Vanessa hands Dan his Xmas gift: a copy of The New Yorker. 
As Celia Rhodes would say, "Do go on." 


SS HNela B= 


"Thank you,” Dan says -- graciously, note, like a person who has heard of gratitude and etiquette —- 
"But you know | already have a subscription.” (Of course you do. | bet the Humphreys sit around 
reading his copy every week discussing the shows they will never see, the shallow society happenings 
than which they are better, the foreign-language films they discuss at length but cannot understand. 
And those damnable cartoons: How they bewilder!) You might be forgiven for assuming that a simple 
copy of a readily available magazine would suffice, given Dan and Vanessa's shared pride in poverty, 
but you would not be correct. Vanessa hands the magazine to Serena, to more fully realize her 
triumph, and asks her to read the letter -- on official New Yorker letterhead! -- contained therein. 
"Dear Mr. Humphrey: We are pleased to advise you that we would like to publish your short story in 


We 


our summer fiction issue featuring 'Twenty Under Twenty." It's a contest for young unknown writers 
such as Dan Humphrey, Vanessa explains over Dan's ejaculations, and she has procured (through foul 
lies and sneakthievery) and submitted a bit of Dan's no-doubt passionate prose, to the magazine's 
rousing acclaim. Which may or may not be believable, but we are not here to celebrate the mundane 
and believable, and besides, in the books these things happened with hilarious frequency. These kids 
were constantly inspiring new fragrances, pop songs, getting published or acquiring venture capital or 
the occasional three-picture Hollywood deal. This is one of the many wondrous things about Gossip 
Girl. (In the books, the piece published in the magazine was a poem called "SLUTS," and it was so 
awesome. | would reproduce it for you, dear reader, if | felt like combing through the archives here in 
my garret, but I'm afraid the chill Austin winter has sapped me of my ability to care quite that much. 


You'll have to trust me.) 


Dan just about loses consciousness, and Serena's just dying for him, so kind and tender are her 
affections. "I haven't even read one of your stories!" she says excitedly, and Vanessa -- to be sure —- 
sticks her stupid face right up in there: "Oh, don't worry. He doesn't show them to anyone. | swiped 
this one out of his drawer on the pretense of borrowing a stapler." Which she did not return. I'm sure 
she bartered it at the Farmer's Market for a copy of Le Petit Prince in the original French, or a hand- 
dyed yak yurt, or whatever the hell she gets up to when not shadowing our principals like a deranged 
wife out of the misty Gothic heaths. Well, she's not that "into things," as we'll see, so perhaps she 
traded the stapler away for Annoying Lessons. Or free-trade organic shade-grown magic beans. 
Serena notes that the story in question is entitled "10-8-05," but as in her hazy Rolodex of memory, 
all she sees is that she spent October drunk off her ass, and thus cannot connect the dots, she 
wonders aloud what the story might reference. (It has to do with mermaids, as one might already 
figure, should one have ever seen a television show before.) Dan ignores the question, the better to 


lavish yet more gratitude and attention on Vanessa, unto calling it "the best present ever," which it 
totally is, not least because of how violently improbable it is. Vanessa's huge smile is gorgeous and 
agenda-free, but Serena's Spidey-sense begins kicking in sometime around 4-6 weeks too late, and 
behind them all, the Constance Billard Choir continues to pop, lock, crunch, creak, and weave their 
hurly-burly. Imagine, if you will, that the Pussycat Dolls were finally diagnosed and able to compete in 
the Special Olympics, and imagine further that synchronized musical performance were an event: their 
fiercest competition is now finishing their set, in the varied and delightful Charlie's Angels silhouettes 
favored by professional performers the world over. Strike a pose! Mm, you look weird. Strike a more 
flattering pose! ...No? 


SS 1G s} = 


Alison accompanies Rufus out of a cab as he loudly complains about their cab-taking ($32), and she 
fires back that he was willing to wait an hour for another subway (nominally $2, but factor in please 
the opportunity cost in waiting with ADD man-child Rufus and the pointy low blood-sugar of 
Alison)...and they immediately run into Lily and Bart Bass before even getting through the gate 
(PRICELESS!). It's awkward as hell, because the last time Bart saw Rufus he was kissing Lily to make 





Bart jealous at Eleanor's party, and the last time Alison heard about the prenominate Eleanor's party 





canoodling, she nearly threw herself off_a pier. (But given her Avian Bone Syndromeand the fact that 








her name is written in Satan's Book, you know that bitch would float. All the way back to Hudson, 
Alison could float, God willing.) After a thousand weird stares, glares and thoughts of affairs, Lily 
closes herself off and imposes a long, nervous, creepy silence before dismissing the Humphreys and 
dragging Bart Bass away by his cravat. Alison manages to make Lily's relationship with Bart whore- 
adjacent, but at least Rufus explains that she’s been dating him -- much to Rufus's quiet chagrin -- 
for a while already. I'm quite torn, because on the one hand, | do love the romance of Lily and Rufus, 
but on the other hand, | wouldn't wish Rufus on my worst enemy, and Lily is most assuredly not my 
enemy. | wish a person could have an adult relationship with another adult where actual talking 
happened. They should make a TV show about that sometime. Although given what TV has taught us, 
that could only occur on the SciFi network, which implies giant reptiles, or Loud Diamond Phillips in a 
spider dimension. Also, it would be boring, so let's keep things ugly forever. 


Inside, where the weather is -- I'm told -- "so delightful," Bart Bass points out that (barring the total 
Rufus & Lily Love) these things would be less horrific if she'd just let the world in on their relationship. 
Lily says she's just now beginning to trust him again, after the fakeout with Paulette Cho, whom | miss 
dreadfully. He reminds her that this was a misunderstanding based on his son Chuck's neurotic 
hypersexualized confusion, and then threatens to do something awful if she doesn't publicly commit 
to him soon. "What are you waiting for?" he asks, and she responds -- not by saying, "Rufus's scrotum 
to descend," as she should -- by screaming Blair's name and ushering her over. They airkiss, and Blair 
gingerly asks Bart after Chuck's welfare. Meester, as ever, plays a really subtle game here: Blair is into 
Chuck and wondering where their constantly texting and fucking relationship has gone, while 
simultaneously worrying that he's going to tell Nate about their relationship. What she doesn't know, 
and won't know for a bit, is that Chuck knows about her liaison with Nate last week: she just thinks 


she broke up with him and ran off yelling, like she does to several people several times every episode, 
so there's no reason for him to be upset as far as she knows. "Charles," Bart informs her, is at the 
Bass's hotel in Monaco. "I have my staff keeping an eye on him, and I'll join him for New Year's,” Bart 
says, oblivious to Blair's crestfallen loss of focus and immediate recovery. "| was wondering why he'd 
been so quiet, and Monaco answers my question. Lovely to see you two. Bye." She runs off, all 
preoccupied and confused. Her boyfriend that she is not in love with, note, she's not really concerned 
about his whereabouts yet, but her boyfriend she hates, he ran off in a big gay red turtleneck, and 
that's what's upsetting her. 


—— Page 4 —— 


Blair texts him immediately: "Monaco, huh? Anything | need to know?" This is so confusing, because it 
gets all mixed up with her mom's relationship with gay Harold, like, in addition to forcing a raging 
eating disorder on her, Eleanor has not managed to teach her daughter a thing that every girl should 
know by high school, which is that if it looks like a duck and quacks like a duck, eventually it will 
leave you for a Frenchman, because it is actually a duck. And yet the show is not admitting the total 
gayness of her boyfriends, so that's a false positive on her mirroring of the relationship, except then 
the show keeps setting up these parallels. You've got Eleanor who has a pretty simple and mutually 
loving relationship with her gay husband, and a somewhat more complicated friendship with his lover. 
And you've got Blair, who has a pretty simple and mutually loving relationship with her future 
husband, and a more complicated friendship and romantic relationship with his best friend. But then 
those two parallel lines cross, because Blair's also getting abandoned by her father and her "real" 
boyfriend, and getting into complicated drama with the other boy in each set. But all the boys, they 
keep running off together and not answering her phone calls, no matter who they are, how old they 
are, or how gay they admit to being. (And we won't even get into how her relationships with all four 
men are actually connected to Serena, or manage to involve her as an indirect player.) So the gay 
thing actually cancels itself out, and you've just got Blair with a thousand lines converging directly on 
her migraine, all alone. In this episode specifically: every time something happens or changes with her 
father or Roman, Serena will appear, and that phone goes ding! and the story with Chuck changes 
again. Watch. 


Serena comes running up as Blair's simultaneously clearing her text window and realizing that her 
father's plane landed 27 minutes ago. Blair brandishes giant candy canes -- a Waldorf 
father/daughter tradition -- and heads out to catch a cab, with Serena chasing behind her, shouting 
French encouragement. Out on the street, Blair screams at a taxi cab as it passes her by, and explains 
that Eleanor has welcomed the gays into her home for Christmas Eve, but has reserved (in keeping 
with Thanksgiving) Christmas Day for herself, her daughter, and poor old Dorota. Serena is her usual 
sweet, exuberant self, crowing that least Blair will have a couple of days with Harold before he 
hightails it back to the Continent. "No, it'll be more than just a couple days. I'm gonna convince him to 
stay in New York," says Blair, just asking for it in a very Jenny Humphrey manner. She calls Roman a 
“phase,” but not the gay kind: "My father belongs here. With me." She assures Serena that the 
relocation to France was only intended as scandal-avoidance. "Time to come home, don't you think?" 


As a cab finally pulls over for her, she remembers that Serena wanted her help with Dan's gift; ever 
more important now that Vanessa has managed the most impossibly, implausibly "Dan-like present 
ever.” Blair shrugs, hilariously: "Why don't you just buy him a new outfit for Cedric and call it a day?" 
They giggle, Serena notes Blair's characteristic lack of interest in the Dan Issue, and they wave 
goodbye. 


= Page = 


Harold comes running into the House of Waldorf, shouting his Blair-Bears and accolades to Blair- 
Bear's wondrous beauty. He then reveals...Roman! Blair goes into her usual Disappointed WASP 
routine: sadness, excitement, Firestarter amounts of rage in reps of three, taking occasional breaks 
to faire la moue. Huge awkward hug and a fake smile, and then Roman drops some wildly French 
farce bullshit like a bomb in the sudden brittle si/ence: "You are still perfection. Delicate, yet full with 
flavor, like amacaron." Proving once again that her breeding far outstrips our own, Blair manages not 
to run shrieking from that little speech. Eleanor shares an elaborate WTF with her daughter before 
choking out a tittered "Imagine my surprise when the elevator door opened and out popped both of 
them!" Harold suggests that this is the perfect opportunity for Blair to get to know Roman better, and 
she responds by giving him his giant candy cane, and only a painful moment later offering the other 
to Roman. You'd have to know Blair pretty well to grasp where her eyes have just suggested he shove 
it. Roman is pleased as punch, Harold is touched, and Eleanor and Blair just stare at each other like 
reluctant tricoteuses. 


Rufus is rocking a shorter haircut, kind of dorky-cute, which manages to take years off while 
simultaneously turning him into a fair approximation of a model citizen. He and his wife exclaim 
loudly at their son's sudden writerly success, and Jenny -- whose dialogue elves have once again 
fallen down on the job this week, after a promising beginning -- notes that now that he's got his 
publication and his dream girl, he might as well just die now. | won't disagree, but | don't exactly 
think he's peaked. Dan, in a bit of plot frommage, then begins picking up Christmas cards at random 
and reading them aloud, for no reason. He only gets through one (from "The Smiths," inspiring such a 
flaccid bit of "humor" from his wooden sister that | won't dignify it with reproduction), gets about 
halfway through a letter from Alexander Bancroft, the Hudson Wife-Fucker, before realizing what he's 
holding, and going cold all over. "Alison, meet me on the 24th..." Firstly, who reads that fast without 
comprehending what they're reading? People that can barely read. Secondly, where did A.B. send that 
letter from, 1782? Who commits anything, much less extracurricular courtly fuckery, to paper? | know 
| have some stationary around here someplace, and | could probably rustle up a stamp, but certainly 
not for something | wouldn't trust to email. If | were additionally a whore in need of such things, 
which | am not. Rufus takes Alison six centimeters to the left for a laughably dramatic "aside," 
prompting Dan to remind his dipshit drama queen parents that they live in a one-room loft in DUMBO 
and thus can hear everything that their stupid asses are saying. Man, for one brief second that hurts 
me in the feminism, | wish this were 1782. Back when women and not Nate were chattel, you could do 
some fucked up things to Alison for this. | still have nightmares about the mysterious cupping torture 
in Dangerous Liaisons, but if it were Alison, | just call that Hilarious Christmas. Over Jenny's 


satisfyingly sad, crestfallen disappointment, Alison assures Rufus that it is over with Bancroft, and 
thus they are finally -- for about the fifth week running -- ready to just be a family. Rufus is like, 
“Humphreys, we are not going to let your mother's whoredom ruin Christmas." Even Christmas itself is 
like, "Nice try." 
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Central Park, where Blair is wowing at her mother's ability to be okay with the surprise gayness of the 
season. Instead of pointing out that her capacity for forbearance is implicit in the red cape-cloak from 
Mongo that's threatening to consume her body and soul, Eleanor's like, "What would you have me do? 
Scream? Turn our daughter into a giant bulimic sociopath? Act like a scorned wife? I've had years to 
get used to your dad's total gayness.” Harold and Roman chitter-chat about old-man gay stuff, and 
Blair's like, "Roman doesn't even know how to ice-skate! Take him away with you! Drop him off at a 
nail salon on your way to the meeting!" Eleanor explains that she is not to be arsed about getting 
Roman away from Blair, cutely, because she has to "mentally prepare” for her big meeting with the 
CEO of an Underpants Company. Everytime they drop the name of this Underpants Company, take a 
drink. At the end of the night, you too will find that prancing around with your boobs hanging out and 
marrying Seal seems like a good idea. Roman's tiny gay French ears perk up: "[Underpants Company]?" 
(And you would not be particularly faulted for thinking that this is a total diss, because in fact it's 
super dumb to think that this show, in a real economy, would come anywhere close to Underpants 
Company, because they have Underpants Company in every mall, large and small, and it's kind of the 
Forever 21 of underpants, so there's no real cachet. But just as you know that when Paula Abdul takes 
a refreshing sip of Cola Product she's really drinking moonshine, you know that when they say 
Underpants Company, they're really talking about something like La Petite Coquette. Or whatever is 
flossy-flossy, | admit | just picked that name out of a copy of Forbes; | don't claim to know anything 
about Lady Underpants beyond what Oscar De La Hoya wore to my last Christmas party.) Eleanor 
explains to Roman that she's designing quote "a line of retro-chic sleepwear and lingerie,” which 
sounds cute, as long as retro means like fifty years, and not a hundred. Blair says she's very much 
looking forward to the samples, because apparently she and Serena are both planning on flouncing 
around the Xmas tree looking like hookers tomorrow morning, and then totally tosses Roman at her 
mother like a tiny gay French grenade: "Why don't you tell Roman all about it?" 


Having gotten rid of her mother and soon-to-be stepfather-in-civil-union, she pounces on old Harold 
, telling him how awesome and bulimia-remedial it is to have him in town, after her mom so crudely 
blocked him from coming to Thanksgiving. He asks after the ever-handsome Nate, who he just 
adores, and she explains that Nate's in Connecticut with his mum. And if you hadn't already guessed 
that Anne Archibald and Nate's maternal windfall came from Connecticut, you don't know your New 
England stereotypes. "He said he would try to catch a train and make it to the party tonight," she says, 
not even noting the giant asterisk that attends every promise poor old Nate ever makes. They talk 
about how the annual party is just one more thing Harold gave up when he gayed up, like, how do 
they even keep all these parties straight enough to miss one particular one, and he tells her he can't 
very well attend, because of his inability to be two places at once. "You know that chateau near Lyon 


that | told you about?" They bought it, the two of them. "The house is flooded with light. The 
fireplaces are big enough, | mean, you can walk into them. The gardens are incroyable." |s Blair's dad 
secretly David Rakoff? | wouldn't move to France for anything less than Vanessa Paradis. Or...] can't 
think of any other French people! Go see The Golden Compass instead! 


== HAGE == 


Some totally hot old Silver Fox type approaches Eleanor and gazes longingly at her, asking for 
directions to the skating rink, for his -- he takes pains to point out -- niece-child. Eleanor's like, 
"Fuckin’...it's right over there, idiot!" She doesn't know too much about flirting, see, because she just 
got divorced a month ago, and most of the flirting she did before then was with her gay husband, in 
lieu of having actual sex. Dude admits that the "throng of children in mittens" should have tipped him 
off, and then lingers for a long time like he's waiting for a tip. Eleanor stares at him like he's stupid or 
blind or something, and he finally peels off and walks away, casting yearning glances back over his 
shoulder. Maybe he's just wondering why she's dressed like a holiday float. Roman points out that the 
handsome man was flirting with her, and she pronounces this "absurd," but he totally, obviously was. 
And Eleanor is a very pretty woman, she has expressive eyes and a lovely mouth, and the fact that 
she's minorly crazy, well, when you're getting up there like old Silver Fox, maybe you're willing to let 
that slide. Roman thinks to himself, "[Something sneaky and romantic that will get Eleanor off my 
back, in French.]" 


Eleanor notes, at the rink, that it's going to be awfully dull for Roman to just sit and watch the father- 
daughter skate; B recommends going to the petting zoo and feeding the sheep. Roman asks if 
perhaps he couldn't just join them, crashing one more imaginary Blair party, and Harold and Blair -- 
with differing degrees of enthusiasm -- agree that this is a great idea. Harold runs off to get him 
some skates, and Blair does the super-WASP Slow Burn for about the sixth time this outing. Her 
sneakiness and worriedness are at about a 50/50, with top notes of insane jealousy, which anyone in 
experienced in Blairology can tell you is the Perfect Storm. | hope Roman lives. Serena did, but just 
barely. Just Blair-Bearly. 


Vanessa is managing, for once, to work her insane outfit: a purple shirt under a leopard kimono- 
shrug. It's so very Vanessa but she looks great. Dan's got a pile of New Yorkers near his open laptop 
in what would seem to be the only coffee shop in New York. Just tell me where Vanessa works, and | 
will get my coffee elsewhere; it's not that complicated. Serena approaches and wonders if he's 
autographing the magazines and selling them on eBay, because he's so poor, and he stutters through 
the explanation that he's looking at previous people who've been published in the magazine and 
generally working himself up to a coffeeshop literary masturbatory frenzy. As one does. Dan 
complains to Vanessa that he can't possibly top her gift until he rigs an Oscar for one of her 
documentaries. (Oh yeah, she's also incredibly talented in the books, just like the rest of them. She 
will go ahead and film a black-and-white 30-minute film about pigeons eating condoms, and 
invariably some mogul will be like, "Kid, you got moxie.” It's actually fairly hilarious, like, Serena goes 
from book to book being a muse for all kinds of people, and Blair too -- fashion, rock stars, 


parfumeries —- but then, in the topsy-turvy world of the books, Dan and Vanessa, the artsy sucky 
ones, have to be contented with national publication and movie deals.) "You got in on your own 
merit," Vanessa says. | like her in this episode, actually. "The only gift | gave you was to lick a stamp, 
and as for me, the annual Dan Humphrey Christmas CD Mix is more than enough." So sad, so true, so 
Vanessa and Dan. He's pretty adorable agreeing that his Xmas Mixes are truly the bomb, and that 
Vanessa has very low expectations from life. 


= |EYe[s (3) = 


Finally alone, for the nonce, Serena squeals and proffers Dan's present. And you know whatever is in 
the bag, Lonelyboy's going to douche out, because that's what he does. "What's in the bag?" he asks, 
but you already know the answer: Your failure, in gift form. "Perfection! Look, | know it's not 
Christmas yet, but open it, please. | can't wait. I'm too excited!" Oh man. So he opens it, and it's some 
kind of rich guy watch that cost a billion dollars, weighs 87 pounds, and looks like a tank you wear on 
your person. | love those watches. Dan? Not so much. He's not really into things, per se, because all 
things are sour grapes to his broke ass. "I noticed the other day that you don't wear a watch, and then 
it occurred to me it's because you don't have a watch, and you're gonna need one to be punctual for 
all the meetings with editors and publishers now that you're a fancy...and apparently, self- 
important...writer." He goes into a fugue about how he never had a watch before, but on this show | 
can't see what good that would do, because you never know what time or what day it is anyway. 


Poor Serena immediately takes note of his crestfallen, self-important disappointment in her 
thoughtful and beautiful gift, and assumes that it's for a valid reason: "You don't like it. You want the 
brown band..." He's such a dick | can't even believe it, but again: it's not that he's bad, it's that he's 
too real and | can't abide his realness. "No, no, no. | love the band. | love the whole thing. It's the most 
amazing watch I've ever seen," and it is, it's the most amazing watch ever made, "But | can't accept 
this." UGH. | thought we solved this problem. Serena does the obligatory, "it's more of a gift for me 
because | had so much fun picking it out for you,” which is the rule for situations like this, but he's 
not having that. "Serena, | buy a book for my dad every Christmas. | think the most elaborate gift I've 
ever given has been a pair of rubber boots from L.L. Bean." Which: gross, first of all, and I'm sure they 
were for Vanessa's ass, and secondly, you buy your dad a book every Christmas, huh? How sweet. And 
then we all sit around the campfire sewing clothes for each other and talking about how not into 
"things" we are. | hate the Humphreys so much. I'll buy you a book called How To Win Friends And 
Influence People In Ways Other Than Making Them Feel Like Shit Every Time They Do Anything Nice, 
And Thus You Won't End Up In Williamsburg Married To Vanessa With Stupid Self-|mportant 
Montessori Children Eating Granola You Made Yourself Out Of Bitterness And Bohemian Bullshit. And 
yes, | know they have that at Powell's, but | will buy it at Wal-Mart just to prove a point. 


== |7ile[s C) = 


"So then | overdid it?" Because as usual, the problem here is not Dan's basic ingratitude or inability to 
let a moment go by without making things awkward and useless, but Serena's inability to...what, 
exactly? | do not know. Be less rich or less comfortable with her life, and more willing to pretend that 


money matters and tells you who and what you are, like in Dan's life. The reason class warfare only 
rarely comes to much is that the only people interested in engaging in it are people like Dan, with no 
money and even less clout. "I think even your underdoing it would be overdoing it," says Dan, just in 
case you thought you were supposed to root for him this time, or any time. Serena tries desperately to 
be sweet about this, because it's not a dialectical argument: he is caught in a rich/poor binary and 
can't deconstruct his way out of it, so it's his way or the highway, and the highways are ruining our 
delicate environment and green spaces, so it's his way. She asks him to set the rules, since this is all 
his game and apparently buying gifts for the people that you love is evil: just tell me upfront how 
much I'm supposed to spend, where I'm supposed to buy it, and how to barter my wares for it at the 
Farmer's Market. The deadline, they decide, is tomorrow morning (also known as Christmas, which is 
when they should be doing this anyway), and the spending limit is a paltry fifty dollars. Which isn't a 
lot to me, and I'm poor as hell, but is probably a lot for Dan and his stupid family in the DUMBO loft. 
She's disappointed, but making it work. If it were me, | would set aside the rest of his gift money and 
buy Blair something awesome, and then prod Blair into showing it off to hurt Dan, which wouldn't take 
much, and then let him do the math. And then | jet off to Aspen with Blair and Nate and if Dan got 
weird about it | would just say, "Don't worry about it, you're just poor. Right?" Vanessa stops her at the 
door and offers to show her Dan's favorite used book shop, and Serena rightly tells her to get a firmer 
grip on her horses and let Serena be the girlfriend for like five minutes. To Vanessa's credit, she takes 
this sweetly in stride, but not so much to Vanessa's credit, honestly either way she wins: either Dan's 
intractability regarding reality will cause this errand to destroy Serena, or her gift -- which already 
won the grand prize -- will win by that much more. 


Rufus enters a publick house, as mentioned in the troublesome correspondence of A.B., and sees a 
very cute Ralph Fiennes-type sitting at the bar with his garters crossed as in the fashions of the day. 
"Sir, might you be 'Alex'?" he asks this worthy gentleman, and with a flourish the gentleman gives 
assent. Yes, he is the selfsame Alexander Bancroft of the letter. "And prithee," asks this worthy fellow, 
"Who might you be?" Forsooth, he is Rufus Humphrey. "Zounds!" exclaims the fellow. "Unless your 
wish is to be carried out of here like a blackguard, | surmise the best course of action might be to 
absent yourself from my wife, and leave off your attentions.” Alexander Bancroft, heretofore known as 
A.B. in these proceedings, begs the angry artist and merchant to settle himself. "Sent you a letter unto 
my home? To my wife, at the DUMBO loft where we make our primary residence? Where my children 
do even now bend and tremble with the extent of their mother's whoredom? Whatever it is that you 
two have shared and tendered, it has now ended. Acquaint yourself with the facts!" Alexander 
Bancroft begs, worriedly, for the intemperate Rufus to sit himself down and share a cup of ale, but the 
Humphrey Man will not be assuaged! "She asked of you to let her alone, and to take your leave!" With 
compassion, the altogether appealing and seemingly blameless Bancroft shakes his head and 
considers the Humphrey Man kindly. "| do beg your pardon and clemency, good sir, but that is not 
what your good wife said when last we spoke." Rufus begins to shake like the very timbers under a 
gale: "Excuse me. You spoke to her?" They gaze, each upon the other, and realize Alison's whoredom 
has outplayed them both, in capacity for endurance and in base mendacity. Methinks Rufus will be 
swiftly forgiving, for, what has Alexander Bancroft vouchsafed him but the answer to a prayer, on the 


wings of a dove as white as the Lily? 


= Pager Ol —— 


At the rink, B's hating on life and Roman is fucking up the ice, dangling from Harold like a spastic 
ornament. Harold is awesome, lovingly murmuring: "Damn it, you can do it. You can do it. Look at all 
these children. They're skating around fearlessly. Come on!" Roman mentions that the stupid skating 
children have a lot shorter way to fall. | grew up in Phoenix and Albuquerque, though, so even 
Roman's windmilling capers look like Olympic-level ice dancing to me. Harold asks Blair for some 
assistance for his wildly flailing SO, and she finishes up her text to Chuck, begging off that her laces 
are undone. Chuck's response: "Only 1 question: how did you fake ur virginity for N?" Her jaw drops, 
very adorably WTF, but | mean: WTF? Harold sends Roman solo across the ice for a hilarious sequence, 
with Harold yelling encouragement, Roman flying straight at her in total peril, and Blair beaming a 
huge smile, arms outstretched. It's terrifying. "Blair! Come give us a lesson!" At the last moment, Blair 
still smiling hugely and sweetly, a poisonous missive still written on her pocketed phone, she sticks 
her foot out just right, tangling Roman in a web of evil and pratfalls, and he goes down. You 
just...have to love her. "Spotted spinning at Wollman Rink -- the Blaircapades. All the grace of Nancy 
Kerrigan, but packing the punch of Tonya Harding,” gloats GG. She makes a super sad face and skates 
over, while Harold cossets him in Frenglish. Roman protests his own clumsiness and Blair sweetly 
helps him up and away from the ice, joyful, fakely sad, hilarious, adorable. 


Getting into the Waldorf elevator later, B is once more piqued. "I cannot believe that Daddy decided to 
stay with Roman instead of having tea at the Carlyle with me. The ER Doctor said he would make a full 
recovery!" Heh, like Harold would be all, "Laters, cool?" Eleanor points out that she and Blair had a 
wonderful time, injury included, and Blair apologizes. "It's just not the same. | don't understand how 
that French fox stole my father, and your husband, and always seems to come off like a—an innocent 
lamb." (And, as seems to happen at least once an episode on this show and on Satt/estar Galactica, 





Blair elides the /s/ between "fox" and "stole" in such a way that really, she's calling him a French fuck. 
Loves it. Eleanor muses cattily that Roman was not always so innocent, and Blair jumps on it. 
Eleanor...who knows how much she knows, ever? She plays this scene like she's just being 
scatterbrained and carelessly gossiping, but you could say the same about the emotional abuse w/r/t 
the eating disorder too, so who knows? She's a beautiful, ugly enigma. "Well, when | first met him, he 
was going out with this model named Freddy, and Freddy was a horrible scoundrel." Blair, who knows 
a thing or two about scoundrels v. nice gay guys you might marry, plays the perfect note of innocent 
and naive interest. Eleanor expounds almost wistfully: "He was absolutely infatuated with him. Freddy 
had him under some kind of spell. | was the one who got him to break out of it and turn his life 
around." Stop and do a toepick on that line, because it's heartbreaking. "Don't mention Freddy to your 
father. It is a sore subject." Blair immediately asks Freddy's last name, throwing up one last red flag 
that her mother will ignore, and as the door closes on them, Eleanor does this hilarious face, like, 
"Whhhaaaa?" 


== IFES Il) == 


Into the House of Humphrey comes stalking and stomping the Humphrey Man of the House, and to 
Alison's exclamation that his telephone has been turned off, Rufus turns a gimlet eye. "I kept your 
date for you, with Alex. He's actually a pretty cool guy...other than the fact that he's in love with my 
wife." Alison looks at the floor, like maybe that's where she misplaced her sense of propriety or honor. 
"He told me about your phone call," says Rufus. And you know what, if her ass had stayed in Hudson 
none of this would be a problem for me. | believe in marriage, even though it's kind of a White Only 
drinking fountain in the current clime, but mostly: you left, so leave. | hate wishy-washiness. | would 
not be lying if | said that | would never have had a problem with Alison if she'd not come home and 
gotten Jenny's hopes up again. Although it's been worth it to see Rufus squirm. Also, her ponytail in 
this scene looks totally cute. "He...felt that | owed him an explanation, and he was right." Here's the 
explanation: "You are a symptom of my tackiness, and | have cured the disease." It's not like this is 
the first time that this has ever happened: she left her husband, went to pursue art, got lonely. It's not 
that complicated. Rufus wonders why she didn't tell him that part, and she totally lies like scum: 
"Because there was nothing to tell!" Um, do you even know what married is? That's totally on the list of 
topics you should chat about. "I told Alex that | was back with my family, and to stop calling." | bet if 
she'd sent it in some kind of letter it would have gone better. "Dear Alex: Please stop calling me, but 
also, keep calling me, because all of us desperately want out of this family. Also, | am hungry for 
some food. Signed, So Very Weak." 


All the bullshitty lies and bavardage out of the way, Humphrey Man and Humphrey Woman ask some 
very pertinent, very grownup and responsible questions that make me proud of them both, and this is 
a good scene thanks to them, although they should have asked them, um, about six episodes ago. 
Which, since it's this show, could have been yesterday. "Would you have come back if Jenny hadn't 
shown up to bring you?" A: No. "If | hadn't, would Lily be here right now?" A: Yes, for the love of God 
and little white tulips. These are two excellent questions, and they're both finally brave enough to ask 
and answer them, and | give them credit for that. Alison's pointy little face summons up the class to 
note that she does in actuality suck, and Rufus brings it in for the micromanaging explanation of shit 
that the audience already knows and doesn't need saying: "I guess by turning our backs on these 
other people, we thought we could fix ourselves." And Alison completes the equation: "A: Maybe other 
people aren't the problem." Right. "Maybe we changed." Wrong. Maybe you didn't, and haven't since 
junior high, and have thus ruined lives all over the place. “And at what point do we admit that no 
matter how much we want it or how hard we try..." Alison completes the thought: "It's just not 
working." It's less a question than it is the actual answer. | loved Julie Cooper because: she got 
pregnant with Marissa, and that was the end of Julie Cooper (while Kirsten got an abortion, and didn't 
get stuck at quite that same place). Julie stayed that age, that romantic dreamy Jimmy-loving age, 
barely out of high school, for the rest of her life (note that her happy ending was finally finishing 
college). And really, all three of these, Rufus and his blondes, are in the same place, basically: they 
weren't done being kids, but then they had kids, and went on three separate but sad vectors, and now 
this story is the chance for all three of them to grow up. Whether or not they should have been adults 
at that time, 17 years ago, is not the point: we need to know that they have the option now, and | love 
that. 


== IEG! 12) == 


Dan and Jenny are sipping some delicious Only Coffeeshop In NYC coffee while she browses GG.net 
and wonders why she's not headline news today. Dan approaches her for not the first of many times, 
wondering if she's ready to talk about it. One way | will never talk shit about Dan, even when he gets 
irritating about it, is the big brother thing with Jenny. We never got to see that on The O.C., because 
Seth and Ryan had a vested interest in being equals, and everybody else was basically single-child 
households -- and even when they combined, Kaitlin was Taylor and Summer's big sister anyway. 
"Dad said he didn't want to ruin Christmas, that's all I'm trying to do," says Jenny, and credit where it's 
due: that's cool of her. Dan assures her once again that she has him as a resource, to the point where 
we all kind of know that he's the one that wants to talk about it. But because it's Dan -- great 
wonderful sweet silly Dan -- he wants to "talk" in such a way where he can reassure Jenny and thus 
reassure himself through a speech, when really Jenny's WAY too self-involved to actually care, plus 
she knows she fucked up bringing her stupid mom home in the first place. They look at various 
websites for Serena presents -- it's the 24th, mind you, so this is an empty and pointless pursuit -- 
and none of them are even slightly appropriate, so there's a whole Humphrey of BS filler where Jenny's 
like, "Look, a year of cheese for $600," and Dan is like, "| would make my own cheese if | could,” and 
Jenny's all, "You're gross because you said 'make my own cheese'!" and | swear, entirely different 
people are writing this show for the Humphrey parts, because it's always like this: laborious and 
nonsensical buildup to a laborious and irrelevant punchline. 


| believe that Jenny can be awesome and that the Humphreys one day won't feel hammered into the 
awesomeness of this show. Santa Baby, I've been an unbelievably good boy this year. Please, bring me 
a Humphrey storyline that doesn't feel like the queerest filler in the Sovereign Republic of Queerdonia. 
You're halfway there: just marry Lily off to Bart Bass, ship Alison off to Hudson or Hell or something, 
and get Jenny to bitch out on somebody other than her parents, and you're golden. Dan and Serena 
already make each other interesting the way it is, and | love their romance, so just get it done. 
Assorted Humphriana leads into the self-evident fact that Serena's Xmas is going to suck no matter 
what, because she and her mom and boobyhatch brother are living in a hotel suite, to which facts Dan 
responds as if he didn't even think of that, and then it's decided: though the Palace does not allow 
Xmas trees (for real, that is a dumb rule) and you've got it. And we've seen it already so we know 
what's going to happen, and it's going to look totally awesome, and Dan is great and whatever, we're 
done here. Dan and Jenny will give the van der Woodsens a Christmas tree and thus spackle over their 
hideous existence. You know, | don't have a lot of native Xmas spirit. My Christmas is what | call Scary 
Christmas: the "Carol Of The Bells,” everything lit with candles and white-only tree lights, lots of 
velvet and everything sounding like it's coming from underwater at the end of the year. But one thing | 
could count on with that other show | keep mentioning is the amount of Xmas cheer you get: every 
year, somebody saves Chrismukkah -- Ryan gets a stocking, Lindsay makes yarmulklauses, 
everybodywakes up from their comas -- and you cry a little bit, and it's so wonderful and you're part 





of a family. And | just realized it's unfair for me to expect Chrismukkah from this show, even though 
there is token effort in that direction with the whole Gift Of The Magi thing that Dan and Serena do for 


each other. But really, what | want is every single character on the entire show in one room wearing 
silly hats, because that's how my Christmasses usually go, and that's Chrismukkah to me. Give mea 
hug! 


= IPte(s) Is} 


Also Blair, who's sitting in her constantly evolving bedroom listening to Chuck's voicemail message 
("Leave a message, and | might listen") and begging him not to tell Nate about their constant dirty 
sex. "Chuck, you are not answering my calls, to torture me | am sure, but please." She once again 
hangs up and of course Serena immediately enters, because that's B's whole life: boys, Serena, Dad. 
The nominal reason for demanding that S visit her in the middle of the Xmas Showdown with 
Lonelyboy is to get Serena's login for her modeling site of long ago. Because the internet is 
mysteriously connected to itself and this will somehow serve B's madcap designs on her father's 
relationship. Serena protests that she did like one print ad for Gap when she was twelve, but 
devotedly enters her password for Blair. The energy in this scene is wonderful, because Serena knows 
Blair is planning something fucked up, because Blair is only ever planning something fucked up, but 
Serena will only ask about one-fourth of the questions she's begging, because usually it's best not to 
get too involved. And honestly, back in the day of Bad Girl Serena, that was wise because you know it 
would service Bad Girl Serena, and now it's mostly to keep her hands clean. Mostly | love how fiercely 
they love each other, where Serena can just sweetly rest her head on Blair's shoulder and wait for her 
to finish her demonic shit without even asking. 


"BTW," Blair says aloud and in real life, "you're late." Serena reminds her that she's lucky Serena came 
at all, as though she wouldn't have even on Xmas Eve with Dan pretentiously hovering, which is what's 
happening. "Any idea what you can buy for under $50 these days?" No. That is a dumb amount. A 
McSweeney's. Assassination Vacation. All the hipster Brooklyn things | can think of, Dan already has, 
plus he's not into "things." Blair's like, "A single entrée at a mid-priced restaurant? Three-quarters of a 
DVD box set?" She offers, offhandedly, a pair of those Wolford stockings she's always wearing, but 
Serena knows even Dan's not gay enough for that. Although if Vanessa bought him Wolford stockings 
he'd be like, "| was wondering if | could get on Cobrasnake or Vice with just a fucked-up amount of 
hair gel and some eyeliner, but this puts me over the top.” And honestly, if you doubt the veracity or 
common sense of GossipGirl.net at any time, | would refer you to the bewitching Cory Kennedy, who 
is onlya name you know because of real life GG.net. "| don't know. Why don't you buy him a gold 
money clip from Cartier and say it's $49.99? He won't know the difference." Word. Problem solved, 
since it was never actually a problem except in Dan's pointy little insecure head. Blair dials Freddy 
Parnes's agency with S's head on her shoulder: "I'm booking me a model." Serena's like, "I'm content to 
wait and see what the evil fruits of this incomprehensible plan actually are before | pass judgment." 


=— Page 14. —— 


That Damn Coffeeshop, at night. Serena approaches Vanessa's jigowatt smile with quote "hat in hand, 
tail between my legs and off [her] high horse," and Vanessa smiles down at her from her own horse. "I 
spent the entire day searching for the perfect gift for Dan. Now all the stores are closing, Christmas 


day is looming, and, um... | need your help." | love this: "Turns out | can't even pretend to know what 
self-important poor people are into, and you're the most self-important, and the poorest, so let's do 
this." Vanessa allows as how she could take this opportunity to gloat, but won’t, which is kind of like 
taking that opportunity squared, but does at least inject into her passive-aggressive one-upmanship 
that she likes Serena, which is a step toward her salvation. "| found a first edition J.L. Hall book, an 
original Italian poster of The 400 Blows, and a Montblanc fountain pen." All of which, V agrees, are 
very thoughtful -- and they are, | mean, Truffaut's self-important phallocentrism is what Humphrey 
Men are made of, along with snips and snails and speeches, second only to Rabbit Angstrom himself 
-- but all of which exceed by some large amount $50. Which is dumb, because | mean, Serena can at 
least count, and all three of those are perfect gifts, so WTF, but Vanessa gets right the fuck in there 
with the irritating: "Right. Well, Dan's not really that into 'things."" Right? So fuck it. Give me a grocery 
bag, some Cray-Pas and twenty minutes and I'll have you begging for actual "things." 


Eleanor Waldorf, full of gifts and smiles and welcome, kissy-kisses all the grownups in the world not 
named Humphrey to her wonderful -- and Underpants-Branded -- Christmas soirée. She talks up the 
Underpants Tree with its Underpants-Branded lipstick ornaments, barf, and offers eggnog. 
Meanwhile, Lily is receiving a call from that Rufus. "Hey," he says, "It's me.” She's superbly 
noncommittal as he admits that the whole running-into-each other thing at the Constance Billard 
Loom and Churn Festival was weird, and she agrees, "Especially after our last phone call." She reminds 
him, though that call was totally sublime, that they're not allowed to talk...BUT, if there's something 
he's got to say, in his adorable man-child way, he should go ahead and say that. "Is there something 
you want me to say?" he asks, earning himself a punch in the face. She asks him to be a grownup 
instead, all, "Okay, pussy, why are you calling?” and he biffs it, wishing her a happy holiday. No nookie 
for you. You had me, and you lost me. Lily lies and says she's flying to Anguilla with Bart immediately, 
for sex and presents, and he can languish in his wussy life forever. Immediately after hanging up on 
his ruthlessly sackless ass, she's like, "Blurg. Anguilla. What is the matter with me?" | think it's Random 
Urchin Friendly/Unmanly Syndrome, myself, for which the only cure is Husband Number Five. That 
might actually kill him. 


== I7E1G(S) [5) == 


The Silver Fox enters Chez Waldorf with a gift, freaking Eleanor the heck out. She rushes over to him, 
like a hostess, and then demands to know what the fuck he's doing these, which is somewhat less 
hostessy. "Well, | was hoping to see you again. | thought it great good fortune that Roman tracked me 
down at the skating rink and extended an invitation." You did, did you? "Great good fortune," you 
thought it? I'm in. Come on, Eleanor. She shakily invites him to enjoy the party, and sprints off in the 
opposite direction. And the stars in his eyes... What if there were something more romantic than the 
hash Rufus has made of Lily's brain? You're soaking in it. 


Eleanor gets very Blair around the facial area as she tracks down Roman and demands to know what 
the fuck he was thinking, inviting strange men to her home. Um, what he was thinking was, "Eleanor's 
So great, except for the intense emotional abuse of her daughter -- what if she had sex with a hot 


straight dude, and thus discovered how great sex could be, and then left us the fuck alone to have a 
life without her and her psycho daughter constantly trying to destroy us?" But what he says is, to be 
fair, more diplomatic and way cooler: "Jack came? Go talk to him. Bring vodka." Which honestly is the 
correct and short answer to a very long, sad question: "You have before you two men: one wants to 
bone you and the other does not. Get over yourself." But E's not having it, whispering, "You practically 
picked him up off the street!" Roman shakes his lovely head. "And but then | googled him, and his 
name is Jack Roth [not Cyrus Rose, so no Aaron yet], a prominent hedge fund guy with offices in 
London and Barcelona." Which, points for trying, except hedge fund jokes are over, and also were only 
ever funny in the under-35 set. "And he finds you very attractive." Which, she's gorgeous, which is 
why surrounding yourself with gay dudes, who are constantly pairing up, is a bad idea, especially in 
the fashion world. "Well, that's no excuse, and | am doing just fine without your romantic help." 
Roman asks the very pertinent (and impertinent) question, "Are you?" Which...is mean and fucked up, 
but also material to the case before her. 


"Eleanor, we've been friends for a long time." She kind of laughs, but not in a way where it's not true. 
"Since before Marc Jacobs went into rehab.” And you know, | really, really like the whole relationship 
between Eleanor and her husband and Roman, and | like how they expect us to follow along, how she 
was married to a gay dude and dealt with it, and was friends with this supermodel and knew it was 
going to screw things up, but dealt with it, and then her husband ran off with her friend, and she 
dealt with it, and all of these things have happened in the last year, but she dealt with them. | like 
that. | like how even though the absconding just happened in the last year, she was already well aware 
of the deals she was making. That's so real, and not just in the world of this show: that everybody's 
got burlesque and there's not a marriage in this world where you don't take the easy way out in order 
to make it work. That makes her staunch and, if not perfect, admirable at least. Nobody is in a place 
to judge somebody else's families, because everybody's got a thing we avoid in conversation. 
Honestly, | think it characterizes why I'm so mad about this show: it's easy to say, "Rich people, meh. 
You don't have to worry about it, because rich people suck and their lives are secretly horrible behind 
the mask." Because that's true. But the show takes the next step, which is that behind every mask is 
an actual life, so you're dumb for just getting off on the fact that their lives are weird and sucky, or for 
thinking that people deserve misery for having more money than you do. You can take it at that level, 
and enjoy it, but the real truth is that behind the money and the mask, these people are still people, 
and dealing with shit that makes the money unimportant. My dear friend Karen was talking a while 
back about how of course | love this show, because it chops off most of Maszlow's hierarchy and says, 
"And then what?" 


== IAEVG(S) I) == 


I'm comfortable in a world where the usual tragedies and wars and fights and terrors happen ina 
place where survival, food, shelter, are not the issue, but the pain and fear and ugliness are exactly 
the same. If you had no material worries in this world, you'd still feel fucked up and weird and wild 
the majority of the time, because people fuck each other up regardless. And that means we're all 
equal, and all equally fucked up on Christmas, which is why nothing Dan pulls is really that awesome 


to me, but also not that big a deal to me. He appalls me a lot of the time, but | can't get too exercised 
about it, because he's asking the right questions about the wrong stuff. It's just privileging one kind 
of pain over another kind of pain, and | cannot abide that: you will never get anywhere in the scale of 
compassion until you disregard that particular money-related criterion. Pain is the asymptote and 
we're all trying to angle our way away from it. Like how the real similarity between E and B, or you and 
me, is Eleanor's ability to turn universal truth into a powerful weapon: "Friends don't steal other 
friends' husbands." And at this, Roman is sad, but not too sad, because Roman knows about 
burlesque. Whether it's the world of money you're getting excluded from, or the world of love 
between two people, as in Eleanor's case, you have two options: get over it and let Serena buy you 
dinner, or a watch or whatever, or freak. Go for the Silver Fox or let yourself dangle uselessly from 
your totally gay husband. Either way, your happiness is at stake, and either way, you're the one doing 
it. 

Sorry. You know who looks great? Blair. She's wearing a cute oldster white dress, and an insane red 
velvet headband that looks like a crostini. And what she's doing, speaking of her mom and her various 
friends and lovers, is trying to track down Nate (Harold), to see if Chuck (Roman) called him yet. "Did 
Nate say where he was going? No, no, don't disturb Mrs. Archibald [further]. Um, I'm sure he's on his 
way here now. All right. Thank you." No he's not, and you know that. But it's Blair, and she's just 
retreating to knowns. Sure, her dad might be world-destroyingly gay, and her mom might be 
freakishly okay with that while simultaneously freakishly not okay with that, and sure, her quasi-BF 
might have disappeared once again, along with his BFF, but in doubt, assemble the knowns. 


Eric, Vanessa and Serena are all cuddled up doing...shudder...crafts on Blair's bed. Already the 
Brooklynization of Serena has begun. Get that glue gun away from her before she graduates to 
knitting! "Dorota's gonna kill you if you get glue on that comforter,” Blair intones, and Serena 
apologizes for turning her room into an “art studio." Oh God, the horror | felt when she said those 
words. This has the stink of Abrams all over it. Vanessa finds something on the internet that causes 
Eric (don't you miss Eric?) to giggle and Serena to gush all over her about "how amazing Vanessa" and 
"thank you Vanessa” and "you're a true friend Vanessa" and all the other phrases that tell you Serena 
has had enough to drink. Blair goes from happy to suspicious in the time it takes Vanessa to say, 
"Good. I'm glad | could help. | think he'll really love it!" Like...1 love Leighton Meester. It's literally like 
two different people are operating her face sometimes. She goes from beaming with Serena-love to 
Destructive War God in five seconds, and nobody sees it. "Vanessa? | think I'd like to help with this 
little project. Would you come and help me find another pair of scissors?” It's like she's talking in all- 
caps and bolded, but still with a huge smile on her face. | got goosebumps. Vanessa also gets those 
-- and again, to her credit, she takes it in stride, with a not-showy rolling of the eyes and a parallel 
shrug, as though mentally saying to herself, "I might die in the next three minutes, but by God Dan 
will have his Christmas miracle" -- before rolling off the bed and into B's bathroom. The About To Get 
Fucking Awesome Meter shoots up to a nine of ten, or what we call a Mean Girl Orange Alert. 


== IFES II == 


In the bathroom, Vanessa is beginning to look a bit worried. Mostly this is due to the fact that Blair 
has picked up a gleaming pair of barber's scissors and is toying with them like a cat with the head of 
a small woodland creature. "It's so nice, what you're doing for your friend Dan. Helping his girlfriend 
make his Christmas present. Serena isso grateful, because she likes to see the best in people. /like to 
see the truth." | only took Latin, French, Spanish and Ancient Greek in school, but | did get born 
speaking Blair, so I'll translate: "It's cool that you've pulled the wool over Serena's eyes, because in her 
current phase of Not Being An Evil Whore, she enjoys thinking she's making friends. You and | know 
better. So even though | respect the level on which you're playing, | know that | could kill you right 
now and Serena wouldn't be too upset about that, although it's in her best interest to think you're on 
the level. On the other hand, you're not really a problem for me right now, so you can live. Be afraid." 
Vanessa, cracking a bit around the edges of her remote lack of self-interest and total investment in 
Dan's relationship with Serena, blurts out a paltry, "Oh yeah?" Um, yeah. "I think you like Dan a little 
too much. Just thought | should let you know someone's watching. Merry Christmas." Vanessa literally 
flies all the way back to Brooklyn without her Birkenstocked feet once touching the ground, as Blair 
continues to toy maniacally with the cuticle scissors, and back out the bedroom. Serena's like, "What? 
Bye, you're the best! XOXO!" Blair, having brought her particular flavor of Christmas Cheer And Death 
Threats, heads back downstairs as well, just as Lily (LILY!) is heading into the room. 


Even Lily feels the chill, saying hello to Blair without looking her in the eye, and then addressing her 
children on the bed. "When you two are done hiding up here, I'm taking you both out for dessert." 
They protest: Dan must be satisfied! Within his bullshit hipster qualifications and rubric, which are 
neither necessary nor appropriate. "This is important for our family," Lily promises. "It'll just be the 
three of us." Serena knows that this means it's three plus one, one being the dude she's about to 
marry. | love how even the show itself can't muster much of a protest against Lily's serial marrying of 
rich dudes. | mean, seriously. "Whoever it is, | don't care. I'll just meet him at the wedding," says 
Serena, hilariously. Lily, as usual, takes these bald accusations of Lilyness in stride: "Fine, fine. Then | 
will just tell you who it is, because you're gonna be seeing him around from now on. It's Bart Bass." 
BTW, Lily is pretty tipsy and thus even more adorable in this scene. She finishes off this jaw-dropper 
with a cute sip of her champagne, and looks at her blonde children like, "Did | just blow your whole 
mind? Me too!" 


== I7EIG(S) I) == 


Eric and Serena blurt simultaneously, "Bart Bass?' This part is awesome. Serena abjures her mother 
that under no circumstances may Lily even date Bart Bass, and Lily points out that one second ago, 
Serena said she didn't care who it was. Eric is adorably outraged, like an expensive puppy: "He only 
has one facial expression! He scares me!" Serena chimes in, for the crowd favorite line this week: "And 
he raised Chuck. That scares me." Word. Word word word. They've planted Bart as somehow not the 
problem with Chuck -- all he ever says to his son "Charles" is "Stop being gross and Stop fucking up,” 
which are the things Chuck does wrong, but so very well -- and yet, this show pays so much attention 
to family and history and stuff that | have no doubt we'll see the ugly side of Bart soon enough. | think 
Bart and Chuck's Mom are the problem there, because Chuck's problem is one word long and it's 


spelled W-O-M-E-N, which in a family situation like Chuck's means usually that the divorce was 
hideous and Chuck was on the losing, which is to say his mom's, side -- and has since jumped the 
fence in the attempt to get his father's favor. We'll see, but | bet I'm right. Lily accuses Serena of 
being, “as usual," overly dramatic. | can't think of one case that we've seen where that's the case. In 
other news, she's hardly "marrying Bart," because after all, this isn't her first rodeo. She knows that 
prior to snagging the rich old douche, you have to pay lip service to how it's so very "casual," and 
anyway, she's not asking Serena's permission. If it were up to Serena, we'd all marry poor people. She 
leaves all sassy and champagned deliciously to the hilt, and Eric and Serena look at each other. Which 
would give me pause, because | imagine, as their parent, | would be thinking something along the 
lines of: "Well, last time | tried to kill myself and you went slutty and abandoned ship. | don't...really 
know where to go from here. Maybe we are overly dramatic." 


Little J and Lonelyboy hustle a Christmas tree down the boulevard, giving mad Humphreiana about 
how they stole the tree for Serena, or didn't steal it, or something something, he left a donation so in 
theory they didn't steal it, like this is the post-Apocalypse looting and whatever. A whole lot of words 
for not a lot of stuff. Then some cadgy Humphriana to get us back to the topic, which is Rufus and 
Alison. They talk at length about how Jenny's plan to get Alison back to DUMBO was stupid and made 
more unhappiness for everybody, blah blah, and how if she had not done this, she and Rufus could 
have been happy for years in their fantasy that they were a family. For once, Dan says more witha 
look than he does with the endless talking, and they agree that truth is better than lies, even when the 
truth is awful. | can't recap it because of Jenny's deplorable acting in this scene, so I'll just say that | 
love Dan Humphrey, and don't let anybody tell you different. It's not his goodness or his earnestness 
that | despise. It's just that...Dan is like looking at an x-ray or MRI, stuff inside that should stay inside, 
and | -- and the rest of the cast -- have developed a lot of bullshit layers and lies so that the Dan part 
doesn't get out. That's like the definition of culture: don't let your Dan talk, ever, or else you're 
heading for some seriously messy shit that somebody is going to have to clean up. The Dan part of a 
person is the best part of any person, but it's also the part that rules and etiquette and the entire Blair 
persona have been developed in order to hide, and when Dan drives me nuts it's because I'd rather 
not, but secretly he's always there, trying to bust out of us all. And within the story, | daresay that's 
why the people in Serena's world hate Dan too: he's like this giant Visible Man that comes stomping 
through things saying true stuff that everybody already knows, showing you viscera and the colons 
large and small, and this is stuff that everybody has spent years covering up, and it's just too awful to 
look at. He's like the Dwight But that doesn't make the opposite true, which is why this scene -- 
terrible embarrassing acting aside -- is actually pretty neat. Dan is my favorite for the exact same 
reason that | hate Dan the most, and either way, Little J is sad and half-smiles and nods, and gets one 
step closer to being the total bitch that you have to be. 


== IFE1G(2) IG) == 


B texts lazily on a divan while Eleanor gets potted and pissy, and finally heads over to deal with Silver 
Fox Jack. "So. You... Ice-skate?" Jack allows tactfully that he sometimes does this, although she's 
"much more talented” than he is, and Eleanor hands him an Underpants Store giftbag. "Well, | haven't 


skated since ages, but | used to love it when | was a girl." He tells her that he must have been very 
beautiful, out there on the ice, and they're both being so courtly and cute that they could very well be 
talking about the literal Ice Age, but before | can get all wrapped up in Jack Roth, Freddy the 
Scoundrel of Roman's Life enters, and he is mad hot, so screw it. Eleanor excuses herself from Jack's 
side and demands to know WTF Freddy is even doing there. Which again is the awesome grownupness 
of her and Harold, that she would be like, "How dare you interrupt the gay happiness of the man that 
broke my heart and my gay French frenemy who ruined my family?" He tells her Roman invited him, as 
instructed, and Harold and Eleanor both freak out about that, but Roman whines for a second that he 
is no longer a total slut. (Freddy gives an awesome speech like so: "How does one explain the 
indescribable pull to see an old lover, to feel that jolt of electricity?" You go, girl.) Harold wigs and 
Roman freaks and Eleanor, of course, figures it all out: it wasn't Roman, obviously, but Blair. And | 
have to wonder what on earth she was thinking: this is a very complicated plot, like, she was just 
hoping that by creating enough chaos, she could somehow get all the things she wants? That's very 
Blair. “If | fuck it up enough, I'll be able to recombine the pieces in a smart way." B gets scared as 
Eleanor demands that Freddy tell the truth, if he wants to be the featured model in her spring catalog. 
He gives up the ghost -- that Blair promised him a cruise and to renew his gym membership -- and E 
tells him to fuck right off, because he's off the call list. That's sad, kind of. She throws him out, and as 
classily as one can, he thanks her for the champagne, and she wishes him a Merry Christmas. Then 
both Waldorfs turn to Blair, who actually looks afraid for once. "Looks like daddy's little girl isn't sugar 
and spice and everything nice after all." Gossip Girl, have you been paying attention? 


Eleanor begs Harold not to kill their daughter, but Harold is still stuck on how Blair is so super-sweet 
and would never intentionally destroy anybody, like she does in every episode. Eleanor takes the 
shortcut and doesn't bother explaining how that's their daughter's entire MO, and just tells him that 
Roman was never the problem. She wasn't being cruel to him, she was lashing out at Harold, 
obviously. "She was so looking forward to spending time with you alone, and then you show up at our 
doorstep with your lover? Without a word of warning. How did you expect her to react?" Harold's hope 
was that she would act like a person; Eleanor laughs so hard at this that Harold also smiles sheepishly 
and admits that it was naive, like he should have known they created a monster with their total 
narcissism and manipulation. "Blair learned scheming from her mother and unrealistic dreaming from 
her father. She tries really hard to act all grown up, but don't you be fooled. She's still a little girl who 
needs her daddy." Eleanor and Harold look at each other with so much love, and so much history, | 
love it. | would never, as a queer fellow, plan to marry a lady -- not even such a one as Eleanor, or her 
daughter -- but if | accidentally somehow did, she's the one that | would marry. She's so down. "Look, 
be gay all you want. | live there. But when the chips are down, you get your ass in there and fix it. I've 
known both you and Roman for a thousand years, and I'm the one that turned our daughter into a 
scary monster, so | know you're the only one that can fix it. If you love Roman, help me help you help 
Roman to live through Christmas. Because his ass is dead unless you fix this." 


== (71G(3 AD) == 


In the courtyard of the Palace, the fucking Humphreys are making asses of themselves with their 


stupid disallowed tree, huffing and puffing and polyblending in front of everybody in their stupid 
Polar Fleece and reversible nonsense. Note please that this is not the last time a stupid ass Humphrey 
will show up in this spot dressed inappropriately, or carrying undue baggage. They drop the tree and 
and discuss how they're going to get it past the "humorless concierge," which character the show is so 
half-assedly interested in making real. | wish his ass was all over the place, like on Samantha Who?. 





They talk about sneaking it in various ways and how very heavy it is, and then Lily appears to make 
everything wonderful as usual. This is ... this is the Chrismukkah moment. And I'm happy for it, but 
this is like the fifth week where this same scenario has been the Chrismukkah moment, so it's kind of 
understated. Instead of like ten angels blowing horns as she appears, it's more like three or two. "Hey, 
Mrs. van der Woods...er...Lily, hi." Lily's heart melts, as did mine, when he says this. "Dan. Jenny. 
Tree,” she hellos. Dan explains about the no-tree policy, "which is why Dan's about to ask you for a 
favor," mumbles Jenny adorably. "Ah. Does it involve distracting Dexter and sneaking into the 
elevator?" asks Lily, positively radiant and adorable. Dan's like, "Yeah." She tells them it won't work: 
"Never. He has the eyes of a hawk, and he takes his job very seriously." Which we've all noticed. "But 
Bobby at the service entrance... | think he could be bought." They smile. "Come." It's been over ten 
years, but every Christmas, | just want to hang out with Kelly Rutherford. Even more, this year. She is 
an actual mathematical constant in my life. Lord. 


Pretty sure we're in Rufus's gallery in Williamsburg, where Serena and Vanessa's secret Christmas plan 
is almost fully created. Serena tells her that Dan's just texted that he's on his way, and she squeals her 
Vanessa-ward thanks. "It's really no problem. And since there are no problems, | should go." You 
know, Vanessa is great this week. She's still Vanessa and it's not cheap, but you really see the 
awesome side of Vanessa and how strapped to the wheel she actually is. Vanessa, all you have to do is 
not break into people's houses and | will love you. | support your love of Dan and your mostly sweet 
ambiguity about Serena, | really do. Just stop creeping about and we'll have a triangle I'm not biased 
about. She's fucking gorgeous, smart, quick, and funny. Serena begs her to stay, and Vanessa's like, 
"A) No way, gross. And B) All you have to do is plug it in, so what am | for?" And again, like every 
week, who knows how much Serena knows, begging her to stay and "see Dan's face.” Does she know, 
is this a power play even above the usual Blair games? Or is she just honestly being sweet and 
knowing they both love Dan? To keep it interesting, | want to say that Serena is at least fractionally 
fucking with Vanessa, but that's not how we're playing it so I'll shut up. We've seen Blake Lively play 
hella complex so it's not that she can't do it, so this is a choice, so let's go with it: part of Serena's 
New Paradigm is that if she's not a dick, then neither is Vanessa. "I'll tell him how much you did," she 
promises, and Vanessa -- understandably -- begs her not to: "It's your present. Just enjoy your 
night." Which frankly is where Vanessa becomes the good guy in that exchange. Poor old Vanessa 
watches from just beyond the door -- baby steps -- as Serena twirls and dies of joy, in the room that 
they've made, and finally leaves. And what they've done is awesome: fake snow blown around with 
fans, a simple pallet on the floor, cutout snowflakes on the walls, and a projection on three walls of a 
snowy forest. That is so totally tight, and given they already have all the supplies from that 
installation a while back, really good use of their resources. | give Vanessa an A- for the week, 
because craftiness does come in handy, and she really is martyring herself in a way not even | can 


complain about this week. 


= IK Al] == 


B calls Nate, but has to hang up on his voicemail when Harold knocks and enters, about to do the 
right thing. | mean to say that once again, the show trades Nate and Harold for each other with barely 
a breath to stop and think. "Can | come in? Our flight leaves in a few hours. | wanted to say good- 
bye." He sighs and sits, and the love for his daughter just sings through every movement, it's great; 
never more so as she carefully keeps herself just beyond his touch, as we've been doing for 
generations, so that he'll try a little harder. Dads work a certain way. He asks her forgiveness for 
playing it this way, and springing Roman on her, but levels: "| knew that having him here would be 
hard for you, but | love you so much, and | love Roman, and | was hoping that if we were all thrown 
together, that something...perfect would happen, and that you would love him, too." That's Blair 
language, that's Blair talk. "If | combine these chaotic things into a room, something perfect will 
happen, but | don't know what it is." Which is kind of what Vanessa told Jenny to do, although it 
worked out in that case even weirder. Blair finally tells him how her plan was to fuck up the entire 
universe, like every week, and this would somehow result in him moving home, except for how he 
bought this gay vineyard and probably they're going to get gay married. He sheepishly admits that 
gay marriage is next on their gay agenda, and thus the destruction of America, from way over in 
France. "Great," she scoffs. "There's no room in your life for me anymore." He hands her a CD, tied 
with a ribbon, and motions toward her computer: "Sweetheart, there is always room for you. No 
matter where | am, no matter who I'm with...this is part of your Christmas gift." 


And oh, maybe a little bit of that old Chrismukkah Spirit after all. The CD is full of pictures of a 
gorgeous estate, right outside Lyon. "Your house in France. It's very nice, Daddy; I'm sure you and 
Roman will totally enjoy it." And Harold shows her the room they've picked out and decorated, just for 
her. The place in their lives. There's a cute picture of Roman, holding "a cat named Cat," just like 

in Breakfast At Tiffany's, which was Roman's idea. "So...Merry Christmas, sweetheart. We're hoping 
that you'll spend the whole summer with us." Blair's actually touched, down to the bottom place where 
she misses him all the time. The whole summer. She's so beautiful. 


Serena brings Dan into the art space they created, the snow falling blown by fans, the snowflake 
cutouts, the projected winter wonderland. "Merry Christmas. Do you like it? Do you think it's cheesy?" 
The things that they give each other: the appearance, the burlesque, of Christmas, over the 
environmental issues interfering with real Christmas: this is how their relationship should work, 
24/7/365.25: | will give you the fantasy that we can't really have. Because of the Palace, because of 
global warming, | will give you the fantasies we have in common. He takes off his jacket and is 
beautiful, coming into the fantasy, boggled. "I had help from my elves,” Serena giggled, doing exactly 
what Vanessa wanted, as sweetly as possible. Dan sits on the bed and explains that her secret $50 
present is back "at home,” but that his real, his Dan, his perfect present he could have offered all 
along, his gift he could have given her that would have taken all the stress away, the watch and New 
Yorker and all of it, that answer to a prayer: he has it here for her, now. (And honestly, this makes 


Vanessa even better this week, like maybe for all time, and if you didn't already assume that the "10- 
08-05" story was what it was, this is pretty Christmukkah, for everybody at once. Vanessa gave Dan 
and Serena the story of Dan and Serena. As she will for the foreseeable future. That's pretty cool.) 
Serena unfolds a series of spiral-bound pages and realizes it's the story. "Um. Well, | was accidentally 
invited to a birthday party where | met a girl. She only spoke two sentences to me, but I've never 
forgotten her." Serena finally realizes there's a level of weirdness/sweetness about Vanessa's gift that 
nobody could have expected, and they kiss. Vanessa gave them both the gift she wants most. 


== IRC) Ye = 


And frankly, at this point, with the snow in their hair, there's not much to say. In the middle of a 
forest which is both unreal and more real than they realize, with no burlesque at all, with the history 
of their love continually unfolding around her, back two years and into the future, Serena finally 
makes love to Dan. And outside the box, outside the burlesque and the gift of snow, up on the 
rooftop, it begins to snow for real. The snow comes falling down, the lie becomes truth, the story 
stops being fiction, snow falls on New York, inside the gallery and out. When Blair and Chuck made 
love, | made a big deal about it: once you start taking off clothes, if you're brave enough not to stop, 
you see the person for real. The film falls off the projector, and it stops being a story you tell yourself 
and starts being a story nobody tells at all. And here again: in the middle of a video forest, in the 
middle of imaginary snow, the story turns true, further than Harold and Eleanor, or Rufus and Alison, 
or any of the stories grownups tell so they can go on living. The snow comes down, a gift from 
heaven. It couldn’t have gone any other way. Where they meet is the end of lies and the beginning of 
whatever happens after that. It's completely awesome, really. And you know | hate romance, and Dan, 
but sometimes stories come true, and it's good. This is one or two of those stories. 


Snow blankets the city on Christmas morning, fictional snow made real, and Serena and Dan wake 
together, on a bed in the middle of a forest of snow. "The arts and crafts were impressive, but how 
did you manage the real snow?" Serena giggles into his shoulder that she's well-connected, and Dan 
tells her that somehow, she has managed the best Christmas ever. | won't complain. They rouse and 
go home, before their families wake up and the stories start ending. 


Eleanor walks Jack to the door. YES! He whispers to her, in the Waldorf foyer, and she giggles into his 
shoulder, that she is a marvel, and that it’s a wonderful surprise, to find men like him wandering 
Central Park. What a perfect Christmas morning for her! And the boys enter, Harold and Roman, and 
wish them a good Christmas morning. And it is. They're so happy for her! "The flights were all 
canceled because of the weather. | wanted to tell Blair in person." They beg Eleanor not to worry -- 
that they have rooms at the predictable Pierre -- but Eleanor waves them off, still wanting to hold Jack 
Roth. They'll stay Chez Waldorf, as they should have all alone. Eleanor promises to call Jack, smiling 
back at the gays: "I'll be spending Christmas with my...family." Which is a gay joke, but also an 
excellent promise. She's proud. She should be. She has managed to wrangle a family out of thinnest 
straw, out of disappointment and fear and pain and dreams gone all kinds of wrong. She deserves to 
be proud that she's still standing., and with so many beautiful men in her foyer. You make your deals. 


Blair comes down and rushes to her father's arms, and welcomes Roman to Christmas, and they head 
in. "Come on, you," says Eleanor to Roman, and ties a ribbon around what she has made. 


ES IIG[2) As} == 


Serena enters, finally, the Palace suite, which now contains a wonderful tree, topped by a huge red 
bow even bigger than one you might find on Blair's head. Dan already gave her the best gift 
imaginable: tangible truth of a long-term love affair, so recently requited —- but it's a fucking suave 
touch, and one that gives Lily and Eric something they needed too. 


Rufus looks crazy hot in a red aprob and grey-brown Hensley, buttoned up like a college kid. He 
looks at Dan with a sneaky grin, and gives him obligatory hell for coming home so late. The message 
Dan left said the "tree shenanigans" were taking all night, but he didn't think it was literal. As though 
Dan is capable of being figurative. "Big production. Uh, luckily Serena's mom was there to help with 
the plan." Rufus realizes that Lily lied about Anguilla, and then that he has no room to talk, and thus 
goes silent. She never knows how his relationship with his wife is doing! It's constantly confusing! 
Alison and Jenny enter, sniffing chocolate chip waffles -- because in DUMBO we eat waffles at every 
meal, | repeat -- and Rufus grins: "With hot caramel sauce. Your father's Christmas specialty.” Jenny 
giggles, knowing full well this is a Christmas present for her specifically: Rufus is going to run off to 
the gallery so that Alison can spend the day with her beautiful children, before leaving town again. 
One last Christmas, with no lies and no surprises. It's not ideal, but as Eleanor or Dexter in the Palace 
lobby can tell you, it's more than enough: it's perfect. All four Humphreys are sad, but willing to live in 
one last Christmas with no lies. 


The Weepies -- remember when the Weepies were just something you liked, and not the voice of 
Christmas? My God, | loved them so much back in my Vanessa days two months ago -- play as Gossip 
Girl welcomes us to the closing montage: "Hear those silver bells? It's Christmas time, in the city. 
Some families actually do make the yuletide gay, managing to leave their troubles far away..." How 
subtle of you, Gossip Girl. | see what you did there. Blair, dressed in Underpants’ finest, opens her 
mother's gift of a giant cape, and thanks her again and again. "Oh, look! You look like a brunette 
Catherine Deneuve! Quelle magnifique! Apparently Roman can't think of any French people or 
phrases either. Blair sits down next to Dorota, showing her how to use the phone she bought her 
second mother: "It's so we can text. Do you like it?" Dorota thanks her, and inwardly rolls her eyes. If 
you were Dorota, it would be easy to blur the lines. | wish Blair were my daughter, even 18 hours a 
day. You wouldn't even have to pay me much. 


-- Page 24 -- 


"Other families have a merry little Christmas even when their troubles aren't so far away..." meaning, 
of course, the Humphreys, where they're giving Rufus hell on the why and wherefore of his leaving 
Xmas morning so Alison can be with her children. The parents are sad, and ashamed. But they are 
also right, and they love their children. And honestly, there's a lot to love. You could do a lot worse 
than Dan and Jenny. I'd want to spend one last day with them too, if | were Alison. And she looks so 


much more beautiful than she ever has. She is more lost than Lily or even Eleanor, if you think about 
it. How much of it is Jenny wanting a mommy and how much of it is knowing that neither Rufus nor 

Alison is capable of being alone? They apologize, which is one gift, and they love, all together, all at 
once, which is really the only thing Humphreys are good at. 


"Some presents might end up getting returned..." Bart gives his lover's son Eric a Florida sweatshirt, 
recalling how much the kid loved Florida, back when he was lying to cover Lily's ass about his mental 
patient gig. "Yeah. Wow. Uh, number one fan. You know, I'm...I'm sorry | didn't get anything for you, 
Mr. Bass, but, uh, | didn't know you'd be coming for Christmas." Mr. Bass begs him to call him "Bart." 
Sooo scary. "But some gifts are for keeps," Gossip Girl giggles. Serena -- dressed in severely 
Underpantsy Underpants -- runs gracious circles around the tree, trying to make Bart Bass feel at 
home, like she always does and always will. "Eric. Serena. | just want you to know that | have deep 
feelings for your mother,” Bart begins, and just then Lily's phone rings. Serena takes pains to point 
this out. "Um, Lily, you're not gonna want to interrupt this moment." Really? He kneels: "Other 
presents come when you least expect them,” says Gossip Girl. Out in the courtyard, Rufus shivers, 
snow all over his sexy Henley, talking to voicemail. "Hey, Lil. You know everything's closed on 
Christmas? Diners that claim to be open 24/7...it's false advertising.” Lily looks at Bart down on the 
floor and shivers. "And everyone knows the biggest present comes in the smallest box," says GG, 
enjoying this more than she ought. 


"So, uh, Alison's leaving. She's spending time alone with the kids. And | seem to have walked all the 
way from Brooklyn to your doorstep without a jacket, in the snow." [PS: Bullshit. | mapped it out on 
Google Maps and it's 7.1 miles to the Palace at least, and Rufus Humphrey is not a hardy man. I'm not 
sure | could do it, and I'm a bearish twice his weight.] "So what the hell? | miss you...and | have been 
missing you for a while." He hangs up, the victim of his own stuff. "Lily," says poor Bart, "Would you 
do me the honor of being my wife?" Her phone alerts again: Rufus has left his sad little message. Lily 
looks from Bart to phone, Bart to phone, begging the writers to have finished at least one more script 
before the strike... 


== I7EG[S) 45) == 


Harold focuses his camera: Eleanor, Roman, Dorota, beautiful Blair, all screaming "Frommage! 
Cheese!” Perfect. He captures a picture of this sudden, miraculous family, and | suspect wonders how 
long it can last. | admire what Eleanor's managed to do here, but | have no illusions about it. "Then 
there are those boxes you wish you had never opened," cautions GG. Blair gets a text message: Chuck 
(fully dressed, gaily) with Nate (nude) on the beach, cuddled up tight: "Don't worry, B. Who would | 
tell?" Which sucks, because Blair went from missing Chuck and not caring about Nate, to missing 
Chuck and having him crap on her about Nate, to missing Chuck and having him threaten her with 
Nate. All of which are, frankly, within bounds, even if she doesn't know that Chuck knows that for the 
brief time she broke up with him at the last party she was finally getting Nate in bed, sealing what she 
thought was one of a number of deals -- only to realize Chuck had a reason to be angry, because she 
didn't know Chuck knew about her hookup with Nate. What becomes a burlesque to prove she's not 


into Chuck has just become his prime weapon against her, and now the party can start. "Have a holly 
jolly Christmas," says GG. "XOXO." 


Jan 2, something bad is going to happen at school. Chuck is going to tell everybody not to talk about 
the thing, and it's going to threaten Dan's scholarship or poor-person exemption, or whatever Dan's 
deal is. Blair's going to threaten V for something we can only assume is awesome. But tonight, 
everybody gets the family they deserve, and secretly want: Blair gets a surfeit of dads, Eleanor gets 
some actual hope, Lily has suitors galore, Dan and Serena are once again doing great, and everybody 
else seems relatively content for once. | hope your holidays are way less interesting, and at least 
equally joyful. XOXO. 


1.12 That’s Just What You Are 


== (AGe I] == 


Another weirdly structured, complex plot without a whole lot of layers, like “The Wild Brunch," but 





enjoyable enough for the acting alone. Blair gets bored and commandeers Serena's school key -- left 
over from a previous affair with the swim team or something -- to throw a midnight pool party. 
Horseplay leads inexorably to concussion and near-asphyxiation for one roughhouser, just like 
momma said, and before you know it the whole cast is threatened with expulsion unless they expose 
the effer that brought the key in the first place. 


Nate gets himself suspended throwing himself on yet another futile Blair grenade, thinking the key's 
hers. Chuck, Vanessa, and Blair play a complicated game of threats and bribes when V videotapes the 
two main effers discussing their effing behind N's back. Long story short, Chuck's going to have it out 
for Vanessa now, and Blair just literally paid her literal rent for the literal next year, but Nate's still in 
the dark. Where he is thriving, as usual. 


Dan sets up a straw man moral argument where somehow he is better than you over and above the 
usual amount that he's better than you, to the additional total of infinity. Chuck and his father work 
out a backroom deal to save Serena, thereby invalidating her own brave facing of the music. Why do 
they do this? Oh, because Serena talked Lily out of dating Rufus, so she's marrying Bart Bass instead 
-- which excites Chuck, because "incest" is like the one thing on his list that didn't get crossed off in 
Monaco. If you know what | mean. 


Next week: Nate finds out about B and Chuck, and evinces an emotion. And oh, is it time for the 
pregnancy scare storyline already? Awesome! XOXO. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

I'm just so worried about Elyse | can't think. Man. Okay. So last time, Alison strapped on her broom 
and headed Hudson-ward, Lily was presented with the choice between Bart and Rufus, and Blair 
threatened Vanessa's cuticles and well-being. Now, there's this pool party happening at Constance 
Billard, and Gossip Girl would like you to know some true things, like how "on the UES, it's easy to 
think that the world is exactly as it appears -- refined, elegant, imposing.” GG doesn't know we've 
been watching her eponymous show, | take it, because that's like her whole point: "Sometimes, all it 
takes is a little key to open the door to the wild side." And that little key is called waking up in the 


morning. Or tonight, a literal key, like a princess fairytale key on a red silk ribbon, which somebody 
drops on the floor before it all goes crazy. I'm talking martinis, blunts, people in bathing suits with 
their bare skin touching bare skin of other people...Kati and Isabel wearing those awesome rainbow 
plastic-flower showercaps like a Lynda Barry cartoon... It's like if your grandma tried to explain Studio 
54, is how not orgiastic this orgy turns out to be. 


Blair's paddling madly with her zero-percent body fat to stay afloat when the giant deltoids of Nate 
attack. He asks why she's avoiding him, since he returned from Monaco after his holiday getaway with 
their boyfriend, and she stutters to the point where it's like the lyingest lie ever told even though she's 
basically like, "Huh?" He reminds her about how they totally did it after deb ball, but she classily 
avoids pointing out that she only had sex with her boyfriend, him, in order to prove some kind of 
point having to do with their shared boyfriend Chuck, who ruined everything to prove some kind of 
point to Nate and Blair that they should not be together. Chuck is like that bisexual girl in every 
apartment complex anecdote that turns the girl gay so that she can have the boyfriend, only in this 
case, he gets it all. Blair's turned on and kisses him back, and the music is pretty happy about it, 
because this show believes in them. Meanwhile in the background, Kati or Iz is twirling around in the 
pool like she hit her head. 


Chuck looks possibly the greatest he ever looked. Which is funny, because he's wearing some kind of 
red-striped seaside "bathing costume" with printed shorts and a skinny-strap tank like some old guy 
in the background of Babar's Day At The Beach. He looks like somebody's French dad. Also, he is 
wearing sunglasses not only at night but indoors, which is a double shot of Chuck right there. It is 
utterly, madly perfect, and about twice as hairy as a child their age deserves to be, which note me not 
at all complaining, but on the other hand if you put the whole Sur-de-Francois look and the total 
body hair onslaught together with Blair's "natural musk" quote from awhile back, he's like fifty times 
more rapey than usual just sitting there in the lifeguard's chair. 


== PAG) 2 == 


Apropos of nothing, Blair strides up and starts screaming about "Enough with the blackmail!" and 
chasing away the young lady he was currently seducing. Slow as slow, Chuck takes off his sunglasses 
and looks at her like she's a crazy person, which is what she both is and is acting like. Her point is 
that she's doing her best to ignore Nate until Chuck calls off the attack -- which, as it would for B 
herself if she didn't have a hockey stick or implement of death handy, amounts to lying in wait, 
leering, and generally letting her drive herself crazy. He gives us the backstory that in fact the 
"avoiding" she's been doing is part of the blackmail: "I didn't say forever, just until the sight of the two 
of you together doesn't turn my stomach." She asks when that will be, and the entire viewing audience 
is like, "Never!" (Beat.) "Unless Nate gets naked again!" 


Chuck encourages B to practice "patience and restraint,” lest he come down on her like a sack of 
rapists, and she begs him to torture somebody else. He'll find somebody, but until that point -- about 
five seconds, I'm guessing -- she's the lucky winner of The Chuck Is Shadowing My Every Move 
Creepily Sweepstakes. I'd be creeped out, | guess, but the fact is that he's playing the Blair game really 


well, whether or not he's in love with her. She's a power player just like him, and vicious just like him, 
and he's probably playing this nicer than she would. Actually, she was way worse. Blackmail was like 
Day One back when it was Serena on whom she was constantly going apeshit: she hurt him, so she 
has to be broken, and once she says uncle, they can reevaluate. Given sufficient money, time and 
energy for drama, and no legal recourse, and we're all playing by Blair's rules anyway: he's admitting 
she's the one in control by playing this weak card, because it's the only card he has, and every shitty 
thing he does in this episode just exposes that weakness more and more. This kind of behavior would 
be totally gross if she was a delicate flower, or he had the upper hand, but in fact she is Blair: she's 
more man than he could ever be, and she's holding all the cards, so it's all actually like totally 
feminist. You say in the Metro Fourth Wave all the boys are turning into girls? No way, man. All the 
girls are turning into boys. And that is fantastic. 


Serena strips down to a totally adorable black one-pieced...garment...you know | don't know clothes. 
It's like, black, with a big Kirsten Cohen industrial metal ring in the middle of it like J. Lo, and she 
looks totally hot. Chuck strolls up and offers to "turn that one-piece into a no-piece," and I'm fine 
admitting that, dressed as he is, as a landed gentry taking a bathing weekend to the coast after 
hunting on a safari, that it would be hard to say no. She tells him to find a "floatie" to bother. 

Where /s Vanessa Abrams? He chuckles creepily and suggests that if Bart and Lily come back from 
South Africa tomorrow engaged, they'll be brother and sister. (So Anguilla was a lie, but then they 
went to South Africa. | bet Lily was totally like, "PSYCH!" and nobody ever heard her laughing about 
that.) "You know what they say -- the family that plays together stays together," he queasily intones, 
and Serena smiles about how now he's into incest, "the universal taboo." She imagines that it's one of 
the only ones that he hasn't violated -- and she doesn't even know what he got up to in Imaginary 
Monaco with Nate! Either way, I'm so sure, Chuck. Three episodes from now he's going to be like, 
"Actually, | was a virgin when | slept with Blair, and this has all been a madcap game of switcheroo, 
because | am the gayest gaywad that ever gayed." He offers to break one more rule with her, and she 
predictably is grossed out, but honestly | don't think she's buying it any more than we are. He leans in 
for a kiss and she smacks his drink into the pool. 


== EGS) 3} == 


Currently neither smacked or drowning, sadly enough, we find Vanessa Abrams, bothering Dan 
Humphrey as usual in his palatial DUMBO loft. She's got her goddamned video camera trained on him 
and she's talking some bullshit about how he's so fascinating with his "exotic meal of Cheerios on an 
exciting Saturday night in." She begs him to be interesting. | don't have to tell you that this is one of 
those planets-aligned moments where I'm like, "Word, Vanessa Abrams. Don't go fuck yourself for a 
sec." "You don't want me to move back to Vermont, do you?" YES. If by "Vermont" you mean “hell,” 
then by all means, let me bore you. Dan says somewhat wearily -- in his Target-sponsored club-dude 
shirt -- that if her "whole future depends on getting this grant" for her documentary, then she should 
find a new subject. AND a new line of work. She puts him off, talking about how it's this eternal story 
where "the outsider goes inside" -- GG-esque turn of phrase there, Abrams -- because it's "a likable 
everyman's pursuit" (I'll point out that one word of that phrase is factually true) "of his dream girl 


begins his descent into the bowels of Hell. This is mythic stuff!" Mythically boring. It's fucking Dan 
Humphrey. That movie is ten minutes long and it goes, "Il am better than this whole situation I'm not 
invited to!" And the person's like, "Can you be happy or cool for like five seconds?" And he's like, "Not 
until socialism!" And they go, "Okay, then, whatever, kid. Have you read Catcher In The Rye? Because 
don't. Ever." 


Rufus sits in his sad little cave of sadness playing three sad chords over and over in a desperately sad 
song of sadness, and even Vanessa is like, "Whatever movie he's scoring sounds depressing." 
("...Unless it has subtitles, and then it's motherfucking on.") Dan pronounces it a "biopic," and | don't 
think I've ever heard somebody say that out loud: "Try listening to that for three weeks straight. But 
before Christmas, my dad hadn't finished a song in years, so | really don't have the heart to ask him to 
stop." Vanessa stands up to tell Rufus to stop -- playing his own guitar in his own house -- because 
she's got her own creative outlets to pursue -- in Rufus's house, which is not her house, because she 
lives on the streets, by her wits ["don't forget 'in an alley,’ like Rayanne Graff" -- Sars] -- and Dan's 
phone rings, and of course it's Serena, because Dan has no friends, unless you count Vanessa, which | 
really wish you wouldn't. 


-- Page 4 -- 


Of course Vanessa shoves her stupid camera right up Dan's left nostril the second he answers the 
phone call from his girlfriend, because God forbid, and then Dan and Serena have a gross little, real 
little exchange of the "Were you missing me?"/"Were you missing me?"/"Shmubby-blubby- 

moo?" /"Skeezle-beelze floo?” variety. Serena invites him to the pool party, which would apparently "be 
a lot more fun if you were here," and Dan notes that, in his big notebook about what Serena's doing at 
all times and where, he had her scheduled for a “quiet night with Blair." | submit to you that nobody 
but Dan Humphrey believes in such a thing. It's apparently the last night before Eleanor comes home, 
though, so they were going to live it up, quietly | guess. | love how with the whisk of a pen they can 
have Eleanor in town, back in Paris, over there, up the flue, in the kitchen with Dinah, and it never, 
ever matters anyway. "We were, and then Kati and Iz showed up, and we all went out, and we ran into 
some people and then ended up here." Which is? "719 E. 82nd Street." Which is? The Constance 
Billard /St. Jude's School for Young Hooligans and IIl-Advised Young People. Of course. "Bring your 
bathing suit!" she yells exuberantly, and hangs up. "So what will it be, Dan -- Cheerios and Chaucer, 
or..." (Like that sentence ever ended with, "The first one, totally!") "... An illegal party at your prep 
school pool with your high society girlfriend and her nasty cohorts?” Without even thinking, Dan calls 
out to Rufus that they're going out, and drags V along. 


Dan gets to the party and, predictably, everything goes to shit immediately. Breasts are being bared, 
chicken is being played with martinis, everybody's having a great and awesome time, and then: "If you 
wanted to get the perfect shot of me feeling like an outsider,” he says, but | mean. Who cares how 
that sentence ends, either. "If you ever wanted to catch Dan Humphrey acting like an outsider, wait 
three seconds, because boy is he invested in that concept." Then some chubby kid won't leave some 
other kid alone, and gets pushed in the pool, and Nate's left pectoral muscle twitches in slow motion 


and he dives in and rescues the kid, who is bleeding and concussed. Dan and Nate deal with the kid 
and administer CPR, which Dan learned at the Y while his parents were discovering themselves instead 
of parenting. Everybody's totally worried and the cops show up and Chuck snags the silk-beribboned 
key, but misses the cell phone chock full of pictures of hot teenagers doing hot teenager things. 


Which on Monday (the party was Saturday, mind) is presented to the uniformed denizens of the 
Constance Billard/St. Jude's School for Swim Party Shenanigans with a bunch of speeches from the 
new headmistress, Ms. Queller. "It's unfortunate that we had to meet under these circumstances, but | 
look forward to getting to know each and every one of you," she says. She does not know these 
people at all, does she? The consequence of them totally going nuts and having fun like monster 
Communists is that she's calling all their parents, and demanding a ten-thousand-word essay. 
Awesomely, it's not an essay about how to be better Americans, like you might assume, but in fact all 
about what the fuck is wrong with them and how they ended up at the party. She will also be 
interviewing them one-on-one, which works on all shows really awesomely, but especially this show. 
The person who broke into the pool and started the party will be expelled! And if they don't turn each 
other over to the Queller Gestapo, everybody will be. The worried glances bouncing all over the room 
like a madcap tennis ball apocalypse are, actually, the most unlikely part of this whole scenario. These 
people are in high school, I'm so sure they're worried about this. Well, Dan probably will be. 


== FES) 5) == 


"So we all know how this works," Blair says on the steps, and Chuck nods: "No one talks, no one gets 
into trouble." Nate wonders innocently who it was, and Chuck's like, "Whatever and chill out." Blair 
calls for a unanimous vow of silence, and Serena's the first one to speak up amongst the garden of 
hardboiled nods. Dan, of course, class-warfares her about how even though she's a future Yale grad, 
maybe the Skull and Bones routine is a bit insane. Dan needs to read a book. | swear, every book that 
ever took place in high school, at some point everybody agrees to keep quiet. And easily three times 
as much in real life. My God, Dan, my senior year was like a nine-month-long Opus Dei meeting. 
There's shit | sti// can't reveal. 


"Mmmmmaybe,” Blair says, talking slow for the benefit of a Humphrey, "but it works. Every time." 
Word. Is Dan new to being a person? Everybody takes off in separate, sneaky, Death Eater directions, 
and Dan whines to Serena about how possibly this has happened before, based on his cunning 
deductions from how Blair just told him that. She assures him that it's going to be cool, he shits his 
britches some more, and instead of being like, "You're gearing up to make a big fucking deal out of 
this, | can see the Abrams-Humphrey lights in your eyes, and | promise you will not live to see 
Tuesday unless you drop this right now," as she should, Serena promises she'll get him out of this. 
She points out that not even the newly arrived and strangely militant Ms. Queller is going to expel 
two-thirds of the junior class, obviously. Then she dumbly thinks it's case closed, and smiles at him. 
Even Gossip Girl is like, "Let's take bets on how long before Dan fucks it up for everybody." 


Blurg, where's Blair? Oh, sitting in the hot seat in front of Queller, showing you how the fuck it's done: 
"I'm innocent. Well...except for a crime of passion. | did something stupid with someone. And even 


worse than doing that stupid thing, | did the same stupid thing with someone else and pretended | 
had never done that stupid thing before. You look confused. Should | walk you through it?" And the 
end part is like two-fifths joy at being all coy and weird, one-fifth actually wanting to confess what a 
hash she's made of things, and two-fifths really wanting to blow Queller's mind. | will say this for 
Queller, she knows when to get back on topic: "| reviewed your record. It's pristine. If Constance has a 
shining star, it's Blair Waldorf." Blair totally goes, "I know!" She tells Queller intensely, with her Blair 
teeth shining terribly, that she knows nothing; Queller gives her a look that manages to combine two 
sentiments one doesn't often see parading together: "Well, okay," and "Please don't hurt me." 


Nate sits in the quad, writing in, like, his own guilty blood because he also has been waiting to 
confess some shit, but quickly tells Chuck's scarf that it's not the guilty 10K essay, but a "heartfelt 
letter" to Blair. Chuck correctly calls him a pussy, and points out that Blair is not into him, and has 
made that obvious. But since for Nate, "obvious" is not the same word that it is for us, Chuck has to 
make sure that his whole blackmail scheme is working, so he tells Nate like eleven times about how 
Blair's not into him: "Remember? Like how | blackmailed her to... Look, I'll start over." Nate tells about 
the kiss in the pool, which was admittedly passionate, and Chuck starts to crumble a little bit, asking 
all kinds of vague questions about how it really went down. Mostly at this point they don't really finish 
sentences in a declarative way, so it's like trying to talk to Koko. "Make kiss hard Blair?" "Me kiss Blair 


back me!" "Kiss Blair you kiss?" "Blair me kiss me!" They are two white gorillas, lost in the Congo of 


Blair's love. 
== IFES) (3) == 


After a thousand and one voicemails, Dan hyperbolizes, he is finally returning Rufus's panicked calls 
about the expulsion scare. Not that he has anything to report, really, which is generally when | don't 
return calls. Which makes me kind of a Humphrey, actually. Rufus is like, "Now is the time in January 
where | parent!" And Dan is like, "That is a drag!" He needles his poor kid some more, and Dan 
fervently and honestly wishes he hadn't even left the house on Saturday, and then Rufus gets...totally 
shitty. "If you know something that could keep you out of trouble, then you need to cooperate... Don't 
think for a second these other kids aren't gonna be looking out for themselves. You need to do the 
same. All right?" NO! That is never all right! Categorical imperative! Your behavior is not contingent on 
the behavior of others! He just explained more in one freaked-out phone call about his relationship 
with Lily than a thousand awkward run-ins and delicious salad-makings could do. It's not that | mind 
the advice to do the right thing, of course. It's the follow-up: "And remember, they will eff you, 
because they are effers, so you eff them first." No wonder Dan can't remember how awesome Serena 
is from one week to the next. Every time she demonstrates her total awesomeness, you get Rufus 
irrelevantly screeching about how Lily broke his heart by...having nothing to do with his awful 
marriage. Trust nobody! The truth is out there! 


Lily comes bombing into Rufus's gallery in Williamsburg like she was shot out of a platinum lady- 
cannon from Tiffany, all, "Did you hear? Our kids are in some kind of trouble | didn't even hear about 
because the second somebody mentioned the fact that we both have kids, | threw my phone onto the 


floor and loaded myself into my lady-cannon! Did you know we both have kids? Did you know in every 
episode something happens with our kids and then you and | just kind of ignore it and snuggle and 
wait for it to get better? Can we do that right now?" He's like, "The details are these..." And she's like, 
"Oh, and I'm marrying Bart Bass! SUCK IT!" He points out how, on Christmas Day, he totally crawled on 
his hands and knees to Manhattan in the softly falling snow and a sexy henley and declared his love 
without actually going upstairs or anything, and Lily gets very vulnerable but also very Lily: "Oh, if 
you're referring to the message you left me...| didn't get it until we were already on the plane. It was 
very...endearing, though." ("SUCK IT TWICE!") Her words, | love it. "Yeah, it was endearing, Wonder 
Years. Not in a grownup way, but like a freshman with vomit on his sweatshirt, hanging out in the 
stairwell of the dorms, singing Sarah McLachlan tunes." 


Rufus just about starts cutting himself right there, but she's awesomely not done, and actually says it 
in a way that makes her look good: "You 'miss me.’ That's great. | miss you, too. You kiss me at 
Eleanor's party, and then you say you can't see me anymore because your wife came home, and then 
you call and say you should've never let me go, and then you're back with Alison again." Succinct, 
damning, well-spoken and unassailable: Lily is the best. Rufus gives the obligatory and ever-so-Rufus 
answer: "I didn't plan any of that!" Lily's like, "Il know, you're a total Sagittarius and it's really hard to 
deal with." Rufus points out that she is now a total whore for marrying Rich Husband Number Five, 
and without even dropping the act for a second, she sweetly says goodbye and takes her leave. 
Seriously. | don't care if your awful wife is the best person on the planet, which she most assuredly is 
not, but even if she were, that was some bullshit to pull on old Lily. I'd marry three dudes for that. 
Three skanky dudes. Republicans. I'd marry the Bush administration. I'd marry Lisa Schwarzbaum is 
how bad I'd hurt Rufus, when you put it like that. I'd mail him an envelope with my panties, Tucker 
Carlson's bowtie, and a meanly worded note. 


== IHG lS) == 


In the elevator Chez Waldorf, Vanessa busts out her video, which specifically is of Chuck grabbing the 
mysterious and magical and preposterous key. Which | love so, so much, because it looks like a prop 
from one of the fifteen movies coming out this spring where an arcane book opens a doorway to 
another world of unseen wonders and terrifying adventures, and you shouldn't read it and there's 
even a warning label, but then you totally read it and have adventures. Have you seen the ads for 
these movies? Magical volumes that make fairy magic happen are like the Jude Law of 2008, they're in 
everything. And that's what the key looks like, even though the door it opens is to a state-of-the-art 
Olympic pool at a private school where even the multimedia center enjoys its own high-def 
entertainment from the future, and that is exact/y how | want this show to be. They head inside, Dan 
wondering WTF with the key Vanessa just had to tell him about, and inside Blair's house they're not 
exactly chained to the desks. It's the usual drinking and chatting and laughing and mischief, and 
Dan's got his usual, "Oh hell, people having fun, the bell tolls for thee," and Serena's like, "Let's write 
some essays! Here's some peyote!" or whatever. Blair explains that they're learning all about this 
"Ethics" thing people always talk about from some graduate student dude Kati and Iz boned at Le 
Bilboquet. | love how they were all sitting around before just now, like, trying to figure out how you 


pronounce that word "ethics," and then decided to go through their little black books and find 
somebody who could tell them all what that word means. 


V tapes B and B tells her to suck it, and then takes Serena aside to explain the obvious, that "Michael 
Moore" over there is, as usual, just using this non-event and videotaping hijinks to get close to Dan. 
Serena explains that she actually needs grant money, and is hoping to score with this scintillating 
footage of Dan's furrowed brow. Blair rolls her eyes hugely and Serena -- knowing that Dan can't 
afford a laptop here in the twenty-first century -- asks if he brought his “legal pad." She runs off to 
clear a quiet spot for them to get ethical on some shit, and Dan makes a cute face. Dan and Blair both 
spot Chuck toying with the key, and Blair grabs it faux-guiltily. She heads upstairs with it just as 
Nate's getting off the elevator, and Dan crosses to bother Chuck about the stupid key. Without even 
rising from the fainting couch or even really opening his eyes, Chuck explains once again to Dan how 
regular basic things work. 


"Whatever happened to 'Don't speak until spoken to?’ ...Poor little Humphrey Dumpty. Look, let me 
clarify something for you: regardless of who you're currently sleeping with, you and | come from 
different worlds. In my world, if I'm suspended or expelled, a wing is donated in the Bass name." 
Dan's like, "Your world is stupid! | am chock full of integrity!" And Chuck's like, "Great. But one thing it 
does offer in spades is security. My family can take care of me. What do the Humphreys have to offer? 
Used Metrocards? Your dad's cassingle?" YES! Yes he did! "And in case you were wondering, you narc, | 
only took the key from the party to hide it so we didn't all get blamed. Including you." Dan's heart 
does not grow any sizes at this time. 


== 17S (3 == 


While B's stashing the key, Nate's upstairs bugging her in defiance of her blackmailing and rude 
behavior that he still hasn't quite grasped. He awkwardly hands her the love letter, actually calls it "a 
love letter" out loud, and everybody totally barfs. | love how Nate hasn't even got the wherewithal to 
imagine the concept of shame. "A hostess can't hide in her room,” she says, and bolts. "It's 
unladylike." He laughs, and then does a tiny bit of snooping and finds the key. Nate's jaw 
drops...three times as far down as his usual mouth-breathing look of bewilderment, although either 
because he's putting together a false assumption or hoping against hope that this key will admit him 
to a dream world of magic, | cannot say. Possibly both. 


Dan grabs Serena and bitches and moans about something, | don't even know, and even tells V to 
back off with the camera. She does, in a classy fashion. "Look, I'm all for loyalty and I'm all for sticking 
together, but we are not in the same boat here. I'm on a partial scholarship. My parents have no way 
of buying my way back into this school, or any other. And | know this isn't going to be a popular 
opinion with your...band of brothers...but if the person who brought that key refuses to step up, then 
anybody who knows anything has the right to say something." She nearly, almost, barely, rolls her 
eyes, but contains herself. I'd be like, "You have the right to piss your diapers,” but like Dan would last 
a week with me anyway. He realizes that, of course, she knows who it is, and instead of telling him 
the obvious truth that it was her, she just asks him to lay off and be cool for the first time in his entire 


life. Dan Humphrey declines! She explains again that he doesn't get it, there is a thing that he isn't 
getting, but doesn't explain it, because if you think he's being judgmental now, wait until it's not 
some hypothetical rant about how his inalienable rights to be a huge snitching tattle-tale are in our 
nation’s most sacred document. She gets a little hardness in her eyes but doesn't spill. 


Chuck attacks Blair on her way downstairs looking totally nuts and creepy, and yells at her about the 
kissing at the pool that he just heard about earlier that day from Nate. Blair finally just says "fuck it" 
and tells him to tattle all he wants, she's done playing and worrying about it. I'm proud of how long 
she kept it going, because you had to know at some point she was going to be like, "There is not a 
person on this earth that is worth thinking about for this long except maybe Serena, and | am so over 
feeling weird and guilty and hiding from you and hiding from Nate. It's interrupting my busy schedule, 
and this, we cannot have." Chuck says the strange pointless thing again about how she faked her 
virginity with Nate. | don't get that. Well, | guess it's kind of Liaisons, in a way, like everybody has 
white sheets they haul out on special occasions or something, but mostly it's just awkward. "Um, | 
faked my virginity like this: | went, ‘I'm a virgin! These sensations are new and interesting!’ And he 
was like, 'Did you say something?’ And | was like, 'Oh, | was just saying that | am totally a...’ And then 
he made a funny sound and went to sleep, because we'd been having sex for five minutes, so l, like, 
didn't really worry about it. He's a seventeen-year-old boy, not a gynecologist." 


Blair points out to Chuck that, besides the fact that -- though they both love him dearly -- Nate is not 
exactly Nancy Drew, also there are two stories here: one is Chuck's, which is disreputable and not 
trustworthy due to the fact that Chuck is gross, and the other is Blair's, which wins every time in every 
way for every reason, because she is Blair Waldorf. Chuck swears he has proof, and before you get 
totally grossed out, we reveal...Effin' Vanessa Abrams and her stupid goddamn camera, taping 
everything they just said. This girl! It's just unsuitable, the shit she pulls. "Hey, | know this is your 
house and I'm not invited, and the last time you actually threatened my life, and you've already asked 
me not to videotape you, but...I'm Vanessa Abrams. | will always be yuckier than you thought. It's my 
mutant power!" They both demand the tape and she tells them both to get lost. Dan comes up ina 
huff from having once again been a billion times better than Serena in his own mind, just as Chuck 
tries to rape Vanessa for the tape. Blair's in the back, like, strapping on some brass knuckles. Dan 
shoves him away and Vanessa is totally nasty and then they leave and never, ever, ever come back. 
Fingers crossed, XOXO. Gossip Girl's like, "Now that sex and lies have been caught on videotape, V's 
documentary just became the most anticipated new release of the year.” Or it would, if anybody could 
possibly fathom the concept that she took the camera off Dan for five seconds, or ever did an 
interesting thing. 


== [PEG[=| O) == 


Rufus comes to the Palace and decides to take the fiftieth in an ongoing series of Humphrey Man 
stands, and Lily is amused, bemused, and a little touched. The speech ends up with how Lily keeps 
marrying grown adult men with prospects instead of riding around on the back of his Vespa and 
selling things out of the garbage for her survival, but that this is because she's kind of a whore, and 


this is her bitch mother's fault, so come get on the Vespa, and aren't you curious what that is like? 
Wouldn't you like to eat a day-old hamburger from behind a restaurant and then ride his childlike 
Vespa back to the slums and live in a one-room loft apartment with three of the most insufferable 
human beings in the world, plus your own two well-bred but slightly insane children? It'll be like The 
Brady Bunch crossed with Great Expectations, only with way more horrible music! And then we can 
have our own kids! They'll be gorgeous, with your sense of style and my complete lack of sense or 
accountability! She smiles her usual sweet and superior smile, but doesn't dismiss him out of hand. 
Rufus leaves and proceeds down the street to treat himself with some ice cream, because he was such 
a very big boy just now, and writes it all down in his diary, which has unicorns on it, and a big sticker 
that says ROCK STAR! 


Nate confesses immediately to Queller, without prelude. She points out that his family is totally this 
close to becoming the Coopers, so why would a good person fuck it up, but also that he is totally 
boring and useless in every way, which cancels out even the fact that he is a ridiculously nice kid. 
"From what | can see, you always seem to be toeing the line of mediocrity, Nathaniel. Your grades are 
average at best, almost as though you're not committed to school or your future." He's like, "| am not 
committed to school or my future, so that makes sense. | am quietly going more insane than any 
person has ever gone, and | do thank you for noticing, but mostly my girlfriend finally slept with me 
and is now treating me like shit, which makes me feel dirty, so | have to play out these escalating 
romantic scenarios until | actually blow something up, but first | thought | would throw myself on the 
grenade of a pool party, because when it comes down to it | am deeply unoriginal. Punishment 
please.” She grills him for like five seconds about even the basics of this confession, and he produces 
the key, but its ribbon has gone missing. For Queller, that's a key point of evidence, weirdly, so she 
asks him to describe the ribbon, and he can't, so she's like, "| AM NOT KIDDING RIGHT NOW." 


A smiling Blair approaches Vanessa, who says to fuck right off and not even mention the tape, 
because it's all this big secret thing that makes her super-special and interesting and gives her a 
toehold into the Dan and Serena world that she just cannot seem to tear herself away from, and she 
brattily says that this tape is going nowhere, no how, no way, because her intention is to suck as long 
and as hard as it takes to get her ass murdered by Blair. "Il wasn't going to grovel, and the fact that 
you even went there makes it clear you have no idea who you're dealing with." Vanessa actually scores 
a palpable and hilarious hit: "What are you gonna do to me, blackball me from eating yogurt on the 
Met steps?" That was tight! 


== IFES) (9 == 


Blair gr'umps and grumbles some more, and Vanessa explains her totally believable and not at all 
retarded plan of getting -- not a distribution deal, you see -- "just a local arts grant," so she can pay 
her rent. Go to high school and graduate from high school and stop being a freak! Have some 
parents! Stop creeping around the entire world at your leisure! Why is she like this forty-five-year-old 
homeless woman in crazy person clothes that runs around constantly serving coffee and spying and 
breaking into things and coming up with plans and filming people at weird times and "paying rent” 


and...how old is she, in all actuality? | realize this show plays ever so fast and loose with the 
time/space continuum, but it's like Vanessa is the embodiment of that. Like she could also be in 
another scene at this exact same time, in DUMBO, taping Dan at home and being greasy with him like 
always, and then the screen would split and the two Vanessas would wave at each other and then turn 
to the screen and wink at us through the fourth wall like some kind of Patty Duke nightmare scenario 
and then all the clocks would start turning backwards and water would flow uphill and she'd just be 
there, grinning with her crazy-lady eyes, and the last thing you would see is a kaleidoscope of infinite 
Vanessas like at the end of The Manchurian Candidate and then they put you in the Ostroff Center and 
it's all Vanessa, all the time. 


Which is kind of like what happens, because B takes off smiling creepily and then all of a sudden 
Chuck steps up to try and get the tape away from Vanessa too. He flashes a mega-giant wad of cash 
at her -- "What's that, your stripper money?" -- and he explains to her the thing | can't even bother to 
try to explain to Dan anymore: "I know girls like you. You act like money's not important, but the truth 
is, money's important to everyone." And simultaneously not important at all, which is why the 
Abrams/Humphrey Coalition Against "Things" is so goddamn insufferable. Vanessa says, "And | 
thought Blair was manipulative," as though that speech was manipulative at all, and he claims that B's 
an amateur: "She thinks you're just like her. To Blair, this money is a couple pairs of Manolos anda 
Chanel bag. But | know that this much cash can make a real difference in your life." Which he learned 
from his dad, who grew up poor, which is why Chuck's the only person who ever sees both sides, even 
though his response is to be incredibly nasty about it most of the time. She pops out the tape from 
her camera and calls him sick, he pronounces her "welcome." Um, like she was taping over the tape 
she was keeping secret and it just happened to be the one and she just happened to have it right 
there. Chuck, you effer, she obviously just played you. GG points out that, in addition to sucking in 
most ways, Vanessa Abrams is a total hypocrite. Word. 


Lily's a little unsteady in her conviction at lunch with Bart, and out of nowhere starts daydreaming 
during a business call Bart apologizes and excuses himself to take. She fiddles with her silverware for 
awhile, and there's a long, slow pan across all the rich people doing rich lunch stuff. The pianos of too 
much emotion start playing, and she dials Rufus with a quickness. | knew that second Chardonnay 
with lunch was a bad idea! Get her phone away from her! She tells Rufus she actually wants to see 
what they are, and what they could be. Cutely, Rufus is like, "Who is this?" She giggles, and they plana 
meet-up at the completely ass-random location of 90th and Fifth that night at 6. Instead of asking 
why there, and yes, I'm sure there is a good reason but my maps are confused by this part, he just 
gulps and tries not to cry or something. Lily -- proving just how far down-slope she has slid today -- 
totally goes, "I'm scared, Rufus...in a good way.” Oh, gross! | just punched myself in the nuts! In a bad 
way! 


== IES Il == 


Queller welcomes all the kids back to their unending meeting hall discussion about pool safety, and 
then totally expels Nate for lying about how he was the guy who broke into the pool. "Although | 


appreciate his self-sacrifice, | don't abide dishonesty." She fully admits she's really just putting his 
head on a pike, though, and then awesomely is like, "Mr. Archibald, you know where to find the exit." 
Wow. Gossip Girl says something dumb about how St. Jude's new policy is "an eye for a lie," as though 
that makes a lick of sense, but she does love her rhyming puns and stuff. Queller...continues to get 
awesome. | wasn't sure about her at first, but man is she cool. "Watch him go, students! Who wants to 
be next?" | would have loved for the actor playing the headmistress to have leavened her gravitas with 
some, you know, fun, because that is some kick-ass shit she gets to say, and instead it just sounds 
creepy and bombastic. Too bad. She continues: "Until one of you comes forward, we'll keep going 
until every last one of you has walked out that door!" Everybody rolls their eyes except for Dan, who 
starts whimpering and crying again. 


Serena begs him to man up for like the eighth time this week, and he desperately moans through the 
tears and violent shaking that his future rides on not getting expelled, blah blah, we get it, you're the 
only person who ever appreciated anything ever and that's just so ironic because you also are the only 
person who was never given anything at all that you didn't wrench from the soil with your rough 
hands, whatever. Finally Serena's like, and I'm paraphrasing here, "It was me, you idiot. And the only 
reason | didn't tell you is that you are a douchebag of truly staggering proportion.” He's like, "What? 
Me judgy?" Um, every moment. He fully goes, "Aren't we past that?” Um, past the part where you 
totally keep tabs on everything your girlfriend does and inform her at ten-minute intervals, chest 
puffed out, where she's scoring on your big fat stupid legal pad of ethical behavior? Wouldn't that be a 
scream. And again: don't get mad at me, | don't hate Dan. She's in it for the exact same reason, and 
it's even grosser: what she wants most is a big fat legal pad of ethical behavior, because they didn't 
give her one when she was a kid, because she was raised by wolves, and if she's ever going to stop 
hating herself, she needs to know she's measuring up. 


Serena puts a really gentle, loving spin on this, about how she didn't tell Dan because she didn't want 
to put him in the position of choosing himself or her. He's been acting like a wolverine and begging 
for a reason to snitch the whole time, because those UES kids will fuck you over if you don't watch 
yourself, but now he's in an eff-or-get-effed position, because he does love Serena. And that 
is...pretty good story, actually. They talk about how she got them into the pool, and of course he's 
totally accusatory but at least she calls him on it this time, and she explains how freshman year she 
dated the swim team captain, and he gave her a key so they could fuck in private. Dan, of course, 
nearly runs shrieking from the entire concept that Serena dated before they met, but manages to keep 
his seat. So Saturday night, Blair and Serena "ran out of places to go," which is an awesome and useful 
turn of phrase for this situation, and Blair remembered Serena's key. And the rest you already know: 
like every party that ever happened to teenagers since the invention of television, two became four 
became a billion, and somehow this means that Serena attempted to murder a boy in cold blood. 
Which again, that's so totally Serena; all she wanted in the entire universe was to wear a cute 
swimsuit, flirt with her boyfriend, and not get raped by her stepbrother, and now she's killing 
sophomores without even trying. Every week this happens, and every week she's like: "Isn't that so 
crazy?" 


== IREe fs! 12 == 


Dan provides the compass that he is called upon to provide, and says that she still has the chance to 
do the right thing and tell the truth: he even suggests Queller might respect her honesty. "Um, like 
Nate's?" asks Serena, which is correct in spirit but does evince a troubling misconception Serena has 
about that word "truth," which Dan points out was not what Nate was telling, which was the problem. 
Serena's eyes just about cross with the lies and not-lies and up and down and black and white of it 
all. Dan, touchingly, floats the opinion that she's totally safe in that classy UES way, because she's 
"Serena van der Woodsen," and she's like, "Um, Bad Girl Serena? The whole concept of this show? Giant 
whore? Girl makes good? Just because we started hanging out post-rehab doesn't mean | actually 
sprang into existence. People actually do remember stuff from before we started dating, and it 
actually does count against me." And so it's his eyes turn to cross, because what? He breathes out and 
is like, "Ain't this a bitch," and they both think about how they're going to get expelled and there's not 
a damn thing either of them can do about it (plus the obvious fact that S going back to a boarding 
school means Blair and Eric will both probably kill themselves some more). So of course Dan is 
summoned to Queller's office to star in the Passion of the Humphrey some more. What will he do? \'m 
on the edge of my light doze! 


Blair approaches Nate and commiserates with him about how expulsion from school -- which he 
hates -- means he won't get into college -- which he doesn't want to attend -- and so actually this 
just gives him more time to smoke pot and talk to his therapist about his gay tendencies, but also 
that it's so great because it was a totally worthless romantic gesture that wasn't at all self-destructive. 
She's like, "Well, if you consider how bad | want to go to Yale, | see what you did there, and | think it 
was awesome instead of futile and stupid. | guess we're in love." He's like, "Of course! You had that 
key in your room so | rifled through your shit and stole it like Vanessa would tell me to do." She is 
touched by his Lenny-like gesture for a sec, but then brutally rebuffs him and bounces before he 
starts petting her hair, because she loves him and doesn't want Chuck to ruin her in his eyes. That's 
pretty awful, actually: "| don't want to be with you.” On the other hand, how awesome that Chuck's 
eyes are literally everywhere. | think he's got her beat this week. 


== (PFI {2) Ils} = 


Lily's packing for her weekend away with Rufus so they can figure out who and what they are and are 
going to be and whether they're scared in the good way or the bad way or whatever the gay hell they 
think they're doing, and Serena dive-bombs the bed, groaning in horror. Lily assumes that she's 
gotten expelled, and points out that whole thing about Bad Serena being two strikes already. Serena 
notices the packing, even though Lily just got back from her trip with Bart, and quickly surmises that 
she's back on the Rufus train: "You can't. Please, Mom, not this one.” Which is, to me, the point of this 
whole scene -- not what Serena's about to pull, or the fact that Lily gives in, but that little phrase: 
"Not this one.” Because the shared assumption of the two Rhodes women in this room is that Lily is 
going to fuck it up. Whatever the relationship, whatever number wedding she's on, they're planning 
for the next one. Not this one, but the next. The rest of the dialogue doesn't really follow that, but it 


does make the scene make more sense, and it's also really sad, because it says so much about how 
Serena's been involved -- no matter how much Lily protests -- in her mom's grownup life. Which is 
the fastest recipe for teen alcoholism | can think of. 


Anyway, so she's like, "You cannot date and then break up with Dan's dad, because that is awful, and | 
would rather be Chuck's raped-up stepsister than Dan's incesty girlfriend-sister, and that loft is really 
tiny, and he's nice but he's not rich husband material. So you tell me right now: Dan is forever, for me, 
right now. That's what | think when | think about Dan: forever. Which is a thing | don't even think you 
can imagine, and | don't think either of us can imagine it when it's you, because you are on marriage 
number five, and even if we could: this is Rufus Humphrey. If you don't fuck it up, he will. So put on 
your big-girl panties and make the sane choice, as a serial monogamist: do you want something with 
lasting value and real estate as the only result, or do you want something with zero value and your 
daughter's total unhappiness and romantic disillusionment as the only result. These are literally the 
choices you're making, because at the end of the road, we are right back in this hotel suite, the three 
of us, and I'm either happy or dead. You still don't even know what buttons you pushed to make me 
and Eric both go crazy at the same time, but you know damn well how this story ends." 


Which is why as much as | think this scene is dumb, and kind of manipulative, and Serena's saying this 
in a dumb Dan-like way that doesn't really get there, and the seams kind of show on thrusting 
another obstacle between Lily and Rufus: that's how TV works, and that's how this family works. It's 
not even like Serena's holding her mom hostage or anything, just stating how it's going to go down. 
Lily and Rufus break up, they cry and act like the jerks they already are acting like, but you can't 
promise your fucked-up kids a family that you know will not ever last, when there's actually 
something at stake. This is the difference between love and romance: romance gives you space to 
breathe, and love is what you do with the breath in your body. Romance is what you are, when you're 
filled with it, but love is about what you do. That's all she's asking. So | find myself, very weirdly, 
totally on Serena's side. And somewhat less weirdly, as Serena takes her leave and heads off to prove 
how much she just realized she loves Dan: so does her mother. 


Vanessa drops by Chez Waldorf with the tape and some patented Vanessa stuff about "this might 
come as a shock," but "not everyone operates from an agenda," and in fact, "some people do things 
simply because it's the decent thing to do," so she's so fucking real and not into "things." Um, first of 
all, no good unsnotty sentence ever started with "this might come as a shock," and second of all, | 
can't say with authority that nobody operates with an agenda, but I'll be damned if Vanessa is one of 
those agenda-less people. Um, sneaking and stealing and surveillance and stalking and being a jerk 
are on the agenda. Of jerks! She is just the worst! Next time | see her eating yogurt on the steps of the 
Met, |am throwing bows! Whatever. Anyway, she tells B that the obviously blank tape she gave Chuck 
was obviously blank, and then congratulates Blair on surviving even a single day in the shark tank she 
calls a life. "Nate seems like one of the good guys, and you seem to really care about him," she calls 
back over her shoulder, sticking her lovely nose into one more situation that did not require it. "Yeah, 
you should get in a room and be balls—out honest about it, or something." 


-- Page 14 -- 


Queller puts the screws to Lonelyboy in an awesome way: "Mr. Humphrey, you have a partial 
scholarship at St. Jude's. You are number two in your class, have a stellar recommendation for 
Dartmouth from J.L. Hall -- it looks as if your dreams are well within grasp," she begins, clearly 
headed to the kaboom, which doesn't stop his smugness from leaking everywhere. "But. It seems 
you're in with a new crowd this year, dating Serena van der Woodsen..." He's like, "Is that in my fi/e?" 
He's so charming sometimes. She asks about the key and he pleads ignorance, so she reminds him 
about how he's so poor all the goddamn time. | would like to think that he's about to give in, right 
before Serena answers, but | don't think he is. It's just a passing fancy. Serena immediately gets be- 
Quellered about the head and neck without the woman even taking a breath. "...| must say, your file 
reads more like a rap sheet. You cut more sophomore classes than you attended, cheated on tests, 
talked back to teachers..." Serena gets that very sweet and solid, sincere look, and gently but firmly 
explains that, since Queller is new, she doesn't know the whole story. "The person that you just 
described is not who | am anymore. My grades are up, my attendance is nearly perfect, and I've stayed 
out of trouble. ...Um, until now." She points out that she had no malicious intent, and that she has 
come -- albeit a circuitous route -- to Queller's office to face the music. Queller rears back and fangs 
appear and the room goes dark and it's totally scary. "Yes, let's discuss the...consequences." 


Blair shows up at that damn coffee shop and Vanessa is just totally rude to her, as usual, and B's like, 
"Is that how you speak to the person who just paid your rent for a year?" And you know that gets the 
attention of Vanessa's nasty broke ass in about a minute. She puts down her tea towel and refuses to 
look even slightly grateful, just gaping at B. "Congratulations, Vanessa. You just won 365 more days 
in your Ikea-furnished closet." And V has the gall to be all weirded out like, "You went to my building? 
You talked to my landlord?" (Um, yeah. | broke into your apartment sixty times, refused to ever knock 
on a door, ruined your family with unasked-for advice, and videotaped you against your wishes, then 
blackmailed you with it. Doesn't that suck?) "No. | don't speak Ukrainian, but | do speak envelope of 
cash." She also apparently speaks Ass—Ugly Dress fluently, because she is wearing the stupidest, 
weirdest dress ever seen on this show. Vanessa's wardrobe is like, "Wait, what?" V is amazed, so B 
explains further: "Blair Waldorf is not indebted to anyone, no matter how much | appreciate what you 
did." Um, filming you against your express wishes and then holding the tape over your head like a 
giant bitch? Yeah, | really appreciated that behavior too. 


Vanessa is all, "You're welcome, | guess?” And Blair is like, "This transaction is finished, and I'm free to 
return to disliking you." Not for a blink of an eye amount of time can | imagine liking this girl. V's like, 
"[Something dumb Jenny Humphrey would say, in the snotty voice Jenny Humphrey would say it in, 
and where the hell has Jenny Humphrey been lately anyway?]," and follows that up with a nonsensical 
Jenny Humphrey joke about how she used the money from Chuck to start a medical fund for teenage 
herpes or something, whatever, it's dumb, you're in DUMBO with a quasi-Humphrey, go home and 
take a shower in the part of the city where conversations make sense and are enjoyable. And while I'm 
handing out advice, try this simple plan which will solve all of your problems. 


== I7E1G(S) [5 == 


. Call Nate and tell him to meet you Chez Waldorf. 

. Call Chuck and tell him to meet you Chez Waldorf. 

. Drink three bottles of wine with Nate and Chuck. 

. Puckishly place one bottle in the middle of your bedroom floor. 

. Lazily spin it, as though you are in a daydream, and watch it slowly wind down. 
. When one of them reacts, say, "Guys, I've got this awesome idea.” 

. Time will pass. 


on oOUM BF WYN — 


. Now all of your problems are solved, and you have utterly won at life. 


Dan and Serena talk about how Serena just got out of there with 25 hours of Community Outreach, on 
the committee of which she just happens to be. Dan goes for about ten minutes on this intensely 
douchey "I'm not touching you, I'm not touching you" spree about how felicitous that non-punishment 
punishment was, whistling with like his finger on the side of the nose, and she tells him to stop it like 
a hundred times, because there is not a double standard. "You don't buy what she said about me 
being the poster child for the new honor code? Look, | know for a fact my mom didn't plead my case 
or donate anything, okay?" He continues to jackass around about how he's not saying a thing, no 
sirree bob, as though this has anything to do with him or his lot in life, in any way. | want to watch old 
episodes of, like, Dynasty with Dan some time when he's good and drunk so | can watch him point at 
the screen and be all, "See those rich people? My girlfriend's a bitch." That's literally how much sense 
this crap makes when he does it. Anyway, a Town Car arrives to pick Serena up, which is an offense to 
Dan on such a level you might think it was parked on his body, and Serena's like, "Fuck it, I'm 
walking," and they laugh and are adorable, but why create weirdness where no weirdness exists? As 
like your mission in life? He calls after her and then, with a hilariously charming grin, offhandedly asks 
if they'll take him to Brooklyn. 


Early in the evening Bart toasts "the merging of two families," as Eric and Serena feel gross about life, 
Lily feels gross about accepting the proposal, and Chuck thinks about whatever it is that he thinks 
about. "To my lovely bride and our growing family." 


At 90th and Fifth, just after six o'clock, Rufus will be waiting. He'll see Lily coming down the street, 
without her luggage, and his face will fall. She will be very beautiful as she comes closer, and the love 
and sadness in her eyes will make it pretty hard for him to say anything at all. Her eyes won't be 
glassy anymore, but they will shine. "Please, try to understand,” she'll say, but he will. He already 
knew; he was pinned to that corner, afraid she'd come to her senses one more time. She will be sorry, 
and he will be sorry. 


Lily takes a drink and smiles at Bart, and at her children, caught in the middle, and thinks about how 
much she likes Chuck, and how fond of Bart she is, and how families grow and blend and split apart. 
She thinks about hotels and husbands. "Mom looks about as happy as Grandma at last call," Eric 
cracks, awesomely, and Serena compares Lily's dead eyes to Bart's total lack of affect. Maybe it's 
catching. "I don't even know how she breathes with her blouse buttoned that high," says Serena, and 


it's true: she's buttoned all the way up to her glassy eyes. She has to be. She always had to be. You 
button up, and that's what being a grownup is about, and that's the thing Rufus won't ever quite 
understand. He knows how to play the guitar, and he knows how to walk from Brooklyn to the Palace 
in a henley, and he knows how to show you his heart, right out there in public, shivering in the cold, 
but he never figured out how to button up. 


= Pag en Ola 


Chuck approaches Serena and calls her "Sis," and Serena offers to kill his ass dead if he says it again. 
"| love it! Our first brother/sister squabble. | hope you're going to make yourself available for more 
missed childhood memories -- bathing together, for example..." It's gross, but it's Chuck. It's reflex, 
it's sad, he's hurting, he needs scandal, he needs something to take his mind off his mother, and his 
Blair, and his Nate. There's the thing that you are, and that's what guides you. Maybe Blair was just a 
fantasy too. She seems to choose Nate a lot, when Chuck's not there to stop her, and that's a whole 
lot like choosing Nate. Button up. 


Blair welcomes Nate to her home, and tries to do the right thing. "You're probably wondering why | 
asked you here,” she'll say, buttoned up tight, just as formal as ever, and he'll smile at her language, 
because that's how grownups talk. "Do you think it's possible for two people who have been through 
as much as we have to really forgive and forget?" She's asking a Lily question, but they both want a 
Rufus answer: "If we really want to, | think we can." Pretty as a lyric, hopeful as a child. "If you're ready 
to forgive me, then nothing can tear us apart.” They promise, and they kiss, and she repeats him back 
to himself: "I love you, too. Always have, always will.” 


Bart sits with Serena, and -- with a sideswipe about her storied "propensity for recklessness and 
adventure” -- tells her that, though the new headmistress is a "real piece of work,” he eventually went 
over her head, and got the charges dropped as much as he could. "One thing about being on the 
inside," Gossip Girl muses, "once you get there, you don't always get to choose where you stand or 
sit." Chuck sits on Serena's other side, and they grin at her: this is how families grow and blend, too. 
This is a Bass world. "The new van der Woodsen-Bass library should be completed for Eric's 
graduation.” Serena shrugs Chuck off and Bart laughs. "I can see that Lily and | are gonna have our 
hands full with the two of you,” he says, and she excuses herself. 


"Sometimes you need to step outside, clear your head and remind yourself of who you are...and where 
you want to be." Which, for Serena, is with Dan. Rufus greets her, and she's kind, putting her hand 
tenderly on his shoulder for a moment as he packs up his fantasies. "It was getting a little hard to 
breathe, you know?" Buttoned up like that, in a Bass world like that -- Rufus gets it. She asks if he's 
packing up his music, and he smiles sadly. "I just...need to find something new to write about. And | 
will." There's apology, and care, as she leaves him and heads into Dan's room: sorry | ruined your 
romance, but you need to button up. Inside, all she'll tell Dan is that he was right, and she doesn't 
want to talk about it, and she snuggles against his shoulder. He returns to his Chaucer like Saturday 
never happened. "...And sometimes you have to venture outside your world in order to find yourself." 
(Oh, God. If Serena turns into a Humphrey I'll implode, | really will.) "As for me, I'm happy right where | 


am: | only wanna be with you. XOXO!" Aww, | love you, Gossip Girl. Me too. 


= IKAGE I == 


And she's right. Sometimes you need to step outside and breathe, and remind yourself who you are, 
and all the things you could be and could have been. But there comes a time when you go back inside. 
It's not very romantic, but romance is for DUMBO. We live in a Bass world, where love is about what 
you do, for the people you love, and not just about who you are. 


But just after six you could see a woman standing on the corner of 90th and Fifth in a cream suit, 
buttoned up against the cold. She knows she'll have to go back inside eventually, and all the breathing 
she can do outside won't help her in there. Not in a place you can see, anyway. It'll help her go on 
living, this moment on the corner. She will breathe it in. She'll be looking down the street as the cars 
go by, one by one, buses and taxis, and as they go, she'll stand still, looking down the street, getting 
older. Pretty soon she'll be all alone, but she will keep standing there, for all the world to see. They 
won't know her like you and | do; they won't love her. All they'll see is this: just some lovely woman, 
with her eyes shining and her heart breaking, breathing on a street corner. Just one second more, 
before she goes back home. 


113 Dancing Barefoot 


== Hee) I] == 


Spotted: Serena van der Woodsen, buying a pregnancy test after finally swiping Lonelyboy's V-card. 
But before anybody can bring her down, a chance mention of Blair's affair with Chuck hits GG.net, and 
pretty soon everybody knows it's B that's having the pregnancy scare -- and that she has no idea who 
the father might be. In short order, Nate and Chuck break up and Blair gets dumped by everybody, 
from her boyfriends to Serena herself. 


Rufus tries to hit the dating scene with that art buyer Bex Simon, and almost screws it up badly, but 
eventually rescues himself as charmingly as ever. No other parents make an appearance, besides the 
very worried Eleanor, but Jenny and Eric are both pretty mesmerizing this week, and Kati and Iz play 
the vindicated vultures better than you could have imagined. 


Jenny and Chuck's gossiping causes a radical shakedown of Constance Billard Girl Nation, resulting in 
a new queen named Hazel (who looks exactly like Blair and Chuck's imaginary kid would have) anda 
new second-in-command: the powerfully frightening Jenny Humphrey, finally coming into her own. 
It's really brutal and pretty heartbreaking, watching Blair go down; she and her mother finally arrange 
for a midnight extraction to Lyons with all the solemnity of Rushdie's travel agent. 


Dan tells Serena he loves her, but it takes the benefit of Eric's time as an in-patient to explain why 
this creeps her out so bad: she's afraid of turning into her mother. She gets over it, and Dan explains 
that one of the reasons he loves her so is her fierce devotion to Blair, which sends her to B's helipad at 
the last minute. The season ender inverts its beginning: Serena talks Blair out of leaving town, and 
they agree to stand and fight together. Even Gossip Girl is like, "Next season: Blair destroys the entire 
Upper East Side one bitch at a time." You know you love it! XOXO. 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 
Someone calling herself UES4Ever, implausibly, has written to Gossip Girl, implausibly, to ask the 
following question: "What's the difference between gossip and scandal?” And | think that GG attempts 





to answer this question, but she goes to that vague Carrie Bradshaw place she sometimes goes, so | 
don't know. "Anyone can commit a minor indiscretion and generate a day's worth of buzz, but in 
order for gossip to birth a true scandal, it requires the right person to be in the wrong place: take one 
It Girl on a pedestal..." Some bitch standing like three inches away snaps about a billion pictures of 
Serena, who is fully comparison shopping for a pregnancy test. 


Serena doesn't notice, of course, even though she keeps throwing sneaky looks all over the place as if 
she doesn't want anybody taking pictures of her comparison shopping for pregnancy tests, but 
doesn't investigate the twitchy tweener right in front of her, taking pictures with a nasty TMZ glee in 
her eyes. This is the kind of thing | am talking about. She's so pretty but she just doesn't get it. The 
news passes from phone to gadget to object, and various scenarios play out: some girl is like, "That 
guy almost made me spill my coff-- S is pregnant?" Some prep dudes are getting stoned in Central 
Park and stoner-laughing at their cell phones, people are colliding into each other seemingly at 
random, so perturbed are they by Serena's pregnancy, the usual: "...Add a crowd eager to see her fall, 
and give them the means to knock her down." 


Meanwhile in DUMBO, Little Jenny Humphrey is screaming like somebody just stabbed her literally in 
the face. It's a pretty awesome scream. Because they all live on top of each other in a rathole, of 
course, Dan and Rufus come running all two steps into her room. Spotting Rufus, Jenny adorably 
regains her composure and explains: "| was just testing my screaming? To see its screaming 
efficiency." Dan's hands flutter with some vapors or something, and Rufus is like, "What are you 
hiding?" They try to crack her security parameters, which consist mainly of flailing, and she protests 
that they're invading her privacy, which Dan points out is nonexistent, because they all live in a single 
tiny room full of waffles and self-righteousness. Dan and Rufus lock eyes and then carry her bodily 
away from the screen, while she levels with her brother that he's going to regret it, and Serena's 
pregnancy is revealed. Rufus and Dan commence freaking out and Jenny bounces. 


== PGs 2 = 


Meanwhile, Serena and Eric are trotting down the lane when he gets it, and asks if there's anything 
she wants to tell him. She tries to bring up his bizarre highlights, but he's like, "My total gayness is 
funny. Your pregnancy is not." 


Dan sits in his sister's bedroom, begging Rufus to say something instead of just transmitting his 
silent disappointment. Rufus gives him a speech about how he and Alison always knew Dan was 
"special" and that he has some kind of amazing destiny that they have always planned for him, but 
that this plan did not include having a baby. Dan agrees that this is quite a plot twist, but realizes 
right that second that he loves Serena. He does a good job of being seriously freaked out, but also 
self-absorbed in his own romance, and neither of them are very comforting to his father, who 
suggests maybe Dan should talk to Serena and find out if it's even true before he starts buying 


diapers and how-to books. Although it's Dan, so probably he would go to the obscure video store and 
purchase some kind of Danish parenting movie from the 1960s about nudist colonies or something. 
Dan's like, "Screw reality, did you hear my declaration of love? That's way cooler than actually 
responding rationally." Rufus nods, and gets very worried, because jumping off the deep end for no 
reason at all is kind of his MO. 


In the courtyard at Constance, everybody's laughing and whispering as Serena walks by. "Yes, I'm 
pregnant, and it's yours!" Serena is so cool. Dan comes up and they get super-awkward for a while, 
and then just as Serena's about to explain that she's not pregnant, and sometimes gossip is not true, 
he's off! "No, wait, wait, wait. Me first. I'm sorry that you didn't feel that you could tell me, and no 
matter what you decide, | want you to know that I'm here for you. Because | love you." Serena's like, 
"Great, but I'm not pregnant. So you get points for being a good boyfriend or whatever, you are the 
moral compass by which we all captain our ships on the stupid ocean of life, whatever, thanks. You 
love me, that's adorable." Dan continues to wig out post-fake-partum, and she's like, "| need to go 
see Blair right now. I'm sure you'll still be shaking and stuttering on this exact spot when | get back?" 
He shakes and stutters and nods, and she gives him a harried little kiss and runs off. But mostly he's 
freaking out because he said "I love you," and she didn't say it back, so now he's going to get so 
totally annoying you won't even believe it. 


== FEBS) 3} == 


At the Met steps, Jenny joins Blair, Kati/Iz, one of the blonde girls from the Blair Army, and a soldier 
we haven't seen before, named Hazel. Hazel is interesting in that if, for example, Blair and Chuck had 
a baby, it would look exactly like her. It is supremely freaky how much she looks like both of them at 
once. Blair points out that Jenny's late, and she protests that she had to drop some books off at the 
library. Which you might notice she spends most of the episode doing. | can barely believe that Jenny 
can read, but she sure does spend a lot of time carting books to the library. Maybe it's like a part- 
time job so that she can support her busy lifestyle of ass-kissing. In order to demonstrate her 
displeasure, and generally to enjoy being a bitch, and also because Blair does one weird and shitty 
thing to each person on the show in the first half of the episode so that they will turn on her halfway 
through, asks her to move down a few steps. My friend Wyatt noted that it's so totally high school that 
the social order would be signified by where you're sitting on the ground. That's so arbitrary and silly, 
| love it. Jenny casts her eyes around for some kind of help with this situation, but the rest of the army 
ignores her. Hazel sips her coffee and stares with her big creepy Chuck eyes. Jenny suggests that "this 
whole hazing thing is getting a bit old," which is kind of like asking for more hazing. | don't think | 
could avoid abusing Jenny Humphrey, if | were in Blair's situation, frankly. Blair points out that Jenny's 
in no position, and also tells her not to call her "B," because that's reserved for friends only, and Jenny 
is less a friend and more of a punching bag right now. 


Jenny takes off after brief and weak protests from Hazel's giant face, and doesn't even stop to say 
hello to Serena. Blair laughs it off and explains that Jenny will be back. Serena stands there, staring at 
the Army who are staring at her, and finally gives an ironic jazz hand: "I'm not pregnant!" Kati and Iz 


are hilariously deadpan: "Cool." "Congratulations." Blonde girl suggests "celebratory drinks after 
school," and the free-radical bitch energy of all of this is truly astounding, it's great. Like it actually 
mattered if she was pregnant at any point during this scandal; it's enough that it was a false alarm, 
and it would have been enough if no part of it were true. Which is in fact the situation, we learn, as S 
pulls B away and attempts to make the case for reality. 


"Did you get my text?" Blair's like, "Oh yeah, totally." So then, Serena pushes a little: "You know | told 
Dan I'm not pregnant." Blair smiles in a panicked way and gives her a supportive little wave about how 
happy she is for Serena. Serena sighs heavily, because so far in the championship of Reality v. Blair, 
reality has yet to even qualify. B protests at length that Serena's weird code-talking and inferences are 
falling on deaf and infertile ears. "Whenever something happens that's not a part of your plan, you 
pretend like it doesn't exist. You act like you're in this movie about your perfect life. Then | have to 
remind you the only one watching that movie is you." Serena, you've just described everyone that was 
ever in high school. If we didn't have those movies playing in our heads, we would freak. She points 
out that B's period is late, by her own admission, and even B scoffs at the idea that she's menstruated 
twice in the last year. One of the many benefits of a raging eating disorder. "And you're acting like a 
total bitch because you're not hormonal?" Blair suggests that Serena catch up: "Maybe | am a total 
bitch. Did you ever think about that?" She smiles sweetly and Serena rolls her eyes and tries to pass 
her the test, but Blair begs in a whisper for her to stop doing this. It's one of the first heartbreaking 
moments of a very upsetting episode, that little whisper. "Just take the test. You need to know if you 
and Chuck are gonna have a baby." Blair squares up her shoulders for another pissing match with 
God, and Gossip Girl giggles nastily. "And for a scandal to really blow up, all it needs is an unexpected 
turn." 


-- Page 4 -- 


Later, Blair and Nate are canoodling in the courtyard at Constance and he asks her to come with him 
to visit the Captain in rehab. "Yeah, it's just... It gets really awkward when | have to go alone now, and 
| don't know what to say anymore. He loves you, you always know how to make him laugh.” Blair turns 
inside out with joy, both for the distraction and for the fact that Nate's finally asking her for 
something. The one thing he ever held strong on was keeping her, along with everybody else, out of 
the snakepit that is his family. | knew he kept her in the dark about most of it, but it just occurred to 
me to wonder how much even Chuck knows, at this point. "Here you are, officially leaning on me!" 
They nuzzle and kiss and talk about how perfect their relationship is going to be, now that they're on 
version 6.0 or whatever we're on. She's wearing this sweet black patent leather jacket that makes her 
next move -- kissing Nate with one eye on the creepily watching Chuck, who is wearing a 
preposterous hat -- even weirder and meaner. It's like she's kissing him in the Matrix or something, 
and meanwhile Chuck is freaking the hell out, and she's loving it. 


Dan and Jenny arrive back home after school, or because it's the middle of the day, or because 
everybody got tired of walking back and forth between the courtyard and the Met and the library, or 
whatever it is that these kids do all day. He points out that at least now she knows. "Know what? That 


I've wasted half the year trying to be friends with someone that's never going to like me?" In a word, 
yes. Rufus appears on the scene trying to be smooth, and Dan tells him about the false alarm. Rufus 
tries to be cool, and then loses his cool in a major way, and it's way embarrassing to watch. Everybody 
laughs, because nobody knows that Serena's false alarm never happened and that this is all an 
elaborate mistake on the part of the UES. So Dan can be forgiven for turning the conversation back to 
himself, and how he said he loved her, but she thought that it was only because of the pregnancy 
scare. | like the drama mechanics here, because most of the characters still think there was an actual 
pregnancy scare, and are reacting like it's the end of the episode and not the beginning. Rufus takes 
this opportunity to suggest that Dan apply the brakes to his relationship with Serena, because he's 
only seventeen and whatever, and scoots. 


Left alone, Jenny calls massive bullshit on the whole scenario Rufus just painted, where we're all 
relieved because his "I love you" doesn't count, even though it totally does, because he does love her, 
and he already knew that like five years ago, so what Rufus is suggesting is actually a totally idiotic 
move. Surprisingly enough. "Why are you taking his advice? He's o/d and alone." That is like the 
awesomest thing Jenny Humphrey ever said! Jenny explains that he needs to give it a hard reset and 
tell Serena again, without the distractions of biology or whatever, because it's the truth. Good call. 
Dan agrees, and there is a sweet moment between the two of them that lacks all the usual Humphrey 
grossness and sunshine. Live it up, though, because Dan is about to spend ten times that amount of 
goodwill getting this task done. 


== /FFGS) 5) == 


Serena surprises B, who's writing on her bed and does not wish to be disturbed. "Can we talk later? 
Despite your best efforts to ruin it, I'm actually having a good day, and | don't want anything to spoil 
it." She tells Serena about the rehab visit as though it's going to be enjoyable or whatever, and starts 
to lecture Serena on how this finally means that their relationship is real. Serena tries to empathize 
about how B doesn't want to burst the happy bubble, but S is like the one person on earth who can 
actually get through to her at any time, so she has a duty to burst this bubble. "Well, I'm sorry if, 
unlike some people, | haven't been on the pill since | was fifteen." We've talked before about the times 
that Blair does this, just strikes out with whatever nasty shit she can come up with, and it's always 
when she's feeling trapped and Serena's on her case about it. Serena knows about free-fall, she knows 
how good it can feel to stop holding up that wall between the ugly reality and the pretty lie, but 
whenever they talk about it, they're talking across a gulf so wide that Blair can't do anything but shoot 
back with everything she's got. 


Some people say that all the cultural echoes and the stories of Eden and the Fall, that removal of 
God's love, come from the first moment in every single person's life when they call for their mommy, 
and she doesn't answer. If it takes ten seconds or ten minutes for her to come and put the world back 
together, you spend that time screaming, and you never recover. Not completely. So the reason Blair 
gets so gross at these times is that her world is composed entirely of appearances, what she wants to 
portray, the woman she desperately wants to be -- and Serena, whom she knows to trust implicitly. 


And if Serena's the one destroying the world, asking these questions, knowing that she's going to 
catch hell for it, then on some level Blair knows that it's serious, and it's true. And in the long term, 
she knows, Serena will be proven right. But that doesn't mean the walls aren't falling down right now. 


Dan has prepared romantic spaghetti and there's zany Italian music playing, like in Lady And The 
Tramp. Which is hilarious, because my grandmother hated that movie, and wouldn't let me watch it, 
because she couldn't abide a well-bred lady like that marrying some tramp and ruining her family. 
She was totally offended by that, and you know what, my grandmother would hate Dan so much! 
That's hilarious. So they eat his dumb spaghetti and Dan kisses her, and Jenny comes out of her 
bedroom to "get some juice,” adorably, and Dan enforces her removal from the situation and goes 
back to the mood lighting and sad romantic teenage spaghetti. Serena can feel him getting revved up 
and weird for take two, and it bums her out, so he stutters and changes course. "Let's try this. Why 
don't you tell me what's on your mind? Then it can be on our minds, and our minds can worry about 
what's on your mind together." Which is pretty much exactly like saying, "I love you," but Dan's a 
literal-minded fellow. He's performing love, the actuality of it, but he still needs the actual words and 
the drama moment of it, when all they've ever done is be really good at loving each other. "I don't 
know what | said either but, um, what I'm saying now is talk to me." She explains about how the test 
was actually for Blair, and Jenny listens at the door just like Vanessa would want her to. 


Dan's confused: how can B suddenly be pregnant if she just recently got back with Nate? His face falls, 
in sympathy: "...Oh. Then who?" And kids, nobody in that room is prepared for the answer, which is 
Chuck. Jenny just about falls over sideways, and Dan's spaghetti repeats on him a little bit. "Chuck? 
And Blair? Blair and Chuck? Then why isn't he the one buying the test?" Dan assumes that it's because 
Chuck is disgusting, and Serena doesn't disagree exactly, but assures him Chuck has no idea about 
any of this. Dan points out that, although he does hate Chuck, Chuck deserves to know what's going 
on. "He does have this weird influence over her,” Serena nods, and wonders if Chuck can talk her into 
taking this seriously. Their relationship has always been like a mysterious black box or grotesque 
carnival, for Serena, and she doesn't know too much about how it works, but she does know the 
balloon-popping routine she usually tries with Blair isn't working this time: she's dug too far in. "I 
just...I'm so worried about her." Dan embraces Serena and their minds worry together, and Jenny 
slumps away. 


== I7EG(=) (3) == 


Rufus is chatting up some young lady at his gallery, and she tries several times to get him to ask her 
out before just boldly declaring her intentions. He gets distracted by Bex Simon, Lily's lovely art dealer 
from a long time ago that accidentally sold her the Alison painting. The other woman, Bryn, notes that 
he's completely out of it, and tells him to call her later when he has it together. Which concept is 
ludicrous, but she doesn't know that. She leaves and Rufus commences flirting with Bex. He points her 
to a wall opposite, calling something that is neither beautiful nor mixed-media a "beautiful mixed- 
media piece," and honestly | don't think he's ever correctly identified a piece of art in his gallery that 
we've seen. As usual, Bex does not call him on his total ignorance, but changes the subject to Alison. 


Who is gone, along with his hopes of reconciliation, not to mention his romance fantasy affair with 
Lily. They agree to have a date tomorrow night. Awesome, because | love Bex and I'm happy to see her 
again, but also because | love Lily too much to hand her Rufus until he's done cooking. 


Chuck's suite at the Palace is Room 1812. That makes me laugh, did we know that? Serena enters 
after a creepy moment where he asks her to call him "brother," and she shrugs it off: "I need to talk to 
you." He sympathizes with her pregnancy scare, and admonishes her a little bit about safe sex. 
Seconds later, she's sitting at the bar in the suite, talking to Chuck through the mirror behind the bar 
in an awkwardly symbolic little moment that clearly has meaning: "Chuck, | really need to trust you. 
I'm hoping that deep down inside, you're actually a decent person and won't make me regret this." He 
considers them both, in the mirror, and checks in with himself: ls he a decent person today? The 
answer is no. He's been hurt too badly. He had plans too; he had a world that included Blair, and when 
she went back to Nate, that was an attack on his most basic stuff. He risked a lot just loving her. 
"You're here for Blair, aren't you? Look, I'm not going to tell Nate about us. | tortured her, got bored 
and moved on." Serena explains about the pregnancy test, and how it was for B, but she's refusing to 
take it, so Chuck's got a baby, because Serena doesn't know about Nate. "I handle my business. 
Apparently, Nate doesn't. They slept together just after we did. It's him you should be asking for 
help.” It doesn't take a genius to figure out why Blair would have left out the Nate part of that 
equation, but Serena is yucked out anyway. Just when you peek over the edge of that wall and see 
how far Blair's slipping, you get the news from Chuck of all people that she's getting even more erratic 
than you knew. 


Rufus approaches Dan about the concept of him dating Bex and possibly other ladies, and of course 
Dan thinks that it's all about him and his life, but once Rufus clarifies, he just tells him to change out 
of the purple plaid shirt he's wearing. Jenny enters and immediately starts bitching about the shirt as 
well, and Dan laughs that Rufus was planning on wearing it on a date, even. Rufus begs her 
permission for the date, but she also could not care less: "Whatever, it's awful." Dan and Rufus laugh 
about how Jenny's complete disinterest in her father's love life, though it came a bit too late, is as 
good an answer as any. So for the record, Rufus, and | could have told you this ten minutes 

ago: NOBODY CARES. 


== PGI) == 


Serena enters Chez Waldorf to greetings from Dorota, who's sitting in the parlor with Blair. "Anybody 
notice the weather today? Take a look outside, B. my First Response would be that the sky is a...Clear 
Blue Easy.” Blair rolls her eyes ferociously and dismisses Dorota. Serena worries at her about finally 
hooking up with Nate, and admits that she went to Chuck, to see if he could talk some sense into her. 
She's still shuddering about the whole Deal With The Devil vibe of that, and Blair just gets pissed that 
she went around her total oblivious denial like that. "| was trying to he/p you, B. | took a public bullet 
for you, let another rumor about me run rampant. The whole school heard!" She tears up: "Even Dan." 
Which caused problems so tangential to Blair's actual problems that Serena's not even about to 
address them right now. So again, you have somebody performing the behaviors of love and trying 


not to say it out loud, because the truest answer is the one that Blair would never buy: "You are 
hurting, which is hurting me, because | love you, so you have to fix this so we both stop hurting." So 
Serena has to just keep throwing random shit at the wall and seeing what sticks, because she loves 
her friend and still hasn't figured out a way around Blair's weird coping mechanisms. 


Eleanor enters and Serena takes off, telling her to ask B what's going on, because her version of the 
story is always better. There's almost a kind of jealousy here, throughout, that's really fascinating: 
from both sides, they know that Serena doesn't have the option of denial anymore. She went into 
free-fall and realized that actual life is just like the burlesque that Blair's dancing now, only harder. 
You cannot talk someone into introspection, or self-reliance, because that shit doesn't sell -- so what 
do you do when somebody you love just turns off reality altogether? Irresistible Serena has reality and 
a complete lack of fear on her side, but immovable Blair has the strongest will we've ever seen. 
Eleanor and Blair smile: Blair's never been better, but Serena sure has. Eleanor perches and asks 
point-blank if they're fighting about Blair's illness, which she knows firsthand is back. "I'm very 
stressed. And with you and Serena down my throat," so to speak, "I can hardly think straight, never 
mind keep food down." Eleanor offers to send B on a mini-break to Lyon, to visit her father, and 
Blair's will towers, intensely: "Maybe this summer.” Eleanor orders her daughter to finish her 
breakfast, and Blair reluctantly pops a grape in her mouth. 


Serena could have kept pushing forever, could have gotten mad, could have enlisted Eleanor and 
Chuck and the whole UES, and Blair wouldn't have moved. She would have laughed, and gotten mean, 
and engineered a shitstorm to distract everybody, or taken somebody else down. But the second 
Serena gave up, stopped resisting, her disappointment was too real. It stopped being a fight and 
started being something altogether worse. So we find B, minutes later, standing in the bathroom with 
an egg timer chiming, staring herself down in the mirror. This is hands down my favorite moment of 
the episode, and in fact the whole season. If you don't get why people love Blair, you've never stared 
yourself down in the mirror and said anything this ridiculous, or wonderful: "I'm not pregnant. / 
command myself not to be pregnant." | admire nothing more than will; | could easily be convinced 
that just the words, applied correctly, in her steely stare-down, could transmit back to the beginning 
of the episode and make her not be pregnant. | believe that Blair Waldorf can move mountains. 


== EGE (3 == 


Serena's phone rings, and Blair spills. "Hey S, it's B. Two things. First, I'm sorry about Dan, about the 
Gossip Girl blast, and about not telling you about Nate. You were just so hard on me about Chuck | 
didn't want to be judged for sleeping with them both." Serena understands, of course, and accepts her 
apology immediately, knowing that the storm is breaking. "That was fast. If | were you, | would've 
made me work for it a little bit harder." Serena laughs, because truer words were never spoken, and 
she grins that Blair's suffered enough today. We'll see. "...And second thing," Blair rushes, over 
Serena's protest that they're on like thing five, "I took the test. I'm not pregnant.” They get goofy, in 
their separate locations, and Serena almost weeps with joy for her. "Oh, | am so happy. | would have 
had no idea what to wear to a paternity hearing!" They agree on a clean slate, and Serena sighs 


hugely, relieved. 


Blair breezes past Chuck, smoking outside school, and he makes a show of dropping the butt. "Oh, 
don't stop on my account." He smirks that secondhand smoke is bad for the baby, and she tells him 
the good news. "So goodbye, mistake so far in my past | can hardly remember.” He reaches out for 
her, and she orders him not to touch her. "Look, if you were gonna tell Nate, you would have done so 
in Monaco. But you don't want him to hate you, and you know he would. Game over." He protests 
weakly that the game's not over until he says so. "Then have fun playing with yourself,” she says, and 
stalks off. Chuck actually looks fairly bereft, for the second it takes to produce his phone. "GG. S not 
pregnant, covering for Blair. Same B whose sheets were rumpled by two guys in one week." And he 
heads inside. 


Dan stutters and wriggles and acts insane, trying to get Serena situated in their romantic picnic in the 
park. He covers her with a blanket: "This will be better to keep you warm," he says, weirdly, and offers 
her some...ginger ale. "I brought this for us. We can have a nice little drink." He's so adorable right 
now. She makes the talk-talky hand at him, and notes that he's babbling, and he goes in for take 
three. "I'm sorry. I... It's just... | don't know. In the short time we've known each other, you've become 
really important to me. I've been struggling to find a way to tell you... Struggling now..." He looks 
great, actually, and of course her notebook flies open in the wind, scattering her lit paper all over the 
place. She goes running all over while Dan stares, and some random dude in a Burberry hat helps her 
out. Of course, she gleams at the guy and gives her best Serena van der Woodsen smile: "I love you! 
Thank you!" Dan chokes, hilariously, and she comes back to him, but he backs down again, offering 
to proofread it for her. Of course, nobody ever "struggled to find the words" to say this, but she has a 
vested interest in not pursuing the truth, so they dig into their picnic instead. 


The music gets super-scary as Chuck's little gossip bomb finally hits. Kati and Iz are scandalized and 
can't wait to show Jenny. "Looks like the virgin queen isn't as pure as she pretended to be. Who's your 
daddy, B? Baby daddy, that is. Two guys in one week? Talk about doing the nasty... Or should | just 
say being nasty?" Nate loses his mind, although whether it's due to GG's torturous syntax and puns, or 
because his girlfriend totally dogged him, | don't know. Jenny watches Blair walk through the 
courtyard crowd in slow-motion, watches her phone go off, watches her read the news about herself. 
The background chatter is kind of amazing: "Oh, my God. You know she's right about this. Oh God, 
there she is. What a total hypocrite. Who does she think she is? Pot calling the kettle black much? | 
never thought she was a virgin anyway. Oh, | can see a bump! What a bitch. Oh my God, she is sucha 
whore. Try keeping your legs closed for a change, Blair. She cheated on Nate? Does Nate know?" Blair 
gets smaller and smaller, but rallies herself sufficiently to ask Kati and Iz if they've seen Nate. They 
can barely meet her eyes; she continues to search for him. 


== |e C) == 


Jenny spots Nate in the hallway and admits that she's seen the GG alert. "Yeah, Blair's gonna freak out. 
| mean, this is a total lie." Jenny does the ankle-dip of passive-aggression. I've been waiting for her to 
bitch out for so long | can't even be grossed out. This is awesome. Go, Jenny Humphrey! Skank like 


the wind! "Jenny, look. | know you're friends with Blair, and you'd never want to do anything to betray 
her. But if you know something..." Jenny admits that Blair was never really her friend, which is her 
perspective even though it's not true. She only thinks this because B was a bitch to her yesterday 
morning, and the only reason B was a bitch to her yesterday was because she was dealing, or rather 
studiously not dealing, with just this stuff. But you can't really blame Jenny for hitting back, or any of 
them, and that's why this episode is awesome. On one level, it was all plot massage to get us to this 
point, but it also fits so well with B's entire way of being that it kind of doesn't matter. Of course she 
would act like an asshole, and of course she would do it to those exact people, and of course it would 
rebound on her in precisely this way. To explain is not to excuse. "So...yeah, there's something you 
should know." 


Nate comes flying out of St. Jude's directly into Chuck's solar plexus, moving easily five times as 
quickly as Nate usually moves, and scaring the shit out of Chuck. "Did you sleep with her, huh? You 
son of a bitch! | could kill you." Chuck asks, with as much sanguinity as he can manage, if they can 
continue this conversation without Nate's hands around his neck. "Did you get what you wanted, like 
you do with all those other girls?" Chuck shoves him off and tries to take a stand of some kind: "Yes, 
Nathaniel. | took what Blair kept throwing at you and you kept throwing back." So he screwed B for 
sport, but that's Nate's fault? And if this happened a week ago, he would have told Nate he was in 
love, but the world changed on him, so he changed shape to keep up: he was never in love, he never 
risked or dared, he never gave in. "She needed someone, and | was there." 


Nate asks if that means Chuck cared about her, and Chuck can't admit that for anything, so he 
changes tack again: "You guys were broken up!" Nate points out that they weren't broken up very 
long, at that point, and storms off. Which Chuck can't have, because now that he retroactively doesn't 
and didn't love Blair, the only thing he actually loves is Nate. "Look, | am sorry, all right? | know how 
long you and | have been best friends, okay?" He touches him, easily, trying to rescue this, and Nate 
throws him off, screaming. Well, it's Nate, so it's like a vague mumble, but there's some animus 
behind it for once: "No, it's not okay, Chuck. From now on, you stay away from me.” Chuck keeps 
trying, and Nate explodes again. "You stay the hell away from me, Chuck!" This is a story about how 
for thirteen episodes Blair's been setting up her own fall, and that's what we're focused on right now, 
but Chuck's been playing the same game in parallel; what he's losing right now is the only thing he 
started the season with. Something goes out of his eyes and he takes off in his limo. 


== I7E1G(2) I) = 


Blair's posture is perfect, sitting in the study at Nate's house when he enters. "What are you doing 
here?" She tells him Anne Archibald let him in, and he shows a spark, finally: "I didn't ask how you got 
in. | asked why you came." She wants to talk about them, about their relationship, but there's no 
"them," anymore. "We finally really have a chance to start over,” she says, and he...walks kind of an iffy 
line. | get where he's coming from, but there are things you don't actually get to stop apologizing for, 
sometimes. "You know, all this time | felt so bad for everything I've done, and when you said you 
wanted to leave the past in the past, | didn't know we were talking about your past." She tries to 


explain, how he broke her heart on her birthday and she went crazy and made a decision she was "in 
no condition to make." He asks if she's feeling clear-headed right now: "Then you'll understand 
perfectly when | say | want nothing else to do with you, Blair. You and Chuck deserve each other." She 
points out that Chuck would do anything to stay on top, would twist the truth and say whatever he 
had to, to keep from getting hurt by this. "But Jenny wouldn't,” Nate grumbles. Which takes the wind 
out of her sails, finally, although it made me afraid for old Jenny. "And don't go blaming any of this on 
her, Blair. | would have found out eventually. | said I'm done. It's over. Now would you please leave?" 
His face looks completely different right now; he leaves. 


In the gallery, Rufus is looking good. Which is funny, because he's wearing a ladies’ rollneck cardigan 
and looks like a crazy old man. Bryn enters and immediately confesses that, "at the risk of being 
forward," she's there on a dare from her friends to ask him out. Which sounds about right, given 
Rufus's own emotional maturity level. He's impressed by this, of course, but just then Bex comes in 
for their date. He tries to introduce them to each other, gets the names backwards, and doesn't even 
have the courtesy to blush. Bex figures out the whole deal, which actually is not that huge a problem 
really, because it's not his fault this girl just randomly showed up to ask him out, but she takes off 
anyway. Bryn offers to go on their date with him now, and he smiles, but still feels sheepish in some 
indefinable way. 


Blair's posture is once again perfect as she sits in her living room, waiting for Serena to arrive. She 
jumps her immediately: "I can't believe you told Jenny about me and Chuck!" Which of course she 
didn't. "Because of her, everybody knows the intimate details of my private life, and now Nate's not 
speaking to me." Serena repeats that she didn't tell Jenny, but B asks if she told Dan. "...What," Serena 
whispers, in a thrilling non-answer that manages to come off apologetic, confused, and horrified all 
at once. "You did! You told your low-rent boyfriend, and he told his social-climbing sister who wears 
my hand-me-downs, and she blabbed to Nate." Awesome. Awesome! Serena's like, "I cannot believe 
you're attacking Dan and Jenny," but has no comeback regarding her discussing the situation with 
him. Which really, | don't see the problem, because if Blair had her way, Dan would still think Serena 
was pregnant with his child, and that's hardly fair. ["And I'm sorry, but this is the non-legal version of 
spousal privilege. Your friends tell their significant others things about you and you just have to live 
with it." -- Sars] Serena protests that she told Dan only because she needed advice on how to manage 
Blair's complete break with reality, and figured that Dan's chronic need to tell everybody how to live 
their lives all the time might actually come in handy this time. 


——hageni na 


"| can't believe you don't get it. The rules are different for the Serena van der Woodsens of the world! 
People expect you to party and be wild, sleep with whoever you want, run away, come back..." The 
price you pay for being in free-fall is everybody seeing you're in free-fall, but there are benefits. It 
feels real, it feels good even when it hurts, it feels like a certain kind of grace when things look like 
they really are: when the burlesque stops and you're just a girl, instead of a towering paradigm of 
willpower and chastity and perfection. Serena gets to do whatever she wants, and Blair hates that; 


Blair gets to coast on appearances because all her very scary shit takes place behind closed doors, 
and Serena hates that. You're always one or the other, because reputation is everything, so you have 
to make a choice: live up to the reputation, constantly getting scared and damaging yourself in that 
pursuit, or drag the rep down to a manageable place, and end up constantly apologizing for yourself. 


Any system has rules, whether it's gender roles or heterosexuality or rich-dad/poor-dad class 
structure, and your option is to learn those rules and perform them properly, in order to be rewarded 
by that system. Get good grades and get into a good school and finish at the top of your class, and 
you'll be rewarded with money, for example. But any system, social or otherwise, still operates in 
terms of game theory. Step out of the game altogether, reclaim your space, and you forfeit the right 
to those rewards, because you're no longer in the running. So the deal that you're actually making, 
when you agree to quit the team or come out of the closet or admit aloud or publicly that you're a 
sexual being -- a whore, by the rules of the game -- is what shame was invented to contain and 
administrate. Shame exists in society for one reason only: to keep everybody playing the game. 


But the reward and the price of being in free-fall, as Serena can tell you, is that the whores of the 
world don't really care about any of this, so they get to make their own rules, because they're playing 
a different game altogether. By any recognizable, mature measure, Serena is a great person: 
compassionate, kind, understanding, and fiercely loving. But we're not in a recognizable or mature 
world; we're in high school, and the rules are different: "Wait. Are we really going back there?" Always. 
There are things you never get to stop apologizing for. But that's not B's point: "You shot your 
reputation to hell a long time ago. It doesn't matter what you do, but I'm a Waldorf." Waldorfs play the 
game: they run to France when it gets scary, they hide their eating disorders with the help of their 
servants, they smile and grin with their down-low husbands, and call it love. How could Serena ever 
explain what it's like, out here with the rest of us? She can't, and Blair's finally found just the right 
place to twist the knife: reminding her that Serena will never, ever be able to buy her way back into 
the game. "Well, since you and your reputation obviously don't need me and my low-rent taste, you 
and the Waldorf name can weather the storm alone." In the silence, Blair reviews everything that just 
happened, the awful abyss that Serena's free-fall means, the terrible storm that's still coming. "...With 
pleasure," she says, but she doesn't mean it. There's no pleasure here. 


== IES) I = 


Jenny approaches the Met group fearfully; Hazel welcomes her warmly and Blair gets aggressive, so 
Jenny tries to leave, but Hazel steps up. "No, stay. Blair, given you can barely manage your own messy 
affairs, surely you're not in a position to tell anyone where they can and can't eat." Blair asks if Hazel 
knows who she's talking to, if she gets the Waldorf thing: "You mean a self-righteous bitch who 
always sat on her own high horse judging everyone else?" says the blonde girl, and Hazel takes a step 
toward her: "Pregnant little hypocrite.” Heh. All about the delivery. Blair informs them that she isn't 
pregnant, and the Army glares down: "Nate must be thrilled. Chuck, too." Blonde girl informs her 
about the big throwdown between Chuck and Nate, over Blair's "cheap ass," and she and Hazel point 
out that "the boyfriend and the best friend” is a pretty classy move. Free-fall. Hazel gets one last line 


in before they stalk away: "Consider yourself dethroned, Queen B." Jenny hovers, and Blair speaks very 
quietly and very intensely: "Jenny. It is highly unlikely that | will ever forgive you for going to Nate. But 
if you walk away from me now, | will also ruin you.” That is easily five times closer to begging than 
Blair's ever done, with anybody but Serena, but Jenny's not getting it. Or is just a bitch, I'm willing to 
consider that. Brighten up the loft a bit, anyway. "How are you gonna do that?" she sniffs, in her ugly 
pink Bedazzled hat, and takes off. B is alone and very tiny, and the music is scary, and her headband 
is fucked-up-looking. 


Rufus leaves a lame message on Bex's voicemail about how he's "new at this,” and that's his whole 
excuse. "At forty-something years of age, it has occurred to me I'm not very good at doing normal 
things or behaving in an appropriate fashion, and the whole world is very new to me." 


Dan's reading in the courtyard at school when Serena approaches -- still worried about Blair and her 
relationship with Blair, mind -- and asks if he told Jenny about the Chuck thing. He says no, but she 
points out that he's the only one she told. Dan gets very awful. "And | didn't tell anybody. ...1 gave you 
my word. Because | love you. | love you, and not just because | thought you were pregnant, and not in 
the way you love some random guy who picks up your lit paper, or some girl who likes your hair." And 
yes, this is the hottest Dan has ever looked, and it's a nice little speech, but obviously right this 
second, it's not about him, so, like, what are you doing? He's making this huge stand that obviously 
makes Serena uncomfortable, and he's doing it for the fourth time, in the middle of a conversation 
about Blair's complete breakdown? That's just so Dan, | can't handle it. | cannot blame her at all for 
being like, "Okay?" But boy, Dan can. He spits how that response is "NOT OKAY," and stomps off 
crying and moaning and sucking. Meanwhile, Serena has actual drama happening. 


== [G(2) is} == 


B wanders the city at random, looking like a million very screwed-over dollars, and it's totally hurtful 
to watch. She flashes back to cuddling with Nate after she found out about Serena, and fucking Chuck 
in the limo, and feels horrible some more. The funny thing about balloon popping is that they're 
going to do it anyway, but that doesn't stop us from ignoring it as long as possible. This was always 
going to happen, it was just the time frame and the circumstances that changed every week. And | 
know you'd make fun of me for bringing up Joseph Campbell right now, but this has always been a 
classic story, with the classic symmetries. Frivolous, feminized, fluffy or not, this show is at the very 
top of its game, and technically speaking, it outperforms most other dramas regularly, even outside 
its genre. | do honestly believe that, as a writer and as a fan, and | count us lucky to be playing 
outside the game by watching it. 


Eric lies on a couch at the Palace, listening to his iPod, and Serena yanks the earbuds out, complaining 
to him before he even opens his eyes, "I'm such an ass!" He immediately guesses, correctly, that she's 
talking about Dan, because God knows there's not a person on earth who can make her feel awful 
about herself like Dan can. "He told me loved me, and all | did was stand there like a stupid mute. | 
mean, why wouldn't | want to hear those words come out of his mouth? But it's like it made me trust 
him less, which is crazy, and even if he is lying about telling Jenny even though | told him not to tell 


We 


anyone, | should have come up with a better response to 'I love you." He doesn't even pause: "Not 
that | even know what you're talking about? But why would you think he was lying?" Because he's the 
only one she told. "Do you know how many times | was listening in on your conversations when you 
thought | wasn't?” She makes the hilarious yee face: "Ohhh. None, | hope.” Nope. "I'm a little brother. 
It's what | do." He goes on to demonstrate the utility of his time in the booby hatch, using Ostroff 
words to illustrate her story for her: "You don't have to be a genius to figure out the trust thing. | 
mean, every time Mom brought home someone who said ‘I love you,’ they would end up married." 
Serena nods. "And then divorced. Didn't leave us with a strong sense of trust, huh? But that's Mom's 
issue, not ours. And Dan's not one of those guys." Lily's great at the game, and pays the price for 
playing, but it's not the only game in town. Serena gets up, pointing out that Eric's getting 
dangerously close to being smarter than her, and runs. 


Blair sits down heavily next to Chuck at the bar, and considers him at length before speaking. His 
crazy face is impassive. "| came to congratulate you in person. You ruined my relationship with Nate, 
Serena, all of my friends..." He takes a drink and won't look at her. "Even Little Jenny thinks she's too 
good for me. So...bravo. Just like you wanted. | have no one to turn to but you." And a week ago, that 
would have been enough, but she hurt him down too far this week: "Actually, you don't even have 
me." She shoots him a come on face, but he's not faltering. He looked himself in the mirror and he 
said, steely-eyed, "You are not in love. | command myself not to be in love." And then he wasn't, and 
he never had been. It's all about willpower; it's all about defining exactly what the story's about, no 
matter what anybody else has to say about it. No matter how much it breaks your heart. "I'll try to be 
more succinct. You held a certain fascination when you were beautiful, delicate...and untouched. But 
now you're like one of the Arabians my father used to own. Rode hard and put away wet. | don't want 
you anymore, and | can't see why anyone else would." Just putting the knife where it will do the most 
damage, just like she always does, when she's feeling fucked up and wild. She backed him into a 
corner, and he doesn't have a lot of options anymore. There was relief in her back and in her eyes 
when she sat down; she looked him in the eye and said, "You are my free-fall. | can be with you now, 
because | have no one else. Tell me this is a secret plan we hatched together, all alone: the two of us, 
finally together without anything else between us. Tell me that I've fallen just enough to love you, and 
| will love you forever.” And he told her she'd fallen too far even for that. And that's when she did. 


-- Page 14 -- 


Eleanor's sitting in the living room when Blair comes off the elevator. Even across the house, she can 
see something's off about her daughter. She's weak. She's near tears: "I'd be a lot better if | could 
spend a semester going to school in France." In the silence, Blair nods sadly at her mother: it's really 
that bad. It just got that bad. Mom stutters: "Well, | -- | already talked to Harold about a visit, and he 
was -- he was thrilled..." Blair nearly begs to go immediately, and Eleanor's taken aback: "Now?" Blair 
throws herself down, at her mother's knee, supplicant. Sometimes, in hell, it takes your mother to 
save you. And she won't ask too many questions. "Blair, | am very concerned..." she murmurs, and 
Blair looks up, her eyes on fire: "So book a flight." Asked and answered. Without pausing, Eleanor 
nods, serious as the situation demands: "We'll get you out tomorrow." She caresses her daughter's 


face, down in the hell she helped construct, and Blair collapses into her arms. "Thank you." Saved 
from free-fall once again; still a Waldorf. If you can't fix the world, and you can't fix yourself, and 
you're not ready to be the new Serena, a hasty retreat is called for. 


The new Army, headed by Hazel, plans their night's entertainment; Kati or IZ made out with the 
bartender at Decibel last time and he thinks she's in love with him, but they'll figure out somewhere 
else to go. Hazel invites Little J along, but once again, she has to cart massive amounts of books to 
the library for some reason. "Elise will take them for you. Won't you, E?" The new Jenny. She looks so 
terribly young, fidgeting with her silly wool hat, the puffballs hanging down, her cheeks turning red 
from the attention. "Yeah, sure!" Jenny protests -- even looking at Elise is making her sick, like a 
mirror, that naked desire to be included, that willingness to submit, that complete lack of backbone; it 
hurts her like Dan hurts me -- and Hazel redefines the world again: "The question isn't if you can do 
it, Jenny. It's if you should have to." There's a three-way stare-down as Elise, tiny little innocent Elise, 
promises she's going there anyway. The eyes of bitches are everywhere, because this is a defining 
moment for Little J. She finally nods, in front of them all, and Elise begs her to let her know if she 
needs anything else. Jenny nods queasily, and the Army moves out. Jenny hesitates for a second, but 
quickly joins Hazel. "Props to Blair," Hazel says smugly. "She trained you well." Credit where it's due. 
Who knows when Blair would have relented; I'm guessing soon, but we'll never know. Jenny smiles, 
and she and Elise wave goodbye across the quad, and Jenny's grin at the last second is the scariest 
part of all. Elise collects the books one by one; Jenny leaves a girl behind, in the courtyard. 


In the gallery, Bex isn't hearing it: "Don't act so surprised to see me. How could | not stop by after all 
those pitiful messages you left?" Rufus apologizes, and tries once again to explain. He does a pretty 
good job: "Look, Bex. | was married for almost twenty years. And before that, | was a somewhat 
successful musician, and | wouldn't really call what | was doing dating." It was? "A succession of 
women -- groupies, mostly -- whose chose me. | really don't have any experience with real honest- 
to-goodness dating." | like that, the whole thing about eating whatever's on your plate instead of 
deciding what you want, and going after it. That's so true, and it's so Rufus, and I'm proud he figured 
that one out. "Despite your worst efforts, | am completely charmed by you, Rufus Humphrey.” She 
speaks for us all! "Okay. Here's where we are. Dating 101, Lesson One: In two days, you're gonna call 
me, and thank me for forgiving you your dating faux pas. You'll ask me out to dinner. Someplace 
elegant, but intimate. And we are going to have a fabulous time. You got all that?” She delivers this 
with charm over and above the already pretty-charming lines. | like this one, | hope she sticks around. 
She takes off, promising they'll talk in two days, but of course she only makes it two steps toward the 
door before her phone rings, and she starts to laugh. Oh, Rufus. 


== (7S) 1/5 == 


Serena appears at the loft with a strange, yet totally valid, request: "| need to know why you love me.” 
He can tell she's freaking, so instead of patronizing her, he stands up like a man and takes her hands 
immediately. "Because | do." She promises him she wants most to trust him, when he says that -- 
maybe if she knew why, she'd stop being so scared of hearing them, and saying them. Not the 


performance of love, but the words themselves, and the words behind the words. "Okay. Well, if you 
want to talk about why," he starts, and she cuts in with more words and explanations, about Lily and 
"her many marriages," and he laughs. "There. That's why. Because | actually like it when you interrupt 
me -- which is often, by the way -- | love you because you make no apologies about being exactly 
who you are,” of course, unless you're apologizing to me for being exactly who you are, but it's a nice 
moment and I'm not going to throw a fit except to say that he loves making her apologize for that 
too. But the her he's talking about is "Beautiful, smart, sexy as hell..." She gets bashful, and this too is 
a reason. "You're completely unaware of your affect on me. You're also completely unaware that you 
laugh like a four-year-old [WTF?], just like that... And | love you because you can be with someone 
like me and still be best friends with someone like Blair." Ugh, Dan. Gross. "I love you because you 
have the good taste to love me, but the charity to love somebody I'm so much better than"? You can 
do better than that. But it's Dan, so he saves it at the last second: "You never give up on her. That is 
how amazing you are." She responds that he is amazing too, but can't come up with anything in 
particular: "You just are." Hee! That's like the truest part. Dan is awesome in a way science cannot 
properly describe; I'm on board with that. "And | love you...but | have to go." One of the many reasons 
he loves her, she explains, and blows him a kiss. | can't disagree; the intensity of her love for Blair 
really does recommend her quite highly, | think. 


Taxi back to Chez Waldorf, and then to a helipad, where Blair is standing in a riding helmet, getting 
ready to fly. "What," Blair says hilariously. "You want a lift to JFK?" Eleanor told Serena about France, 
the sudden-death extraction they have planned, and Blair sticks out her lip. "She has a big mouth." | 
love Blair through this whole scene, because every single thing Serena says is another Jenga block on 
this very dramatic and ever-so-Blair scheme of fleeing the country under cover of night. "B, I'm your 
best friend. She was shocked | didn't know." And now you do, Blair snits. "What | know is how you felt 
when | left without telling you.” Can't really fight that, doesn't really try. "...Is there a reason you're 
here?" Not the words but the act, of love. Running from the DUMBO recitation of love, its symmetries 
and stories, headlong into the arms of what it looks like when nobody's looking. 


== IGS) Il) == 


"Stay. Don't let some stupid scandal make you run away like it did me, like it does everyone in our 
world.” Blair cracks, a bit: "Everything's horrible. My whole life is falling apart." This is free-fall. Don't 
make me stay here to see it happen. "So rebuild it! You're a Waldorf, remember? People don't tell you 
who you are, you tell them! Stay and fight. I'll fight with you!" The first time this show ever made me 
cry, when Blair was a bookcase, remember that? "You're doing so good! You got it! Look how good 





you are!"Oh, that still kills me. And all she's saying is that there's a story Blair doesn't know, because 
it hasn't been written yet, and Gossip Girl never heard this story. The only person that knows this 
story is Serena van der Woodsen, and it ripped out chunks of her heart every day she was telling it: 
that if you can't fix the world -- and you can't -- then you're better off fixing your little part of it, by 
stretching and learning to love stories besides your own. There are days when she still cribs from 
Dan's notes to help her remember the story, but it gives her strength. And this story -- Serena's life, 
now -- is the last gift she can give her friend. She begs her to take it. 


"I'm so embarrassed," Blair chokes out. Shame is the immune system of the game they've been 
playing, but it's more than that: nobody wants the embarrassment of being seen. And she has spent 
her whole life hiding, so that nobody would see that girl. She shows her teeth so often, so the film 
stays on the projector, so everybody will believe the movie, about Blair's perfect life. The awful shame 
of realizing that not even her will -- the thing that literally keeps her alive, the thing that couldn't 
save Serena, or Eric -- can keep the burlesque going, once somebody peeks behind the curtain. There 
aren't any words: "I'm so..." Serena smiles. "So what? Start over. It can be done. | should know. We'll 
get through this together." They promise, and embrace, and there are so many words in Serena's 
eyes, and Blair has no words. She calls off the pilot and the handlers and looks into Serena's eyes. 


"One good scandal deserves another. Wonder who's going down next? Everybody, if B has anything to 
say about it. You know you love me. XOXO, Gossip Girl." 


There's so much love, and fear, and strength between them, as they hold hands and look out over the 
water, but there aren't any words left. There are no words for free-fall, because you don't talk when 
you're falling. All you can hear is yourself, falling. Ask Serena, who's about to teach Blair the biggest 
secret of all: she's not falling. She's dancing. 


1.14 OMFG! 


== PAGE I] == 


How, how, how have we lived even a moment without this show? Gossip Girl is back and more 
perfectly awesome than ever. 


Spotted: Chuck pissing off Serena in their new shared household and corrupting Eric as quickly as he 
can. After a series of incriminating deliveries to S -- porn, champagne, cocaine -- Bart kicks C out of 
the house for causing trouble. 


S is forced to apologize once she learns who's been sending the naughty gifts: the mysterious "G," 
who promises to return to the UES shortly. Just the letter G is apparently enough to scare the shit out 
of them both, causing a sweet and unnerving reconciliation between the soon-to-be siblings. 


But the real news is Little J, who overshadows the fallen Queen B's return to school by causing a major 
scandal. She's been selling her sewing machine and household items to keep up with the Bitches, and 
when the shit finally comes due she decides to steal a dress from Hazel's house. Which turns out not 
to be a random gown, but a custom Valentino worth like a billion dollars. 


After a series of humiliations, B turns up the heat in her own special, chaotic way, and J ends up 
getting caught in the stolen dress and left by the Bitches for dead. Then! A last minute genius 
maneuver -- involving turning poor Nate's ass out yet again -- puts J back on top again! 


Everybody is scary! XO! XO! XO! 
Want more? The full recap starts right below! 


Way too long previouslies, about which | am of two minds, because on the one hand it's nice to be 
reminded, | guess, but are we still pretending that recaps are for people who missed the previous 


episode or episodes? The longer the previouslies, the more likely it is that a new viewer is going to 
throw up her hands and say that this show is too hard. When the fact is, to understand this episode, 
you only have to know that Blair is a bitch and got totally boned, in a social context, and that Jenny is 
an idiot, and is asking to be destroyed. And to enjoy the episode, you need less than that: just eyes, a 
heart, and a love of bright colors. And, you know, best episode title possibly ever, so there's that too. 


It starts with a visually impressive redux of the last scene of Breakfast At Tiffany's, which is kind of 
important in that the movie is key to Blair's whole personality and though it's been mentioned before, 
it's never been actually visually represented on the show beyond some wardrobe stuff and references. 
This is brilliant, though. If you haven't seen that movie, go see it. I'll wait. 


Wasn't that so good? That's my favorite movie. Okay, so at this point in the story "Holly" (Blair) has 
just discovered that her sleazy Brazilian boyfriend José da Silva Pereira (Chuck) has no interest of 
joining her in infamy or rescuing her from her total social destruction. (Only instead of a pregnancy 
scare from two babydaddies, it has to do with the Mob, whatever.) "Holly" kind of massively flips out 
in front of her actual true-love boyfriend, "Fred" (Nate) and decides to let her cat, "Cat," go free in the 
streets of NYC, in order to prove that she's this amazing free wild creature. The cool thing about all 
this is that their names are not "Holly," "Fred" or "Cat," their actual names are other names, but "Holly" 
goes around changing everybody's name all the time because she thinks she's Penny Lane and this 
isn't the real world, because in reality she and "Fred" are both total prostitutes. Literal. 


So edgy! And let's not even discuss Mickey Rooney's totally racist turn as the landlord, because in 
twenty years | have not figured out an adequate way to reconcile that shit. So then when Holly lets Cat 
go she experiences a total freak out and goes running around looking for him, talking her bullshit 
about how they're going to be wild creatures together, which is when "Fred" comes looking for her, 
and in the movie they realize they're in love and whatever, they both look totally hot in the rain. And 
her hair is just like that, and their clothes are just like that, and George Peppard was once a wild 
hottie before he was on The A-Team 140 years after this movie was made. 


SSID 2 == 


So Blair/Holly/LulaMae's running around looking for Cat/a cat/her lost mojo -- with the most 
excellent addition of interjecting a tiny Blairlike "Ew!" in the middle of her screaming for Cat -- and 
then Nate/Fred/Paul comes up and he looks perfect, the hair people on this show should be 
millionaires, and he goes, "You don't have a cat, Jenny. You don't have anyone." Which is a painful 
reversal from the movie, where Paul is a big old girl who gives these masculine speeches about love 
all the time. And the whole time, Blair's screaming, "But I'm Blair. I'm Blair!" 


And then the Wayne and Garth waterfall fingers, and Dorota is doing her best to wake Blair up, 
resulting in both of them saying her name like sixty times, and Gossip Girl -- Hey, hi! -- is all, "Spring 
Break is done, and I'm starved for the dish. Were you sunning in Capri or sinning in Croatia? Give me 
the deets.”" (Gossip Girl says we can still say "deets," so file that shit away.) Blair's like, WTF, and 
Dorota sums up: "You have bad dream, and you're sleeping with your chocolates." Blair makes out 


with her box of Godiva a little bit, and Gossip Girl wonders where "dethroned royalty” like ex-Queen B 
vacationed. | thought France, but Dorota says "Club Bed." Which isn't even that clever, but | didn't even 
know Dorota could talk so she gets a bye. It's smart to place the hiatus over Spring Break like this, | 
used to love it when The O.C. did stuff like that. Blair whines that she's not ready for her first day 
back, and orders Dorota to cancel with Serena, and cover her mirrors because she's in mourning for 
her former life. Wait, are we admitting Jews exist now? Only the Asian-lIsraeli ones, you say? Well, that 
makes sense. 


Serena runs around the Bass penthouse scrambling to get ready, and finally yells at Chuck through 
the bathroom door. "Are you done yet?" She finally walks in, because what, like everybody in the tri- 
state area hasn't seen his junk by now, and he's just sitting on the sink smoking a doob and grinning 
meanly. She yells at him some more, and he calls to the ladies in the shower to make room for his 
sister. She's grossed out, and he says he's just messing with her, there are no ladies, but she ignores 
it and takes the joint out of his mouth and yells at him for smoking up in her bathroom. He smarms 
around for awhile and they have this hilarious chemistry where she's just totally exasperated and he is 
loving it, and the whole time they're expositing about how their parents are getting married, she 
keeps taking away his joint and tossing it, and he keeps picking it up and trying to light it again. "| am 
not your sister. | do not share any of your DNA, nor do | ever wish to." He suggests, in one of if not 
the best line of the episode, that she get some new hand towels, then, and she's not even dealing with 
that. She asks him again to leave, and finally just decides to forego her shower and runs off, grossed 
out by life. 


== [PEGE 3} == 


The new post-Blair Bitches of Constance are walking to school, and here's what they are wearing. Iz is 
in a totally fetch white-and-yellow striped slicker. (Kati is back in Israel, so now they're letting Iz talk.) 
Penelope, who is the one we thought was Hazel before the break, that looks like Blair and Chuck's 
imaginary baby, is wearing bright red. The real Hazel is the squat blonde that looks like Natalie 
Maines crossed with a Hobbit, and she always wears the cutest clothes of them: lavender peacoat and 
headband, necktie, twelve necklaces, and a giant garish red bag. And there's Little Jenny Humphrey 
with cute hair, a classic ivory coat, an old-lady widow's collar thing, a purple headband and matching 
giant garish purple purse. Lots of red and purple going on with this crew. Remember when the moms 
used to get together and drink bellinis in purple dresses and red hats? The '90s were weird. Oh, and 
Elise -- the goat of the group that looks five and carried Jenny's books -- is wearing a bunch of pink 
as uSual. 


Isabel has her broken arm in a striking green sling, swearing that next year they're Spring Breaking in 
Maldives, because skiing is too dangerous. Penelope laughs that she broke her arm in the spa, and 
Little J hands Hazel a bracelet that she borrowed from her during the Aspen trip they all just back 
from, and Hazel's like, "You know you could've just kept it, | would've forgot | had it." Jenny files away 
in her pointy little head that apparently Hazel is cool with getting shit stolen from her, and Penelope 
changes the subject to Jenny's birthday party tomorrow at Socialista. Jenny waxes excited about the 


mojitos and Iz tells her to hold off on exploding with delight until she’s wrapped her mouth around a 
mini-Cuban. Then, | think Jenny tries to explain that she doesn't go down on small Cubans; Penelope 
laughs and explains that it's a sandwich and asks what everybody's wearing to the party. Hazel is 
feeling her Ferragamo clutch and whatever dress she'll buy to go with it. Jenny mumbles that she's got 
some dresses on hold at Bendel's. Iz points out an ATM that Jenny could use to pay Penelope back the 
$120 from "brunch," reminding us that time and space have no meaning in the UES, but Penelope 
doesn't feel like stopping, so Jenny is spared the indignity of insufficient funds for at least a while. 


Serena and Chuck come running down the stairs Chez Bass, where Eric is lurking around, hiding from 
his valet. "He wanted to put my socks on for me this morning!" Chuck sleazes that if Eric thinks that 
the servants are attentive now, he should meet the new Latvian maid Brigitta. Still laboring under the 
misapprehension that her brother will ever know the touch of a woman, Serena yells that Eric's only 
fourteen and needs to avoid "this person" Brigitta at all costs. Chuck tries to remind Serena that she 
did at one point have a sense of humor, but Serena is not hearing it. | think this is due to Dan's 
influence. 


-- Page 4 -- 


The three kids hit the breakfast table, where Bart is reading The Observer and Lily is looking totally 
wonderful as always. Chuck lays on the charm pretty thickly, kissing Lily's hand, although he does call 
her "Lily von Bulow,” which is not the most charming reference you can think of, but Lily lets it go 
because she adores Chuck. Enjoying her new Ladies That Lunch persona to the hilt, Lily absently 
complains about how frustrating the wedding planner is being, and Chuck says that aggravation 
becomes her, and Lily grins, and Serena nearly barfs. Lily points out that Serena has chosen not to 
shower today, and Chuck grins. S snags like a grape and heads off to meet Blair; Chuck tells Eric they 
can take the limo. After Serena leaves, there's a beat in which Bart wonders what his evil son is up to 
now, and then blows Chuck's mind. "As my best man, | expect you to keep things smooth until the 
wedding." Lily is so happy! Chuck stammers a bit and then offers an OJ toast, to "family." 


DUMBO, where Dan is just back from visiting his horrible mother upstate, looking for Jenny and eating 
breakfast. Rufus explains that she slept at Hazel's with the other girls, and further explains that it was 
Hazel's family that took them all to Aspen. Dan suggests a certain surprise in letting Jenny cancel on 
their mom like that, but Rufus explains that both parents agreed that it was a good idea, because 
both parents have realized that Jenny is going completely crazy, and want her on their side, so they're 
both overcompensating to see who can be the best parent. Dan, who is not wrong in assuming that 
out of the three of them he would win that award, doesn't say anything, but you know what he's 
thinking. As does Rufus, who tells him that the very second Dan's done with his "I'd do things 
differently” look -- which: yeah, Rufus, it should be any decade now -- he would do well to find out 
what Jenny wants to do for her actual birthday. Dan promises to get it out of her, and heads off to... 
school, | guess. Possibly. Or to somewhere it's nighttime and they're having dinner, or breakfast even 
though it's nighttime, or where it's suddenly the weekend. 


Blair is freaking out on the way to school, and the way she is dealing with this is apparently to be 


dressed like a crazy Victorian or womb lady from The Handmaid's Tale or something, with giant 
sunglasses and a head scarf and a balloony dress that looks like Missy Elliott in the "| Can't Stand The 
Rain" video, which premiered on MTV before Blair was like born, and Serena's trying to distract her 
with whines of living with the Basses and whatever gossip will calm her down. "Thank God | have plans 
with Dan tonight. Finally, the return of some normalcy!" B stops in the middle of the sidewalk, 
freaking out again, and alerting Serena to the fact that she is suddenly "giving home-schooling some 
serious consideration." S laughs and says it's only natural to assume that everybody's still talking 
about her scandal from three weeks ago, but in fact other things have happened in the world. "Who 
would | have heard it from? Dorota?" S explains that after much concerted effort Maya finally made it 
into Brody Jenner's cell phone, Kati's dad moved the whole family back to Israel, and S has moved in 
with Chuck Bass. All of which is more interesting than B's fall from grace. B allows herself to hope that 
her trouble might have blown over, and S demands both the shades and the scarf. Unfortunately, Blair 
is still dressed like a lunatic, just now she's a more easily recognizable lunatic. 


SS 1s 2) = 


There's much hushed nattering and chattering as they come into the courtyard, and Nate stares kind 
of hatefully at Blair, but the look on Chuck's bizarre face is, | think, more being unimpressed by the 
bitchiness of everybody else. "The French Revolution had cake, the American Revolution had tea,” says 
Gossip Girl, and it turns out that the Constance Revolution against Blair has slingshot spoonfuls of 
yogurt, which come flying out of nowhere and nail her in the melon. All five Bitches are upstairs with 
spoons, in such a way that to get inside S and B have to walk past them. Nate is sad, but GG is kind of 
loving it: "Who said you need a silver spoon to dole out just desserts?" The Bitches all congratulate 
each other, and Nate stares as Jenny quickly takes her 80/20 Joy/Regret ratio down to 90/10, and 
then 100% bitch. 


Later, Jenny comes flouncing out to meet her friends, and lurking Nate asks to talk to her, and 
Penelope stares at him all crazy horny, and Nate gives her a sweet little talking-to about how Blair was 
probably mean to her after Jenny blew her spot about sleeping with Chuck, but there's something 
more important going on here, which is not that Blair is scary but that the Bitches are even scarier 
because there are more of them. "They've been friends with Blair forever, and look what they're doing 
to her. You fall out of line, what do you think's gonna happen to you?" Jenny points out that the 
solution is not to fall out of line, but I'm so sure she's capable of that. Nate, unable to use his words, 
shakes his head in frustration. | love how nice he is, | really do. "You're not like those girls, Jenny." 
(Boys of this show: no matter how many times you tell her that, it is still not true. She is exactly like 
those girls, except poor.) Jenny gets all neck-snappy about how that's so totally weird because they're 
her friends so how weird that they don't have anything in common, and Nate's too tired to go on with 
this right now, so he nods sadly, and tells her she's got good aim. Which is not exactly like calling her 
a bitch, because he spends the rest of the episode being totally sweet to her, but at least it points out 
to her that she totally just threw yogurt at a human being in order to humiliate them, which is a 
ridiculous act. 


At some point in time and space, S and B are back on the steps, and S is giving her a great pep talk 
about how she's Blair Waldorf and will not be beaten. "Right. Right, these are my steps, and I'm not 
going to relinquish them without a fight. Though it would be helpful maybe there was one more 
person in our crowd." She looks around all the people: old people, children ..."And ugh, there's Chuck, 
with a blond mini-Chuck." They laugh, and then of course Eric turns around, and he proceeds down 
the sidewalk with Chuck's arm around him, giggling. Serena's all, "He's trying to torture me," and Blair 
-- now Staring in the other direction -- evinces shock. S thinks she's shocked by the Chuck/Eric 
alliance, but it's actually because B has spotted Little J palling around with the Bitches. 


= Pagel 


Jenny sits down with them and they immediately ask about her whole conversation with Nate 
Archibald, and why she was talking to him. Of course, because Jenny is a weakling with no inner fire, 
she immediately goes, "Why? You guys don't like him?" Elise explains that Penelope's got a "historic" 
crush on Nate, and Hazel -- Without even knowing how often Nate gets pimped out on this show! -- 
tells Jenny to broker it. Jenny fake-agrees, because she still hasn't even figured out how she feels 
about him, much less him dating other girls. Even when Jenny makes thoughtful faces, don't you find 
it so hard to believe she's actually thinking about anything? Like the next line out of her mouth could 
be like, "Are jellies really back?" and you wouldn't even think about it. 


Meanwhile, B is freaking out because S just told her about the birthday thing tomorrow at Socialista. 
"So, Jenny Humphrey is officially being inscribed on the A-List," B spits, and then remembers to 
wonder why Serena even knows that, which is not a question that makes a shitload of sense but gets 
us to the next line, which is Serena explaining that she was of course invited, but turned it down 
because of B, and plans to have dinner with the Humphrey family later. Blair shakes her head slowly in 
wonder: "How do you manage to get out of everything unscathed?" Because that is like half of her 
entire personality? "Because I'm nice. You should try it sometime." S tells her to give a shot: 
“Compliment me. Tell me my hair looks beautiful." Blair's innocent beauty is so awesome at this point: 
"But ... your hair looks disgusting. Did you even shower?" S laughs lovingly and points out that B's 
tendency to be a total bitch is what got dairy in her hair in the first place. "Be nice and neutral, and 
things will swing back to normal. You're the Queen B. So just let nature take its course." Please. 
Serena, | love you, but have you met Blair? She and nature are like this, sometimes they're like this, 
but she is never going to let anything take its course. Half the time she doesn't even have a plan, she 
just fucks with things to see what happens next. 


Hazel heads off to Model UN (of course she does) but they all agree to dinner at Butter at 7. Jenny 
Spazzes for a second, grasping at straws, but Penelope assures her they don't need a reservation, just 
a $100 bill for the maitre d' -- which is just about what Jenny owes her. Thinking fast, Jenny says 
she's got a better idea, and heads for S and B, blowing Isabel's mind and Blair's. Serena murmurs that 
Jenny's giving Blair the perfect opportunity to try this niceness concept, and B is not feeling it, but 
Serena waves Little J over in a completely dorky, awesome way. "Serena, | know that you're doing 
something with Dan tonight, but Blair, um, we're all going to Butter, and | was wondering you wanted 


to join?” Serena, who is taking this whole innocent nice thing way too far, accepts on B's behalf, and 
Jenny takes off. Blair actually falls for it, too, and they clink coffee cups. Man, the crew at Butter is 
going to be so mad when they have to clean up all that pig blood. 


== (PAGE 7 == 


Dan and Serena make out on her bed at the Bass house, saying pointless love things, and she tells 
him how clean he smells, and he bitches about how she already told him the Chuck shower story from 
that morning, so she just makes out with him some more, because God forbid. Chuck knocks on the 
door after awhile, and greets Dan, who asks Chuck how he is. "Excellent," he says, and “enjoying 
having family around." Serena, exasperated and unaware of the whole "best man” thing, tells him to 
get it over with and say his pervy thing and go away. Chuck is wearing, by the way, the most awesome 
blue suit, a baby blue bowtie, and a pink patterned pocket square, and looks amazing. Chuck says 
formally and sweetly, "The wedding caterer is presenting a tasting to the family. | was coming call you 
to dinner." Dan gets ready to leave, but Chuck just nods kindly: "No need. Already asked the staff to 
set a place for you." He takes off, having totally wigged them both out, and they stare blankly at each 
other. 


Later, they're eating rich stuff and saying rich things, and Dan is mispronouncing things and trying 
too hard as usual, but everybody's being nice about it, and then a package arrives for Serena. She 
asks Dan if she needs to refrigerate whatever it is, and he admits it's not from him. Lily begs Serena 
not to put her "dirty package" on the table, and Chuck says quietly, "If | had a dime ..." Bart tells him 
to knock it off, and Serena opens the box. "Porn and handcuffs? Really?” Lily gives a great tipsy "oh 
my" and Dan's amazed. "This is low, Chuck, even for you.” She takes off and Chuck protests that he 
didn't send it. Dan excuses himself to deal with the horrified Serena, and Lily asks him to dispose of 
the box, and he stammers about how it would be his pleasure, but not like that, but he's going to 
throw it away, because it's trash, and the whole time Lily's just staring at him, because it has got to 
take some energy to always be spazzing out like he does. 


Later, GG spots Blair Waldorf sitting at Butter. All alone, of course. The waitress asks if perhaps Blair is 
willing to admit that her friends aren't coming, because she doesn't know jack about Blair. Meanwhile, 
the Bitches are laughing wildly at Hazel's house. Elise is painting a vivid picture of how Blair's probably 
looking up all excited every time somebody walks in, but it's never them. Penelope, hilariously and 
seriously, intones "Not going to Butter is much better than going to Butter." Hazel comes in wearing a 
ridiculous gown that makes her look like the madam at a midget whorehouse, and everybody oohs 
and ahhs, and the conversation turns to Jenny's birthday outfit. Jenny says she's still deciding between 
the two dresses, but mistakenly says they're at Bergdorf and not Bendel's. Her dad calls just in the 
nick of time while they discuss how Isabel will not be wearing any of her numerous black Chanels, 
because she never wears the same thing twice, like her mom taught her. So Kati was 

Jewish and |sabel's mom is Imelda Marcos. We are learning so much fake stuff! 


== |PEVG(E! (3) == 


Jenny is, by the way, wearing a totally cute purplish halter dress and her hair looks amazing. Rufus 
doesn't bitch at her for missing dinner, but does want to discuss her birthday plans. She tells him she 
wants to do something with her friends, but segues into bitching about how she doesn't have 
anything to wear beyond two imaginary dresses at some store she can't remember, and he's like, 
"Whatever, we'll hang out later." She's working her way deeper into the house as they chat, and finally 
just rings off altogether, staring at Hazel's mom's giant closet full of clothes and shoes and whatever. 
The camera pans all the way around, and Jenny apparently has a full psychotic break. 


At Butter, the waitress tells Blair that she's so pathetic the drink is on the house. Blair thinks for a 
second about mischief, and grins and orders another bellini, the seared squab, and a busperson to 


separate the tables, and the waitress gives a bitchy "Kay" and takes off. Blair rings information -- 
"Brooklyn. | think that's in New York?" -- and GG is like, "One may be the loneliest number, but 
sometimes only the lonely can play. Wake up, Little Jenny. The bitch is back." So neither GG nor Blair 
really knows what she's going to do exactly, but they are both overjoyed that she's doing something. 


And it's Blair, so you know it's going to be amazing. 


Jenny meets Betty the Old Consignment Witch next morning as she's opening up the store, and says 
she found something in the back of her closet. "You want to go with cash again, or do you want to 
buy your sewing machine back?" Jenny says neither, and points to a glittery gold and silver Dolce ona 
dress form behind the counter. "Honey, this is $1200," Betty says, but then pulls out the gorgeous red 
Valentino from Jenny's bag and stares at it with a sneaky smile. "Well, this one's... quite lovely." Jenny 
agrees, but says the Dolce is more her color. Betty can't even hear her talking because the dollar signs 
in her creepy witch eyes are like, "Have you tried eating part of my consignment store? It's totally 
made of candy." 


In the limo with Bart, Chuck is falling ever more perilously in love with both his Best Man status and 
the concept of having a cute little gay brother like Eric. "| say we take the jet to Croatia, where young 
Eric here can exploit the lesser age of consent..." Eric's mind is blown that he's even invited to the 
bachelor party, and Chuck is awesome: "Brother, please." Then, he says, they'll head to Monte Carlo 
for cards at Metropol, and watch the sun come up over the pyramids of Giza. Jeez, no wonder Bart 
wants him to be the best man. "Then | think a unicorn ride on the golden fields of the sun, followed 
by time travel back to the decadent vomitoria of ancient Rome.” He asks Bart what he thinks about 
this admittedly amazing whirlwind party, but Bart's more interested in porn and handcuffs. Eric 
giggles nervously and takes off, leaving Chuck alone with his father. "You almost ruined things 
between me and Lily once before. I'm not gonna let that happen again." Chuck's sad and honestly 
confused, but swears he didn't send the package. "And quite frankly, her violated Virgin Mary act is 
getting pretty old." 


== |7ile[s ©) = 


Bart says he thought the best man thing would help Chuck stop being gross and inspire him to value 
Bart's happiness over his own childish agenda. Chuck looks down, ever sadder, and Bart changes the 
subject to Victrola, basically bribing Chuck with investment capital so that Chuck can have more 


control of the club, and Chuck gets super bummed. But since he's not doing anything wrong anyway, 
he can promise not to do any more screwed up things, so it's no skin off his ass, but his feelings are 
still hurt. Plus, if the mysterious person keeps doing bad things, like we know they're going to, it will 
all fall apart anyway. So the smart thing would be for Chuck to go all Nancy Drew on Serena's behalf, 
but when you add the insult to the injury, like no matter how hard he tries his rep is going to always 
burn him in the end, it's doubtful he's going to do the smart thing. 


B calls Serena, who has the gall to ask why she's not at school, as though suddenly that question 
makes sense, and B says that's she volunteering for those less fortunate. "Butter with the girls must 
have gone well last night?" B lies that she didn't go, because she decided the Bitches should work a 
little harder for her forgiveness, and then double-checks to make sure Dan's not in Brooklyn to ruin 
her plans to destroy Jenny's life. "...Just tell him | say hi!" she finishes, hilariously and lamely, and S is 
like, "...Okay?" 


Where B actually is, is at Rufus's gallery. He comes in carrying a huge painting and she grins wildly at 
him, calling him "Jenny's Dad" and pointing out that they met briefly over Thanksgiving. ("Remember? 
| was having a bulimic meltdown and Serena and Lily had to do a total intervention? Your mashed 
potatoes smelled really good, although | did not taste them.") He remembers her finally, putting the 
name with the face, and there's a friendly openness on his face that tells you he is going to be a total 
pawn this week. Did he get even cuter? Did he change his hair? Rufus, you are a mystery. 


Dude catches Serena in the courtyard at Constance and tries to deliver her three cases of champagne, 
and she protests but, as he says, "The purchase order never lies. Salud." Everybody's impressed at this 
sudden return of Serena Who?, and Chuck stares because he knows this is going on him no matter 
what, and S gives him this great look like, "Fucking A, dude." She wanders off, Chuck is sad, and the 
boys and girls of St. Jude's /Constance Billard go nuts on that booze. Good morning, students! Good 
morning, girl with vamp nails in 2008! You need a drink. 


== [Pe e(2) 1/0) == 


Jenny comes running in with her Dolce, but nobody cares because Hazel's house has been robbed of 
one Valentino original, from the same year as Jackie's lace wedding mini. Jenny's all OMG and Hazel is 
totally lush in a bizarre metallic toile print from the future. Nobody broke in: it was an inside job, and 
the maid is totally getting fired, and the police were called in, because as Elise explains, the thing was 
worth like fifteen grand. "My mother told Immaculata if she returned it they could work something 
out," Hazel says, and Penelope thinks this is unlikely. Jenny offers that it might randomly turn up 
somewhere, and Iz -- wearing an awesomely crazy patterned cape that makes her look 

like Watchmen -- is like, "Where the eff is she going to wear it anyway? She's a maid." 


Meanwhile, Rufus is falling under Blair's "I'm so concerned about Jenny” spell, having remembered the 
part of the conversation where Jenny said she might not even be able to celebrate with the Bitches, 
and the thing about Blair is that she gets so much more shit done by being honest in a fucked-up way 
than most people do by lying. She explains to him in detail about how, with girls their age, the 


biggest struggle is friends v. family because you're trying to reconcile who you're becoming (Holly) 
with who you used to be (Lula Mae). "She's been running herself ragged, Mr. Humphrey. Straddling 
two worlds...” It is quite a thickness on which you are laying it when even Rufus notices, but so he 
does, reminding Blair rather pointedly that she's been straddling that for awhile, and spent the first 
half of the season halfway up Blair's ass because of it. B swallows, totally uninterested in turning back 
the hands of time, doesn't even acknowledge: "Well, it's no easier once you're in." Nicely played, 
Waldorf. He looks down and thinks, and she gives one last push: "She needs some relief." He promises 
to give Jenny just that, and Blair smiles terrifyingly. "Whatever | can do to help!" Oh, yes! She will help 
your daughter into the Hudson wearing concrete shoes, Rufus! 


Jenny beats it back to Resurrection, totally interrupting Betty with her customers. Betty practically 
cackles a witch cackle and steps aside to talk to her. "I need to trade back, all right? You can keep the 
scarf and the shoes..." Betty's eyes go hard because apparently Jenny still doesn't get that she's not 
the fairy godmother, she's like this drug pusher of couture. "Honey I'm sorry, but that's not gonna be 
possible." She takes the Valentino off an armoire and lays it across the counter behind her. "You know 
when you leave here with an item, you're agreeing to its value. The Dolce sold at $1200, the Valentino 
-- heh heh -- is seven times that." Jenny babbles for a bit and Betty goes evil: "No. I'm sorry." Jenny 
points out it doesn't even have tags on it yet, and was hers mere hours ago, and Betty levels. "Look. 
It's not my fault that you don't know what a Valentino's worth.” She stomps off away from the crazy 
child, but leaves the dress behind her. 


Page wile 


Nate answers the phone all happy, like "Jenny! What's up, bro?!" | love it, | love Nate. She immediately 
starts in on him about how she's in a fucking p/ace and made a terrible mistake and doesn't have 
anywhere to go, and needs some money. | have to say in this scene that they are both good actors, | 
like them both in this scene a lot. Nate just keeps asking WTF and if she's okay, and she just keeps 
demanding money -- right there in the middle of the consignment shop! -- and he finally gets her to 
tell him how much. Eight grand. It's a big enough number that Nate gets scared, like physically 
scared, because that's usually to do with drugs or broken kneecaps. Which, | wouldn't put either of 
those things past Betty. | hope Betty sticks around. She's hardcore. Nate asks why she needs it, which 
Jenny can't tell him because it involves telling Nate Archibald how she totally stole a dress from 
somebody's house, and so she apologizes for bothering him and hangs up. She takes the Valentino 
back to a dressing room, pulls it up around her torso to hide the hem, and buttons her coat over it. 
"The price of fitting in might have gotten a little steeper, but Little J still knows it's what's underneath 
that counts!" Gossip Girl, how we have missed you. 


Chez Bass, Lily's inspecting a huge red and lavender flower arrangement, spitting nastily, "Well, we 
could put this one on a Mylar tablecloth, and pretend it's a bar mitzvah..." (Is it possible that if we 
mention ten Jewish things a week, nobody will notice the total lack of actual Jews on the show?) 
Serena's out the door, but Lily pulls her back, worried she's acting out because of the impending 
wedding, having heard about the mysterious champagne. S laughs and rolls her eyes, because she's at 


least as tired of this whole rep thing as Chuck is (today). | love that they're all in this backwards 
footrace to not be the black sheep of the three of the kids, that's so real and sad. "Right, Mom. | 
actually woke up this morning and | thought, hmm, I'm a little uncertain about my mother's wedding. 
Why don't | invite the entire junior class out to the courtyard for a champagne toast?” Lily points out 
that Serena Who? used to do that shit all the time, and S whines that Chuck's master plan to make her 
look deranged is working, to Lily's complete disbelief. "Looking good to everyone in my life isn't 
enough for him, he has to make me look bad. Or crazy." Bart enters just as Lily admits that Chuck's 
eccentric, but hardly diabolical, and Bart's like, "What now?" S looks at her mother with a challenge, 
and Lily gives this great eyebrow move like, "This is all too much for me." Serena stands up, all seven 
foot six of her, to tell Bart exactly what's going on. 


== IEC (2) 12 == 


Jenny enters the loft still wearing the Valentino under her coat, and nearly barfs when the Bitches, 
Rufus and Blair -- holding a cake with Jenny's face on it, awesomely —- yell, "Surprise!" The whole 
place is decorated out to here with balloons and cutouts hanging from the ceiling and whatever, like 
she's eight. Jenny stutters her way through an acknowledgement of her father, the house, Blair's 
presence -- Blair grins freakily with a billion teeth -- and the fact that all the Bitches are now seeing 
her sad DUMBO loft, her shame about which poor Rufus finally notes and by which his soul is crushed, 
and takes off to go change. Worried, Rufus hands the cake over to B and follows his daughter. Left in 
the middle of the place, Iz goes, "| don't think she was surprised." Penelope, wearing an awesome 
purple toga, is like, "Also, WTF Blair is here?" Elise says this is a weird party, and Hazel suggests it's 
about time for its induction to the "Birthday Hall of Lame,” apparently showing once again how clever 
she is, and thus deserves to be the new Queen Bee. Blair about dies of pleasure, licking a bit of icing 
from her fingers, as Iz complains about how "the guy on the phone" referred to it as a “loft party," 
which caused her to picture something completely different. Penelope whines that they were tricked: 
"Mint mojitos at Socialista -- mint Milanos with Jenny's dad." Penelope should totally be the leader. 
They talk about how Rufus is totally hot, but still a dad, and Hazel whispers, "How long do we have to 
stay?" And just then, old Blair comes out with a tray of Rice Krispie Treats, rubbing their faces in the 
awfulness with the wickedest of glee. Win. 


Dan and Serena cuddle like homeless people in the courtyard of the Palace, drinking hot chocolate. He 
bitches at her about telling the story of how mad Bart was about the imaginary Chuck agenda, and 
finally she apologizes for having actual occurrences in her life. He whines about how he wanted to tell 
her about seeing his stupid mom for the first time since Christmas, then realizes that there's no story 
there because what, he wrote a poem about it or some shit, and then segues into some dumb non- 
story about his grandma in the old folks' home ("Two women, a sponge bath, and a bedpan," okay, 
like thanks for sharing) and Serena's like, "How about we just ... cuddle together, the two of us." 


"Plus Nate?" says Dan, confusing Serena for a second, but then Nate walks up and asks to speak with 
Dan. Everybody makes concerned faces and privately, Nate explains about the eight grand and how 
Jenny wouldn't tell him what was going on. Because Dan is a very good brother, he almost dies right 


there. It's so funny because | think Jenny is pretty worthless, if very realistic, but the only time | really 
love Dan is when he's worried about or trying to help Jenny. Two lefts sometimes make a right, | 
guess. 


== Irle[s) Is} = 


So what's going on in DUMBO is truly awful, to be honest. Jenny's line readings are still variable, but 
emotionally she's all there. It's pretty rough. Like, picture Little J trying desperately to get the dress off 
herself, like it's on fire, while trying to get the big fumbling Rufus out of her room so she can freak 
out alone, and the whole time he's like, "Just tell me what's up," and her voice is climbing octaves 
trying to get him out of there, okay, and he's wondering if she's upset about the party, and she's like, 
"Anything to not have a discussion with you right now because this dress is on fire," and it's so awful 
and awkward, and the dress is stuck, and finally she's all, "Just help me, okay? Help me get it off! No! 
Hurry up!" and he's like, "| need pliers," and finally all the Bitches knock and come in to get their 
wraps and get the hell out of this awful party, and she grabs Blair's coat and holds it up with all the 
efficacy of hiding behind a ficus tree, and everything slows down to a crawl, and the pig blood just 
splashing all over the fucking place, and everybody stares at the dress on fire, and Jenny starts lying 
about how she bought it at Resurrection, which they all agree is kind of a largish coincidence, even 
though that part is technically true. 


Blair is, of course, having a Godiva orgasm in the middle of this, because she just wanted to show the 
Bitches where Jenny lives, and so this whole dress-on-fire debacle is just the icing on the Jenny Face 
Cake. Jenny keeps lying, and big old Rufus is still in the middle of it asking if they're calling his 
daughter a liar, and there's a lot of movement, and then Blair takes center stage, and excuses herself 
brightly. "Well. ...This feels private, so ... I'm gonna head out now. | have a table at Butter. 
Reservation's under Waldorf, in case there's an afterparty." And she snatches her coat out of Jenny's 
arms sweetly and vanishes. The grossed-out Bitches follow, and Elise has the balls to give Jenny a sad 
parting look. | wonder how much of this Elise even followed, frankly. "Spotted: Jenny in a red dress, 
with the red hands to match. Looks like Utter Disgrace is the name on the label..." 


Later on, it's time for a patented Humphrey Processing Session, but Jenny's not feeling it. She explains 
to Rufus that Blair totally played him, and he's like, "Except for how everything she said was true, like 
how you're freaking out because you don't think those girls will accept you, and that you ought to be 
less ashamed of who you are, and stop apologizing for your life." He finally demands to know where 
the dress came from, knowing that she didn't make it herself because her sewing machine is gone. "I 
sold my sewing machine, okay? Yeah. And a lamp, and some jewelry." Rufus is mystified because back 
in the '90s being poor and gross was cool. "Dad, you think that you can just send me off to school 
with a plaid skirt and a Metrocard, and everything will be okay." He takes a stand and refuses to 
apologize for not having a private plane, because he's still not getting it, so she tries again. "You think 
I'm ashamed of where | come from? No, Dad, what I'm ashamed of is having to bring a brown-bag 
lunch to school, and you know, eat it in the bathroom, and then go out with my friends and pretend 
that I'm not hungry when | go to lunch with them." 


-- Page 14 -- 


And don't hate me, but I'm on her side with this one. Not the stealing or the acting like a dick, but the 
fact that she is in an impossible situation. She's at Constance because her parents want her to have 
the advantages of education, but that equals they're all living above their means, and she's the only 
one paying for that. Rufus doesn't have to deal, and Dan is too superior for dealing and too good at 
making it everybody else's issue, but I'm sorry, it's different for girls. So when Rufus says that she's 
making the choice to do those things, he's right, but when Jenny responds that the alternative is to 
"choose" to have no friends at all, she’s unfortunately more right, and she's the only one paying here. | 
really like it, because it’s the other side of Dan's pride stuff with Serena, where he's constantly 
dragging her to shitty places to do Dan things so that money's not an issue, but Jenny doesn't have 
the option of doing that, so she's being asked to complete an equation that doesn't actually have an 
answer, because there's no amount X that you can plug in here that will work it out. Which, Jenny 
finishes up, is now the only possible solution, because all these "choices" just went out the window 
because she just got shamed to hell in front of them anyway. 


Over at the Palace, Serena thanks Nate for keeping her company in the courtyard so she didn't have to 
go upstairs and deal with the "house of horrors,” and they agree that Dan is a good guy and will take 
care of Jenny. S offers that Nate is a good guy, too, and that he can't hate Blair forever, and Nate just 
kind of grins and rolls his eyes at her and takes off. Eric comes walking up right then, and Serena asks 
where he was. He says therapy, but not for four hours he wasn't, so she gets out of him that he was 
playing Wii Tennis with Chuck and some guy named Branforth. (Which: gay. Every part of that 
sentence: gay.) Serena asks why Eric's hanging out with him, and Eric jokes that she means Branforth, 
and finally explains. "Chuck is fun, okay? He's cool to me, and he doesn't treat me like some freak just 
out of the Ostroff Center." And he kind of draws a parallel to Jenny here, because of course Serena 
doesn't get that he feels that way because he's in an impossible situation too. Everybody from St. 
Jude's to Constance to the guy at the Korean deli on 75th apparently now knows about his time at the 
Ostroff. "And he's not ... always careful around me, like one bad thing and I'll break or something. 
Besides, | always wanted a brother. I'm trying it out, you know?" Good summation, van der Woodsen. 


= Pd enon — 


Eric hands her a small envelope, which Chuck received for her this morning, and thought Serena 
wouldn't want to open away from their parents, just in case. "Why didn't he bring it to me himself?" 
Because you won't stop calling him the devil? She pulls out a pretty large amount of coke, which Eric 
eventually figures out, and Serena storms off upstairs, all, "How do you like a brother who uses you as 
a drug mule?" 


Okay, and even though there's a scene or two between now and then, | want you to think hard about 
this. Eric just drove up from hanging out with Chuck e/sewhere. So Serena is going to stomp upstairs 
to yell at Chuck. Stomping directly upstairs, from the very courtyard she has been sitting in, now, for 
hours. And not only is he going tobe there, but despite having just spent four hours elsewhere he's 

going to have been there a// along, paying the price for the tattling of Serena this morning. What | am 


saying is that either Chuck Bass is magic, or Chuck Bass is twins ... or this is the greatest television 
show ever made. Your call. 


Dan enters the loft and looks at the sad deco, which Rufus is sadly gathering up, and asks who it is 
that must have turned twelve, and Rufus nearly bursts into tears about how horrible the night was, 
and Dan quietly -- wonderfully -- gets serious. "Dad, what happened?" He goes in and sits on Jenny's 
bed, murmuring softly to her and asking about the $8000. She's like, "Ugh, this night will not end." 
And because Dan cannot contractually keep up the nice act for more than six seconds, he explains 
that Nate only blew her spot because he was worried she was turning into "some hideous Upper East 
Side cyborg," just kidding, that was actually Dan. She gives him a pity laugh and levels with him that 
she just got in over her head. And actually she did have a plan that didn't even occur to me: she was 
going to trade the dresses, wear the Dolce for her birthday, and then switch everything back, so it was 
more stealy-borrowing than stealy-stealing. She stares into the infinite melancholy long enough that 
Dan gets worried and decides that they need to go get ice cream. "Jen. You have so much more to 
offer than the things that those girls have, really. You've got so much more to bring to the table. You 
just need to find a way to believe that." He leaves, and she thinks about that, and comes to the 
conclusion that yes, she does have more to offer than those girls, but | don't think she's thinking of 
what Dan is thinking of. Well, maybe. Because what she's thinking about is Nate's ass, and how she 
can offer it to Penelope. Does she even know his dad also used to make him turn tricks? That is too 
funny. Well. "Funny." 


== I2E10(s) Ifa) == 


Still stomping up and up, Serena finally arrives outside Chuck's bedroom in the penthouse, where he 
is on his way out the door with a bag packed full of scarves and whatever, and a hilarious cardigan 
with giant basses all over it. At least his sweater is still part of the family. She asks him WTF his 
problem is, and because he's got at least three right now that | can think of, he begs her to specify the 
context. She slaps the baggie of coke against his chest and yells at him for bringing Eric into it. "No 
wonder you're friendless and girlfriendless. Even your own father expects the worst from you." He 
points out that this is her fault, and even though she's in the wrong | love how Serena she is about it: 
"Listen, if we're gonna exist under the same roof, | am laying down some house rules.” 


(Because only Serena van der Woodsen would be like, "I'm making a list of House Rules on this piece 
of paper. Number one, no raping. Number two, don't give my little brother drugs. Number three, no 
porn at dinner. Number four, stop having threesomes and smoking joints in my bathroom. Now, what 
else? Are we all comfortable with these rules?") 


Chuck tells Serena to can it because Bart already kicked him out, and he's moving back down to his 
suite. Serena gets sad for him -- also very S -- and is surprised it went this far. "Bart thought it would 
be best if the family bonded ... without me, for awhile." That's very sad, and S is very bummed by it. 


At Butter, the hostess comes to bother Blair's exasperated waitress from the other night about getting 
her off the table, and she's like, "Honey, they're forming a line out there. Give it up already.” They 


make intense bitchface at each other and Blair finally screams, "THEY'RE COMING!" She slurps down 
her drink, and the girls arrive. "Any good general knows you never let your soldiers see you sweat. 
Looks like this battle’s ending at Butter, and the win belongs to B." | love Gossip Girl because she has 
just as much fun whether Blair's getting screwed or on top. She just loves drama no matter what. Blair 
gestures to the table finally and takes another drink, and GG's like, "Victory is sweet!" 


Rufus tries one more time to explain the concept of parenting to Dan -- who, lets be honest, has 
every right to be confused on that point -- and how Dan doesn't decide who is grounded and who 
gets ice cream, and Dan's like, "Valid, but isn't it kind of rough to go from Aspen to house arrest 
without even ice cream?" Rufus has this epiphany about how Spring Break is over for all Humphreys 
everywhere, including himself, and that letting Jenny get this far into things was totally his bad. "Why 
don't we just celebrate her fifteenth with some Jenny Cake in the kitchen?" Dan goes to get her so they 
can get their Humphrey on, and Rufus is so sad! Aww, poor Rufus. Especially once Dan sees that Jenny 
has totally flown the coop and scaled the building on a mission to prostitute her only friend. 


== [REG S) I == 


Jenny ignores Dan's call and sits with a very smiley sweet Nate in his library. She apologizes for the 
insane phone call earlier, and for how embarrassing and inappropriate she is, as is her Humphrey 
birthright, and he tries to explain to her how he is a simple soul who has been downtrodden and 
honestly expects nothing good from anybody, so he's just glad she's okay, because that's how far 
down he goes: happy. He's happy she has her kneecaps. She's like, "Thanks, but could you do mea 
favor? It's nothing to do with cash, | just don't want to be alone on my birthday." Nate makes a cute 
thinky face. 


At the Palace, Serena comes downstairs and | swear, this is what's going on: like five people sitting 
around with Bart and Lily, while a flautist and pianist serenade them. That's so awesome for like a 
Tuesday night, | love it. She touches Eric's arm and he jumps away from her because she took Chuck 
away, and somebody delivers a letter to her. She opens it sweetly, and Lily notices the sudden and 
total freakout that happens when she reads it. Serena tells them everything's fine, and bounces. 


The mean waitress is now completely ignoring B after that last primal scream, so she drags Iz to the 
bar, still shrieking and hilarious, and while they're gone, Penelope once again gets bored and starts 
looking around for hot guys. Just then, of course, Jenny drags Nate through Butter, which he's like, 
"Butter doesn't serve tea and cupcakes!" | love that Nate equates birthdays with those things. She 
promises it won't take long, and as they approach Blair's table, Hazel's jaw drops. "Is this really 
happening?" Hell yeah it is! "Penelope, you know Nate, right?" Nate sits down next to her and says 
hello, and "Sour Cherry” starts playing right on cue, and B comes back from the bar, and her heart 
swells when she sees Nate... And then drops when she spots Jenny. Ouch, Miss Golightly. 


Hazel and Penelope agree that the Valentino probably ended up at Resurrection by accident, especially 
given Hazel's mom's Ativan memory tricks, and Iz sits down on Jenny's other side, and Little J shoots 
Blair a total You Got Served. And you know what? Awesome. Use your assets. | didn't think | would 


enjoy Blair getting crapped on another week in a row, but that was masterful. And you know she'll pull 
through somehow and wreak twice the amount of devastation in half the time by morning. 


Chuck answers the door at good old Room 1812 with a sad face, and Serena mournfully apologizes. | 
love the way Serena talks, especially the way she says "Chuck." She says she now knows it wasn't 
Chuck sending her all that fun stuff. "Never thought I'd say this," GG ruminates, "but it turns out 
Chuck Bass is innocent." So who sent the stuff? Serena shows him the letter. 


== IFEIG[S) Ite} == 


S = 

Hope you like your presents! 
Coming back to town! 

OG 


And the scared look on Chuck's face as he offers to make Serena a stiff drink, and the completely 
grateful way she nods, wobbling with fear... Well, next week is going to be supreme, isn't it? 


Missed you. XOXO. 
1.15 Sparks Fly! 


== Pee || == 


The mysterious G is revealed: Georgina Sparks, who has been in Switzerland since whatever it was 
that sent Serena packing. She talks S into having a drink, which turns into a hellish night out, causing 
Serena to call Chuck for help. 


While everybody's stressing out over the SATs, including Vanessa who's not even going to college, 
Blair takes on her fiercest Yale rival, Nelly Yuki. Things end poorly for old Nelly, although 
rapper/singer Flow from the books is now working with Timbaland. (That made me laugh, | always 
imagined Flow as Crazytown.) Blair and her Bitches bring Nelly's ex-boyfriend Todd into her situation 
the night before the test, then steal her batteries. 


Also that night: G asks S out for a drink, just to apologize, and TOTALLY SLIPS HER A ROOFIE, leading 
to a tequila-fueled night on the town and missing the test altogether. Yet again, S calls Chuck instead 
of Dan, because she doesn't want Dan to know the mysterious evil stuff, while all Chuck has in life in 
mysterious evil stuff. Without her knowledge, Chuck buys a pretty redhead to take the test for her, 
which would have worked except for how Dan's standing right there as she checks in. 


The good news: somebody finally noticed that Nate is totally awesome. The bad news: it's Vanessa. 
The good news again: she's not that horrible after the teaser, and their relationship actually makes a 
groovy kind of sense. They kiss after their first date, and Nate kidnaps her romantically and makes 
her take the SAT. 


Completely confused by all the lying and ditching and Chuck involvement, Dan heads over to 1812, 
where he finds a contrite but tight-lipped Serena. Angry that her relationship is threatened, she tells 
G to back off and never speak to her again -- but G responds by finding Dan and meet-cuting with 


him under a fake name. 


Meanwhile, Jenny and Rufus are still at loggerheads, especially when he tells her she's still grounded 
regardless of how hot her new prep-school beau Asher is. Eventually, Asher comes to the house to 
charm Rufus as well, and they all eat hotdogs. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

Gossip Girl has some things to explain to you this evening, over shots of worried and hurried and 
frantically studying Serena, Dan and Blair: "There are three things we do alone: We are born, we die, 
and -- if we're a high school junior headed for college -- we take the SAT. And while the test is said 
to measure our best traits, preparing for it inevitably brings out the worst. Humility becomes self- 
doubt..." Dan, for whom “humility” is a relative concept but "self-doubt" a constant, "Striving becomes 
obsession..." That's Blair -- whose middle names are "Striving" and "Obsession" -- shouting answers 
as Dorota flips her gorgeous stationary-quality flashcards one by one, "Some are driven to self- 
medication..." Serena, on her bed in a pile of books up to her chin, gulping coffee, hair gone wild, 
"While others cling to the security of being part of a group." And of course that's Hazel, Isabel and 
Penelope, as always, hitting a chess timer, testing themselves together. "And anyone who's used to 
bending the rules will find themselves breaking them." Chuck pays off a dude for nefarious purpose, 
and the music goes crazy. 


Serena despairs in Manhattan while Dan studies wildly in DUMBO, and Rufus walks into his room 
without knocking, freaking Dan out on top of already freaking out. "Ugh! Dad, don't ever do that 
again!" Rufus is confused, because he was supposed to tell Dan when his time was up, but | think the 
inference is that Dan is worried that this will set a walking-in-without-knocking precedent, seriously 
cutting into her future furious masturbation time considerably. Whatever, it's like seven in the 
morning and you're studying for the SATs; focus, Dan. "The manner in which you went about it...it was 
like you were deliberately trying to humiliate me." He admits that he only finished half the practice 
test in the allotted time, and throws his pencil across the room. Rufus assures him that he's smart, 
but Dan is worried about his choking habit: "I'm a choker! | choke!" Rufus knows chokers. | miss 
Rufus's sill old choker. "T-ball. First grade. Remember this? Bases loaded, and | struck out." He was 
only six, but it was after all T-ball: "The ball was on a tee. Not moving." Rufus assures him that he'll 
come through, based on blind faith at least, and Jenny scoots toward the front door with a hurried 
goodbye. "Wait," Rufus says without looking, and she stops in her tracks. 


"I'm coming with you," he says, and she gets preemptively embarrassed: "You're walking me to 
school?" He says he needs the exercise, and Little J protests that one mistake does not a "human ankle 
monitor" require. "You used to beg me to walk you to school! You'd cry if | didn't walk you to class," 
he says, but everybody knows that was Dan. Dan, already dishabille in half his uniform, admits that 
it's true while he gets dressed, but qualifies that this was during his post-t-ball emotional crisis. Man, 
| love thinking about sensitive little Dan as a kid. How cute would that be? 


== TAGS 2 == 


"Jenny, what you did was wrong, and really out of character. Grounding you is not just about 


punishment, we need to spend some time together. Reconnect." Jenny honestly admits that she wants 
that too, but not necessarily in public, and not at all in front of her quasi-friends. He sees the wisdom 
of this objection, but demands family dinner tonight. She protests that she's the alto, and has group 
rehearsal, but he decides that their reconnecting over lasagna will wait for no a capella Fergie cover. 
Jenny vanishes as Dan's offering to ride with her, and in the quiet after the door slams, Rufus and Dan 
look at each other. There's implied shrugging all around, because Jenny's still right about this stuff. 
She's kind of an asshole, but she's right about this, and Rufus is being a dork, and Dan still thinks 
being an outcast is a sign of character. 


S and B are in the courtyard at Constance, doing practice tests on these cute little branded review 
computers. B finishes hers with a 2200. "Fair," she coughs, and Serena rolls her eyes because it's at 
least 90th percentile. (| want desperately to know what Serena's average practice test score is, don't 
you? | bet it's like 2250 and nobody will ever know, because her magic powers depend on people 
knowing she's smart, but not too smart, because her whole life is about balancing the accountability 
she demands of herself and the complete consequence pass everybody else gives her.) "Which means 
Nelly Yuki probably got 2300," Blair fumes, and Serena points out that B doesn't talk to Nelly Yuki, 
who we've never even heard of, so who cares? "Nelly Yuki has her sights set on Yale, too. What are the 
odds of them accepting two girls from Constance? And have you seen Nelly Yuki's extracurriculars? | 
need to kick her well-rounded ass." Heh. Serena grins and laughs that B hasn't lost her bitchy edge, 
but B's barely even looking at her, so focused is she on the threat of Nelly Yuki. "Nelly Yuki must be 
destroyed." 


There's a very cool, very O.C. bit here where Serena points out that B keeps calling Nelly Yuki by her 
whole name, which makes Blair sound even more deranged, and B's like, "Duh, it's 'Nelly Yuki," like, 
why wouldn't you say the whole thing every time. That's so adorable | can't even handle it, but what | 
really like is the breezy way the show goes there without explaining it, just assuming you get it, the 
way you get why Seth says the word "pudding" over and over, or Taylor Townsend does ... everything 
Taylor Townsend ever does, or why Mini Cooper loves freakshows and trainwrecks most of all. It's a 
friendly gesture that makes the show cooler, and B way cooler. Serena laughs lovingly, but B spots 
Chuck approaching and starts gathering her shit. S says she's going to hang around in the courtyard a 
bit, because she knows how stressed Dan is about the test, and B shows some teeth about Dan's 
performance anxiety, and bounces with a viciously mean look at Chuck. 


== PEGS) 3} = 


"She really needs to tone down on the social niceties," Chuck says as he sits beside Serena. "It's 
embarrassing." S says he's eventually going to have to work out his issues with B, but from where he's 
sitting, he's issue-free. As is Serena, because the mysterious G, Georgina Sparks, is nowhere near the 
“fair isle," of Manhattan. "She's in Switzerland, dating the prince of Belfort." Serena's giddy about the 
near miss, and Chuck suggests it's an opportunity to enjoy the gifts of G with peace of mind ... "And 
maybe Chuck in the room?" She pushes his face away, giggling, and reminds him they're brother and 
sister now. He ruminates for a moment. "Georgie always brought out the devil in you. Part of me isa 


little disappointed she's not here." S is like, "Yeah, the dick part of you,” but Chuck admits to missing 
Old Serena. 


Which is key to this whole episode, because the further S slips this week, the more she depends on 
Chuck. And | don't think it's that they're suddenly friends, | think it's more about the fact that before 
she left, Chuck was a huge part of her life and possibly the only person that could keep up with her, 
and the reason we haven't seen them together much before now is that she had drama and he had 
drama, and she and Blair have A stories every week basically, so when would they spend time 
together? But also that coming back, she made a concerted effort to avoid that part of her life, which 
meant avoiding Chuck and the associations he evokes. Which is even more interesting if you think 
about the last fourteen episodes and the ways they have interacted, because that means he had all of 
the Blair issues with her disappearance, p/usthe fact that he was too dirty for her to deal with when 
she came back sparkly and new. So now Chuck's resentment of Dan, which looked originally like Mean 
Rich Guy high school shit, has this extra flavor of Dan being a symptom of Serena's rejection of 
Chuck. 


So if you trace the whole story back to this point, and Chuck's newfound obsession with family and 
being a man and being a good brother and wanting to connect with Serena, his shit last week and this 
week makes so much more sense. | think we assumed that Blair was implicated in Bad Serena 
behavior, but B has always been what she is: an anal-retentive control freak who wants to control the 
school and to excel in everything. The first time we saw her get truly drunk, she cashed in her V card. 
You know what | mean? | think we're going to find Bad Serena has less to do with Blair -- beyond 
covering for her ass, as we saw at Thanksgiving -- and more to do with G and Chuck and the things 
they would get up to. And then there's poor Blair and Nate sitting at home being beautiful nerds while 
Serena was out blowing shit up. | think the show avoided Bad Serena and the reasons for her leaving 
so well that we forgot there were questions, so I'm really interested in going back and filling in the 
blanks, and so far my favorite part of it is this whole thing where Chuck is a fixer and dependable in 
certain ways, and the only reason you don't automatically go to him is not just because of the raping 
possibility, but that depending on him is a habit. So once S feels herself slipping, Chuck is the only 
person she can possibly go to, because he understands that world, and he can be a friend to S 
whether she's Good or Bad, while the propaganda of Good Serena means -- until today -- he's the 
enemy. And | mean, if you've ever been Bad and tried to go Good, this whole bit between S and Chuck 
will make total sense. 


-- Page 4 -- 


Anyway. Thanks to Bad Serena, "The new one has to break 2000 on her SATs. So if you could just go 
smarm elsewhere..." He giggles, and reminds her of his offer to send a "lovely little redhead" to be 
Serena van der Woodsen for the day, so she doesn't have to take the test herself. "Oh, I'll leave the 
cheating to you, Chuck." He takes off, and she stares, kind of wildly relieved, into space. So clearly 
Georgina is in the shadows, waiting to strike. I've said it before, but my favoritest thing about The 
O.C. was how you would see one side of somebody and they were a villain, and then before you knew 


it you'd see more sides of them, and be able to integrate it until they were just a person. Like, B was 
always scary, but in a high school popularity way. She'd never kill anybody or put drugs in their drinks 
or do actual real-life mean danger stuff. So now there's G, and a link back to Bad Serena that only 
Chuck really gets, and finds just as terrifying as she does, even if it's just on her behalf because he 
knows she'd break before he would, so he's more scared for her than he is of G, who plays with the 
same range of weapons he does. It's exciting. 


Jenny towers over the Bitches in the hallway at Constance. | knew she was super tall and | knew Hazel 
was super short, but seeing them all at once -- even gigantic Isabel —- it's like Snow White. Penelope 
and Hazel chorus that Little J's so lucky to be a freshman and not worried about the SATs, and 
Penelope minorly bitches that Nate never called her (| wondered how that would work out!), and Isabel 
muses aloud about joining Kati on kibbutz. Jenny, seeing two birds she can kill, invites the girls over 
to her house for lasagna and cramming. That way she won't have to deal with Rufus, and she'll be 
vaguely helpful in some way, even though honestly a schlep to Brooklyn plus another round of talking 
to Rufus, I'd rather raise chickens in the desert too. B appears out of nowhere, grinning fiercely. "That 
won't be necessary, Little J. You girls are all taken care of, courtesy of Blair Waldorf SAT Prep & Spa. ... 
If you're gonna sweat the test, it better not clog your pores. This evening at my penthouse, you'll find 
personal tutors, hot stone massages, mani-pedis and an amazing acupuncturist who specializes in 
mental acuity." Jenny's like, "That is more awesome than my dad's lasagna, you are correct." B offers 
to flickr her some photos, because she is not invited. Which Jenny accepts. Everybody stands around 
for a second, and then the Bitches all flock after Blair. "Spotted in the halls of Constance: Little J, 
realizing that age really does come before beauty.” Gossip Girl, | love it when you make sense, but 
when you don't? | love you a little bit more. 


== [PEGE 5) == 


Dan bumps into Nate coming up the steps. Nate is wearing casual gear and holding a soccer ball, Dan 
is in full dress. Of course. Because that is how time flies at St. Jude's: for some of us it's the weekend 
already, for some of us it's still Friday morning like it was a second ago. Dan blabbers about how 
Nate's playing soccer in the middle of the morning when soccer season doesn't even start until 
October, and then catches himself Danning out: "No, no, you know what? | have to stop doing that. I'll 
just focus on myself, and my test, and my prep. What other people do or don't do is about them, 
absolutely." Thanks for that, Daniel Humphrey. Thank you for that. I'm going to set this egg timer 
here and see how long it takes you to get judgmental and weird, but I'm guessing that you'll finally 
have a point. So Nate's like, "So you're crazy right now, yes?" Yes. 


S runs up being Lonelyboy and covers his eyes, kissing him. "Oh, Chuck! | had no idea you felt that 
way about me." Foreshadowing for their total makeout session in Season Three? Who knows. S beeps 
his nose and congratulates him on being “at least still kind of funny.” Which is the perfect description. 
They talk about how she's been all tied up with becoming a van der Bass and they've both been busy 
with the SATs, and Serena invites him over to "study" and make out, and he's down. They are totally 
adorable as he walks away, turning back like five times to be cute some more, and once he's out of 


range, wolves howl in the distance and all the rabbits and squirrels in Central Park begin to scream 
and birds fall out of the sky and the shadows of Constance Billard coalesce to form a cloud of 
darkness blacker than black, our of which steps the eerie beauty of Georgina Sparks. "You always did 
know how to leave them wanting more." Immediately before barfing, S shivers and says, without 
turning: "Oh my God. Georgina." 


Serena finally summons up the courage to ask what she's doing there, and ... You know, | love 
Trachtenberg. | loved her on Buffy, loved her on Six Feet Under well after I'd stopped liking the show. 
And although I'm slightly hoping she gets a bit firmer handle on the character in subsequent 
episodes, she has a real gift for body language that I've noticed before -- she's a dancer, maybe that's 
why -- and if you look at this scene on paper, she has all the lines. Serena says like two things the 
whole time, and the rest is just reacting to G's physical presence, which is saying completely opposite 
shit to the things she's saying out loud, so it's at least two and maybe five simultaneous conversations 
happening at once, and they all work because Trachtenberg knows what her body is up to, and that's 
really cool. | always forget what that's called -- kinesthetic sense? -- but it's a thing you're born with, 
the ability to see the lines your body's making from the outside, and it's a total dancer thing, and 
when you're also an actress it makes up for a lot of other stuff. And what's cool -- and missing from 
the scene at the end of the episode -- is that Blake's right there with her. 


== 17S) (= 


Says: "I told you | was coming. Didn't you get my gifts? ...Haven't you missed me?" 
Means: "If you don't lie to me right now you won't live through this." 


Serena: "...How could | not?" 


Says: "Okay, you don't want to throw me a homecoming party, | get it. But let's have a cocktail, Catch 
up." 
Means: "Come to the party or the party comes to you. I've already sabotaged your family and your 


permanent school record without even trying, and that was just a prelude." 


Says: "S, you're really gonna hurt my feelings, and you know how | get when my feelings are hurt." 
Means: "Submit. Remember and submit." 


Their eyes meet, and Serena submits. 


Says: "Great. I'll see you tonight!" 
Means: "Remember what | need, and what I'm prepared to do to meet my needs." 


Says: "It's so weird seeing you! It's almost like | never left." 
Means: "I know you're lying, and | know you're scared, and | don't care. It's delicious. But the fact 
remains that | have needs, and you will meet them. | live in the dark." 


She leaves with a scary bright smile, and Serena is rooted to the spot. "Spotted in the courtyard: 
Serena, looking like she's seen a ghost. The ghost of parties past." 


Elise runs up to Little J, adorable in pink, as she's buying a street vendor hotdog. "Why did you want to 


meet here?" Jenny explains that she's been thinking. That's never good. "I've been thinking. What's the 
one thing that no one in our group has? | mean, not even Blair?" Elise correctly guesses "compassion," 
and they laugh as hard as we do, but Jenny explains that none of the Bitches have a boyfriend, and 
that's the edge she needs. "You know, if I'm gonna make it to queen, | need a king." They look at the 
prep school boys Jenny's tracking, and Elise -- who really doesn't seem to understand boy/girl at all 
-- points out that Queen Elizabeth never had a boyfriend. (Except for Ralph Fiennes! God grant me 
the kind of celibacy where | sleep with Ralph Fiennes, please.) "But she only had the Spanish to 
conquer, and | have Blair Waldorf." | love it when they make the whole High School Is Epic Drama In 
Your Head thing explicit. In high school, it's not even a metaphor to say you're emulating Queen 
Elizabeth, because in high school, your movie has its own soundtrack. 


"Let's talk qualifications. He has to be cute..." -- one hottie bends down to check his reflection in a 
car's curbside rearview -- "...But not full of himself. He has to be from the right kind of family..." -- 
two dudes get grody with a passing lady -- "...Ugh, but not disgusting." A totally cute, totally weird- 


looking dude is pulled along by a million little dogs, right into her, and she drops her hotdog. "Whoa! 
Oh, oh, aw... I'm so sorry. Are you okay?" She notes her lunch, now being devoured by a little pug 
named Linus, and the boy digs around in his pocket, coming up with ... his last dollar. She tells him to 
save it, because she knows how weird it is to walk around the city with no money, and he offers her 
an IOU instead. Having already crossed his hot ass off the list of contenders, she blows him off, but 
he cutely explains that he was actually just trying to give her his number. She's wearing an intense 
patterned scarf, like Pier One condensed into the form of a single scarf, over a cute double-breasted 
purple jacket. "Thank you. | mean, it's fine. | mean, I'm really not even that hungry." They are 
delightful some more, and he looks back at her over his shoulder, and the second he's gone she 
trashes his number, freaking out Elise. "He's a dog walker. | need a king, not a jester. Come on, let's 
go lurk outside Dalton." | really do love the new Jenny. She will blow your mind and then immediately 
blow your mind again. And every time she's cruisin’ for a bruisin'’, and you think she's finally cashed 
out, she just gets back on the pony and rides off further into crazy. Excellent. 


== PEGE! L == 


Nate comes into Vanessa's coffeeshop, where she's working at her laptop. He tries to come up with 
her name, and she grins up at him without standing. "Vanessa. You're Nate, right? You play a very 
small but crucial role in my video project." Nate's like, "Yeah, right, your art or whatever. | remember 
you following Dan around with your video camera." Or, you know, lockpicks, depending on how weird 
you are at any given time. Dan walks up and greets him, and Nate explains that he's there pay it 
forward, having taken "every SAT prep and review class in the five boroughs." He plops down about 
ten inches of study materials, and Dan's impressed. Nate explains that he's already taken the SATs 
anyway. "My parents don't want me going to USC, so | had to make sure my scores were good enough 
to get in without their help. Which, thanks to these books, they were, so I'm done." | love Nate 
Archibald. He's got a plan. Vanessa is unimpressed, of course: "While we all love hearing about the 
struggles of the idle rich, Dan's got a fine tutor right here. | ace every practice test | take. So we don't 
need your hand-me-downs.” Dan explains that in fact Nate is doing something awesome, and you 


don't piss on gifts like that, ever, because sometimes Dan actually does need to explain basic shit to 
Vanessa Abrams. 


He thanks Nate profusely for being such a sweetheart, and Vanessa makes mean faces. "Is there a 
reason you insist on looking so desperate and needy?" And, as if to make her less of an asshole by 
being more of an asshole himself, Dan explains to Nate as though Vanessa's not sitting there that 
she's been horrible since birth: "Venomous without provocation." She replies immediately that she'd 
rather be venomous than a charity case, and Dan and Nate consider her like a science project: "She's 
rude, too.” Nate's distracted by her for a moment, and then takes off. He's so cool. Dan sits down, 
like, "What? That was totally nice, and it will help!" Vanessa broods, but then notices a handwritten 
essay on Spiral paper, sticking out of one of the books, and because she's Vanessa, she snatches that 
bitch immediately and starts reading. 


Now it's nighttime! Serena wonders if a bar is really the best place to chat, and Georgina reminds her 
that, as she well knows, "Nothing gets me talking like a Cosmo." Every time either of them exposit 
that they know each other inside and out, drink. Two guys toast them from across the bar, and G's 
feeling it, but Serena explains that a lot has changed since they were together. "I know. | get it." 
Serena explains that this is untrue, because if she did understand New Serena, she wouldn't have sent 
all that illegal, trouble-causing shit last week. "Oh, come on, sweetie. Those were funny. Get over 
yourself, | was just trying to make you laugh. How about this? How about for one night, we hang out 
like old times -- but unlike old times, | won't get out of control. Unless you want me to, | mean, | can 
totally..." Serena laughs in spite of herself. "No, okay. | won't get out of control, and | totally respect 
that. Please, stop me any time you feel like answering. Any time. Come on." Serena laughs aloud, for 
real, and is adorable. "One drink. But only one." Serena's smile, and the way she stirs her drink, says 
that she thinks she can do this: balance New Serena and the kindness that G needs right now; that she 
can stick her pinkie toe in the pool without getting wet. That this is a test, of her best qualities and 
not her worst, and that she's capable of doing it. Georgina's smile says it's bliss, but her eyes say 
something else, and they toast. 


== hagelo—— 


The Bitches arrive at Chez Waldorf, where as a chorus they notice the lack of tutors and masseuses 
and smoothies? Isabel's straightened hair looks totally hot; B is wearing a huge red polka-dot 
shirt/scarf thing you might see on Lily van der Bass, with a similar black thing over it. "All that | have 
promised you is waiting. And while it gives me great pleasure to think of us crossing that SAT finish 
line together... Before the race can begin, you need to be made aware of one little thing." She fully 
pulls out like this entire PowerPoint presentation on the evils of Nelly Yuki, starting with her MySpace 
page. 


"Nelly Yuki: Top in our class, summer schooled at the Sorbonne..." Penelope notes that her well- 
rounded ass also summered at Sorbonne, but B's got that. "True. Penelope, you may be a National 
Merit Scholar, but Nelly Yuki is a Merit Scholar, a Peabody Scholar, and an Intel Science Talent Search 
Finalist. Isabel, you're a concert pianist, but Itzhak Perlman himself gave Nelly her very first violin. 


Hazel, you're ... just along for the ride, 'kay?" Heh. Hazel is not amused. "But if any of us wants to live 
out our college dreams, we have to find Nelly Yuki's weakness and exploit it. So what's it gonna be. 
Aromatherapy? Or annihilation?” The three of them share a psychic look, and agree. "What's the plan?" 
Zoom in on Nelly Yuki playing the violin, and Blair's scariest face. 


More than one drink later, Georgina is doing the Thousand and One Nights routine, filling Serena's 
head with memories as they both wheeze and laugh hysterically. "It was like the worst thing ever! And 
then! And then, do you remember? Do you remember when we ran out of money? And then | had to 
flash the bartender! Because we ran out of money... Wait, wait, oh my God, remember when we were 
Savannah and Svetlana?" Serena does, and laughs hysterically -- she'd blacked that one out entirely. 
Georgina corrects herself, in a valley girl voice: "Wait, no, | think we were Tiffany and Angel that 
night..." Serena nods, charmed. "Oh, you could talk me into anything." All the girls they could be. 


The two cats from earlier approach, offering to buy them another round, setting off a giggling siren 
from G and a composed "No, thank you" from Serena. Georgina brightens immediately, taking ona 
shitty Russian accent: "Oh, my American girlfriend! So uptight, they think the drink lead to the sex!" 
Everybody laughs, and Serena becomes another girl, Nadine the Beauty Queen, crappy Southern 
accent out to here: "No, no, no, Ah wasn't being rude, Ah just didn't want to take anything if Ah 
couldn't offer anything in return." They assure her they'd be happy with just a dance, and Nadine begs 
off again, but Svetlana drags her to her feet. "Aw, this is what is the practice for. Come on, lady." On 
cue, they both shout, "Opa!" It's still just fun, just playing at being these girls; everything else was just 
paranoid fantasy, Georgina's not that scary, they have such a great history together, she understands 
her. It's just dancing and fake accents. And then G's phone rings. 


== [eG [e! G) == 


Georgina turns away to answer it, nervously telling S it's nothing. "Uh, thank you for calling back." | 
love drunk Serena because she's such a huge supermodel of a girl, but only when she's drunk does 
the poise and grace go away and you see her flail around, this gorgeous Clydesdale of a girl, flopping 
her long arms and clomping her giant feet around; she innocently rips the phone out of G's hands and 
answers it. "Nadine the Beauty Queen, how can | help you?" The dude on the other end is 
unimpressed. "I don't have time for this. Do you want one or two G's?" G snatches the phone back, but 
the question has merit: all these girls you can be, S and G, Svetlana and Tiffany and Nadine Beauty 
Queen, all the girls she talks you into being: Can you stay S? Do you want one G? Or two? 


Georgina grabs it back from her, suddenly serious, and S is disappointed. "Some dealer you know?" G 
looks down her nose at Serena and says she wasn't aware she was partying with her grandmother. 
Shaken and upset, S stands up to leave. One of the guys grabs her and she drunkenly tosses him off 
to leave the dancefloor; G looks after her sadly for a moment, then whoops excitedly when the guys 
drag her off to dance. 


They'd never stop loving Serena: Blair, Lily, Eric, Nate, all her friends. But sometimes, even if they 
couldn't say it, they'd think it, and she'd know she was scaring them, and scaring herself. She lived in 


the dark. Not even Chuck liked Georgina, even though Georgina helped Serena be the kind of girl 
Chuck could respect. Old Serena was a blur, from morning to night, laughing and falling down, 
drinking herself silly and worse. And now that she realizes she's back there -- even if she's just a 
tourist, even if she's keeping her promises to herself -- she can't tell anybody she's even visiting that 
place. Not when her entire existence depends on the burlesque of New Serena. How do you make that 
phone call, home or to Blair or Nate, and say, "That thing | should never do? That road | promised | 
wouldn't ever walk down again? I'm standing in the middle of it." Can you imagine calling Blair and 
telling her you're drunk and scared and stuck in a bar, with two G's on the way? 


If we don't have the people who love us to validate, to reify, the person we choose to be, it might as 
well not exist at all. New Serena exists by existing in the heads of everybody that loves her. She's 
forging a new reputation with her own two hands, and this is already a crack in it. Need a White 
Knight? Call Dan Humphrey. But White Knights don't come into the dark. If they see you there, maybe 
they leave you there. And then who will she be? Without Dan to prove that she's a good girl, she'll get 
stuck. She can already smell it on herself. So you don't call the White Knight because you don't want 
him to see you've fallen even this far, or to ask how it happened, or to see the other girls you can be. 
You don't call the White Queen, because she'd move earth for you, but needs New Serena as much as 
you do; she'd take one look at you, with Georgina all over your skin, and see herself on the floor of 
the bathroom again. Serena's redemption is redemption for everybody, and she's always covered 
everybody else's ass: when she was crazy, she was the crazy one, and now that she's sane, she's the 
light they warm themselves by. That's a lot of pressure. But it's not Blair that replaced Georgina Sparks 
in Serena's life: it's Dan. And if G keeps asking about him, she'll figure that out, and then he'll be 
toast. So she has to draw a line in it, now, and say this is a world that she has to negotiate all on her 
lonesome, without any backup except the dirtiest of friends; the one person she knows that won't 
judge her, not even silently. The one person who knows about Georgina, and all the girls Serena can 
be. 


== (EGS) I = 


"I'm so stupid, so so so so stupid,” she whines into the phone. Chuck's at home in the bathroom, 
putting on his watch, in a totally cute green and white rugby stripe v-neck, and says the sweetest 
thing he's ever said: "You don't sound stupid, you sound drunk. What have you been into?" Georgina. 
"Good news is, she doesn't want anything except to party... bad news is, | partied." He smarms a bit, 
wondering if the party involves clothes, and Serena, as usual, which | love because it's so key to their 
relationship and to them both, doesn't even pause to respond. It's just noise. "I'm supposed to be at 
Dan's studying. | called to tell him I'd be late, but not this late. |...I just have to call him and say..." 
That instead of studying with him, you're out with your old pal Georgina? | don't think Chuck really 
means it, but it gives her the opportunity to explain why she's alone with this: even Chuck can't stand 
Georgina, and the fact of her is such an ugly blot across New Serena, the history is so scary, that 
"Dan, of all people, cannot know Georgie.” Neither the girl nor the fact of her. "Say you need me," he 
says, but he's already mobilized to take care of it. She screams his name, wounded, and he chuckles. 
"I'll take care of it, and pick you up in ten." 


Dan's phone rings, and it's a Palace number, so he answers with a smile. "Hey! I've been wondering 
where you were." Chuck smiles and breathes. "You mean, all of your life?" Dan sits down again, 
deflated. "Uh, don't take this the wrong way, Serena? But you sound just like this jackass we know." 
Chuck tells him she's got food poisoning, and can't come to their "playdate." Dan stands up again, 
demanding to talk to her, unsure Chuck's not running some creepy game. "The bathroom doesn't get 
reception,” he says boredly, he's constitutionally incapable of doing anything without teasing, picking 
at it, making it burlesque. "Somehow | don't believe you,” Dan says, which gratifies him a little bit. "My 
poor sick sister has asked for my assistance in the matter, so I'll leave it at this: She's not coming. 
Don't try calling. Humphrey," he says, right into the mouthpiece, like a kiss: "Always a pleasure." 


It's daytime! So yesterday was either Thursday, or this show has invented a day between Friday and 
Saturday! Both equally likely! There's thunder as Dan arrives in the St. Jude's courtyard, and little black 
raincloud over his head. Chuck's wearing the most awesome red military peacoat in the world, with a 
wide black collar. Red is my favorite color but I'm super Welsh and Irish and if | wore that without 
some kind of self-tanner getting involved, which I'm not even going to experiment with, | would look 
like a plague victim in that. | must love it the way you love fine art: from a foot away and without 
touching. Dan strolls up on him, all worried about S, and Chuck rolls his eyes and gets off the phone. 
"Beautiful day you're ruining, isn't it?" Dan asks him to leave Serena alone, as a favor, and Chuck says 
again -- as slowly, as mysteriously and dramatically as possible -- that it was S he was doing the 
favor for. Chuck doesn't understand how serious this is, because where Serena's at right now is where 
he lives, so he thinks he can joke and make Dan feel weird for his own benefit, but it's not without 
consequence. "All | know is, before spring break everything was great. It was good. Now, break's over, 
she's not quite herself, and I'm trying to think, what has changed in her life? Oh, the Bass family 
moved into it." 


== reefs! I) == 


Serena runs up and kisses Dan, and he asks how she's feeling. Not picking up Chuck's worried twitch 
signals until it's too late, she says her migraine's gone. Dan's confused, because a migraine is not 
food poisoning, and she says she had both. Dan asks for a full rundown, and Chuck tries to interrupt, 
but Dan is steely, holding out a palm toward Chuck without looking away from her face. "I'm 

asking you." She stammers that she got food poisoning, and Chuck helped her. "Okay, where exactly 
did you eat that you got this killer food poisoning/migraine?" She tells him to drop the interrogation, 
he realizes he's pulling a Humphrey, and goes right to the puppy-dogs: "As soon as you tell me where 
my girlfriend is!" She swears she's there with him, in the light, she wants to believe it, but already the 
smell of Georgina is getting on him. The bell rings and he stares at her, angry and justified for once. "I 
can't... | can't do this." 


Chuck approaches again, having finished his call, and Serena's sick. "This is exactly why | didn't want 
her to come back. She's been back a day already and look what's happening.” Chuck asks why, if it's 
that bad, she can't just tell Dan about G. But say what you will about Chuck and his penchant for 
theatre, he's at least authentically Chuck. He honestly doesn't get that there are secrets and faces that 


people put on. He's Chuck Bass. He doesn't know dick about New Serena or Old Serena or what it 
means to date a boy like Dan. | honestly don't think he would understand the words coming out of 
your face if you tried to explain it. Which is how, once again, he can be Chuck and still kind of be the 
hero here. Because it's not that he doesn't see the depths and depravities of the G situation, he sees 
them just fine: he just doesn't know why it's a big deal. S sighs and tells him they'll talk later, but 
there's no way to tell Dan about Old Serena and Georgina without losing him, and Chuck stares after 
her. 


Military drums attend the Bitches’ first attempt to acquire and destroy Nelly Yuki. "Look, I'm not 
stupid. | know you're not really interested in how my family owns half of TriBeCa." Hazel scoffs: 

"Of course we're interested! You're the newest member of our little club!" Which, Penelope explains, is 
only for the very smartest junior girls. "Our junior class only has thirty girls. We're already an elite 
club. Can | go now?" Blair nails Hazel to the wall from down the hall with a single look, and she 
sputters and tries again: "You what would be hot? You, us at G Spa." Nelly Yuki does not drink. "Saks 
Fifth?” asks Penelope, but Nelly Yuki does not shop. "Yogurt on the steps?" Nelly Yuki is lactose 
intolerant. "Look, | really don't want any friends." Blair gets worried, because without a desperate need 
for popularity, her magic won't work. "All | want is to be alone. And to never listen to Flo Rida, ever 
again.” B sniffs something in that, and nods to Penelope. 


== IES) I = 


"What happened? A little backstage hit it and quit it?" | was all excited because | misheard the name 
and | thought they were talking about Flow, who was this bizarrely superfamous rap-rocker in the 
books that | loved, and | was so excited that he might be involved that | kind of lost track of myself 
and didn't connect it to the song or anything in the real world. "What? No, my boyfriend broke up with 
me at a Flo Rida concert." Penelope makes a fake sad face. "One minute we were waving our hands in 
the air like we just didn't care, and the next..." B starts downloading a track immediately, in her usual 
Blair way of starting chaotic shit and then figuring out how to spin it once the screaming starts, and 
shares a devious and triumphant look with Penelope and then, a moment later, Hazel gets that 
something has happened, and makes the mean face too. 


Elise and Jenny are on the loose again, wandering the streets on their own, this time with cute 
umbrellas. "Since the Dalton guys were a bust, how about collegiate? The boys’ Lacrosse team is 
working out just around..." She spots the dog watcher boy, and stops in her tracks. Little J, in pink 
tights with yellow or orange Mary Janes, goes very Blair for a second: "What did | tell you about that 
dog walker? There are no kings on craigslist." But as Elise watches him hand the dogs over to an older 
woman, realizes that he's not the walker after all. He sees them and waves, surprised, and Little J 
moves in for the kill. 


B spots Nelly Yuki studying on the floor of a hallway, backs up a few paces, and starts the song 
playing on her phone, then walks nonchalantly past Nelly Yuki, who immediately gets hysterical about 
Flo Rida some more. "Nelly Yuki, what's wrong?" B says, breathless and wonderful. "It's like it's 
happening all over again. That song just reminds me of my boyfriend...My ex-boyfriend, | should 


say... She shuts the song down almost immediately, as though it's suddenly an insect now that it's 
attacking her friend Nelly Yuki, and crouches at her side. "Oh! No! ...Did he dump you? That's horrible. 
What was his name? Brad? Bill?" Todd. Jansen. Blair gives a speech, all in one breath, totally 
awesomely: "There's nothing like the fresh, sharp pain of a breakup. Believe me, I've had my fair share 
of heartache. But this is about you. Tonight you're gonna come over to my house, and just cry till you 
get it all out of your system." Nelly Yuki protests that she needs to focus for tomorrow, and B sweetly 
reminds her, "You can't focus when something's on your mind, now can you? Come, come, come." She 
closes Nelly Yuki's book with a tender smile. "Tell me all about it." Nelly Yuki smiles gratefully, and 
makes her first friend. 


== Ieee) IS} == 


Vanessa's sitting alone at a booth in a Greek place in Brooklyn, getting bored, and checks her watch. 
She finally asks for the check, but Nate comes running in and tells the waitress to wait. "Daylight 
Savings moved to March," Vanessa says. "Maybe no one told you?" He apologizes, and the waitress 
offers him coffee, by name. "Thanks, Cora." Vanessa's confused, but Nate explains that he comes here 
when he visits Brooklyn. Which happens more than she thinks it does, because his Dad's rehab is, for 
some reason, in Brooklyn. Which is also why he's late. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to..." He points out that 
it's not a huge secret, his dad's famous breakdown and suicide attempt and failure. She looks down, 
embarrassed, and he explains that he sometimes has to decompress between visiting the Captain and 
returning to his awful mother at home. So he comes to the Greek place to rest up, and drink coffee, 
and ... "Think about how hard it is to know whose side you're supposed to be on? Mom versus Dad, 
kid in the middle? Confession: | read one of your practice essays. You left it in a book that you gave 
Dan. And that's why | called you. To apologize." Nate asks why, and lest you think Vanessa has 
become a completely new person, it's not to apologize for rudely reading what must have been 
immediately clear was a pretty personal piece of writing. No, Vanessa still doesn't understand 
personal space, but she does have a minute understanding of her own greatness of spirit: "Because | 
judged the cover. But now that I've read the book, | figured you were owed some apologetic souvlaki 
at the very least." He grins at her, and as usual his smile is so bright and lovely that they both start 
giggling. Well, he giggles. She titters, more like. 


S is walking down the street when her phone rings, and after quick breathing exercise, she pastes a 
fake smile on and answers. "Hey, Georgie! It was good to see you last night. When did you say you 
were going back to Belgium?" The breeziness of an old friend who enjoyed catching up, and will now 
be returning to previously established continuity. The girl she chooses to be. "Um, Switzerland, 
actually. And I'm supposed to leave tomorrow, but I'm not going until | get a chance to make it up to 
you first." Serena lies, and rolls her eyes at herself as she's doing it: "Oh, nothing to make up! | had 
fun." G is self-effacing and epiphanic: "Until after you left, | don't think | really heard what you were 
saying. | didn't get it. You've really changed." S agrees with that. "| don't mean to sound corny, But... 
It's a real inspiration to me." Serena's as surprised as we are, but | don't think G's lying. | think G's got 
two girls inside her, too, so what was at first a dark mirror and temptation gets more interesting: 
Georgina is what happens if you can't come up with New Serena, if you don't have the strength and 


wisdom enough to really make the jump. Which makes her scarier as a story element, and much more 
desperate as a character, and much trickier to deal with. | think in order to get G, we're going to have 
to agree that everything she ever says is true. Maybe not the whole truth, but the truth of at least one 
of the girls she can be. 


-- Page 14 -- 


"| mean, look. I've always thought that | am who I'm going to be for the rest of my life. And even those 
times when | ... maybe don't like myself, well... You can't decide to be somebody else.” And this 
thread of truth, the sad sincerity behind the bared fangs and viper twists, comes across the line loud 
and clear, and Serena's sad for her, but just as desperate to help. "No, you can..." Not in a starry-eyed 
rainbow way, not as something to hope for, but something that's possible if you're willing to bleed for 
it. Like standing on the tarmac with Blair before the break, promising that she would return and 
become queen again. She knows you can change your life, because she has done it, and if she can be 
good enough and strong enough and fast enough, if she can care enough, she can help Georgina 
come back, too. And then there won't be anything left of Old Serena at all, and that little thought in 
the back of her head, that Old Serena's just waiting for her chance to come back and spoil everything 
again, and take away Dan and all that sunshine, that'll be gone too. If she can save Georgina, there 
won't be any question at all about Serena. 


Which means Serena is going to ride this particular boat into the rapids as fast as she can, and never 
let go, because it's her last and best shot at peace. And the really scary thing is, Georgina knows that, 
and has just said the magic words, so now in this chess game that Serena's playing with herself, New 
Serena's gotta carry Old Serena and Georgina, both, on her back, all the way across the field, through 
enemy territory, so everybody can get out alive. Either way Georgina wins: if she drowns, they both 
drown, but if New Serena's as strong as they both hope, then they'll both reach the other side. 
Georgina’s going to do some weak shit in a bit, and we'll see she's afraid to choose the stronger 
choice, but at this moment in time | believe every word, and so does she. And so does S. 


"Yeah, listen, let's have dinner. | mean, | want to hear about your life. And if you can change, maybe 
there's hope for me, too.” She's holding a big old glass of vodka as she says this, but all through the 
scene she doesn't take a drink, and that's why | believe her. It would have been easy as hell to have 
her choke some of that down mid-sentence, and we'd know what kind of story this is. But | don't 
think that's the intention: | think G's trying to make a choice, and knowing that either way it goes, she 
needs Serena. Who protests that she's got the SATs in the morning, and can't do dinner and catching 
up part two. "It'll just be an hour. We can time it. | promise. The hardest drug on the table will be... 
Perrier." She shrugs at the glass in her hand, and as the camera whirls around Serena, Gossip Girl 
explains that New Serena's not as sound as either of them think. 


== (FG 15 == 


"Spotted: Serena van der Woodsen, being given a real-life multiple choice question. A) go home and 
study, B) get a good night's sleep, C) call your boyfriend, or D..." Serena finally gives her an hour, and 


Georgina smiles. "...None of the above. Hope that wasn't the wrong answer, S. This test doesn't grade 
on a curve." 


Dan's studying at the coffee table in the living room; grounded Jenny does her homework at the 
kitchen island. "All right. Capacious. Looks like ... spacious. What does it mean? Roomy. Oh yeah." 
Jenny rolls her eyes and he practically gives himself a high-five. "Captious. Looks like... That looks 
like capacious. Oh. | can't concentrate." Jenny finally asks if maybe the constant monologue is 
distracting him, and Dan -- oblivious of course —- starts to tell her about his fight with mysteriously 
ill Serena, but Rufus comes home just then. 


"Oh!" squeals Jenny, running to him, playing it masterfully but also being true and cute: "Lookit! Trig 
identities are memorized, my Latin is resurrected, and my Lit paper's finished." He looks through her 
papers, and hums. "Impressive. Seeing as you've returned the Valentino, and you've logged ten hours 
of volunteer work with Betty at the shop..." She burbles, "...I'm not grounded anymore?" Nope. But he 
did buy her a new sewing machine, to replace the one she pawned, which for a moment is almost 
enough. She giggles and hops around, and gives Dan a great WTF face when his contribution is that 
he's glad as anyone: "Do you know how much it costs to get a zipper repaired?" From around her 
suddenly multiplying octopus limbs, Rufus explains that he thought it would be especially good, given 
how she'll be continuing to spend so much time at home. "So | guess you're still grounded," Dan 
snots, and Rufus gives him a great look, like "Come on, Dan." He nods: too far, gotcha. 


"Dad, wait. | met this really nice guy, and I'm supposed to meet him in the park for lunch tomorrow.” 
Rufus is like, "You'd still be too young to date even if you weren't grounded," and she backs up to say 
that it's barely even a date. Dan asks who he is, and she tosses over her shoulder, "You don't know 
him, he goes to Unity." Which Rufus recognizes as an Upper East Side prep school, and Dan corrects 
that it's Upper West Side, and he's all, "How are you helping?" He reminds Jenny that she was going to 
take a break from that whole crowd, and she asks him to clarify his meaning. "The [whole crowd] that 
made you feel like compromising your character was a prerequisite to hanging out with them?" But it's 
okay for Dan to date a rich girl? Dan reminds them that he's having total drama with migraines and 
food poisoning and mysterious possible incest, but as Humphreys, it is their prerogative to keep 
talking like Dan didn't even say anything. 


== Pdg en Ol=— 


"| thought you said it wasn't a date," Rufus notes, justifiably proud of himself for doing a parent thing 
that parents do, and Jenny kind of violently shakes all over because he's got in her a cage, so she 
screeches and runs off to slam the bedroom door behind her. And if this show was really hardcore, 
they would have celebrated the arrival of Georgina Sparks with a tiny scene of her throwing Dan out of 
her room by screaming, "GET OUT GET OUT GET OUT!" But maybe that's too on the nose or whatever, 
so instead there's a wonderful two-second bit where Dan and Rufus, shattered by her amazing 
screaming, stare blankly and then poor tired Rufus goes, "...It was nice there for a minute,” and Dan 
smiles to himself. "Yeah, It was." 


Remember that Blair has no idea about any of Serena's stuff right now: every lie and omission S hands 
Dan, she must have been working doubletime to fool B, who can smell fear like dogs and bees. Which, 
even more than the Dan stuff, strikes fear of G into my heart, because he's just Serena's boyfriend, 
while Blair is her sister. So the singsong mean-girl tones with which Blair graces S's voicemail tell us 
two things at least: "Hey, S. I'm just sipping a gingko biloba blended smoothie and wondering how 
your stomach-migraine is. Call me so | don't worry." She looks over at Nelly Yuki, who is facedown in 
a massage chair: "How you doing, Nelly Yuki?" Nelly Yuki moans that, apparently, her upper trapezius 
"seems to hold a lot of sadness,” and Blair gives a great fake awww before assuring Nelly Yuki that 
she'll be better soon. Nelly Yuki tries to leave, to go home and study for the SATs, but one fierce look 
from B and the masseuse shoves her head back down with astounding force. 


Dorota announces Todd Jansen’'s arrival, and Nelly Yuki jumps up, scrambling for her glasses and 
asking if she has cushion face. (Isabel tells her she does, a little, and B shoots her a glance, earning a 
terrifically cute "What?" face. | always preferred Kati but this new Iz is pretty awesome.) Todd tells 
Nelly Yuki that Blair said he was welcome to come. "...For a siberian ginseng pedi?" Oh, Nelly Yuki. B 
sends him a magic face over Nelly Yuki's head, and he frowny-faces that he feels bad about how 
things ended. "Can we talk about it? In private?" Nelly Yuki shivers with anticipation, such that she 
doesn't notice B raising her drink just a bit to Todd, or the look on his face in response: there's been 
some kind of deal. | love this shit so much! Nelly Yuki thanks Blair sweetly, calls her "B," and Todd 
puts his arm around her, and they leave. "Lucky for us, mental acuity and common sense rarely come 
in the same package,” B snarks, to a round of giggles. "Oxygen facials, anyone?” Queen B is back! 


== IFEGIS Il == 


Nate and Vanessa walk through Brooklyn, back toward the coffeeshop. "Next time your sister's band is 
in town, | want front row seats!" Considering her stupid sister lives in Brooklyn, at Vanessa's house, | 
think that will be soon. "You don't strike me as a lesbian punk fan," she laughs, and he pretends to be 
insulted, then pretends he didn't even notice the "punk" part. You can't start an adverbial phrase with 
the word "lesbian" and hope everybody makes it to the end of the sentence, | guess. He asks why she 
even does the practice tests, if she's not planning on taking the SAT herself, and she admits that, as 
usual, it's all about Dan. "I'm a filmmaker. Best education for me is making films." Nate's astounded 
that there are people in America who consider college optional, and just by saying that, he's giving us 
at least one very good reason for him and Vanessa to be friends. | do like this little relationship a 
whole lot, because Nate's the only really authentic person on the show, and if anybody could cross the 
bridge without even thinking about what it means or who's watching or what happens next, it's him. 
He likes Vanessa, he's going to be friends with Vanessa: that's how far down he goes. "My parents are 
artists, my sister's a musician. Just like going to an lvy is your family's way, not going to college is 
mine." He asks if his parents would adopt her, and she takes out her keys. "So..." Nate starts warming 
up the hotness hot plate, all, "| guess this is good night, then?" She laughs: they're standing on the 
stoop of a coffeeshop, not her parent's porch, but it still feels like that moment. He turns it up to 
smoldering, and then finally achieves total hotness, kissing her, and she invites him inside, and they 
don't break contact the whole time. 


Meanwhile in Manhattan, New Serena and Ambiguously New Georgina tell the waitress they have no 
need of cocktails: they are high on life and Diet Coke. "So. Tell me about Dan." Serena, anxious to 
keep the lines drawn as thick and dark as possible, shrugs: "I did!" Georgina's like, a last name and 
zip code are scintillating details, but come on. "He's part of Serena Second Edition!" Serena -- without 
even knowing, as is her way, how damaging what she's about to say will be -- explains that she likes 
it when he looks at her: "Like | wanna believe in myself." Georgina's struck by that, and Serena thinks 
she's making fun of her, but really she's just realized she's losing this fight by more than she thought: 
"Uh, no. No, sweetie. | think it's...It's incredible." Because if Serena believes in herself, then she won't 
need anybody at all to tell her who she is. 


== IFES) Its) == 


"Look, | know | may not be your most trusted friend right now, but...! think | know the old you pretty 
well." Better than anyone. "Well, from where | sit, it would take a lot to bring that person back." Serena 
is quietly proud, more beautiful even than usual in this moment. She loves New Serena as much as 
she needs everybody else to. "Um... I'm gonna call him, actually. He's pretty nervous about tomorrow, 
so | wanna wish him luck." She leaves the table, and G's sweet smile drains off her face slowly, and 
she makes a deal with herself. Once the phone's dialed she sits back, fully in business mode, with a 
quirk of smile decorating one side her mouth as she pulls out a vial of GHB one-handed, and slips it 
into S's drink. Serena comes back, having gotten no answer, and G proposes a toast. "To the new me," 
Serena blushes, proud, and they drink. They slam it down, thirsty, quenching it on life and Diet Coke, 
these two new girls they're learning to be. 


S wakes up still in her clothes, moaning and fuzzy, in G's bed. Georgina, of course, looks fresh as a 
daisy: "Ooh. You don't look so good. You okay, S?" It quickly dawns on her: SAT day. "Oh, my God. I'm 
supposed to be at Hunter College." G points out that they won't let her in if she's late, and S freaks 
out more. G hurls herself across the bed, reaching for the phone: "I'm thinking eggs. Do you want 
Florentine or Benedict?" S remembers how she was only drinking soda, so things stopped making 
sense. Yeah, until you switched to Patron. Look, don't worry. | called Lily and covered your ass. So... 
You're welcome." S doesn't trust this: "You knew | had SATs this morning." Yeah, G breezes, "Which is 
why | brought you here instead of letting you go home with one of your many suitors. You know the 
guy with the ironic mustache? You two took over the DJ booth...” S flips back through her mental 
Rolodex and can't come up with him. "I guess you haven't changed as much as you thought," Georgina 
says, and even though none of this really makes sense, S is scared nonetheless, and calls on the Black 
Knight again. 


"Chuck? Chuck, hey. I'm in trouble. Look, | think | can still make it, but please go to Hunter, try to 
keep the doors open until | get there..." 


When Vanessa arrives at work, Nate's sitting on the bench outside, and they laugh. "Last night was 
strange, but very fun. Still, didn't we just say goodbye like five hours ago?" He explains he's there to 
take her somewhere, and she does a total Vanessa double-take: "I'm going somewhere: to work." He 
tells her to get a sub and she protests that she can't just run off when he shows up. "I'm not asking 


you to. This is a one-time offer, and there's a clock ticking." He opens the towncar door, and makes 
No. 114 in a series of adorable faces created specifically for this episode. "Fine," she says, and gets in, 
admitting that she's intrigued. 


AG CM ae 


It's a quiet breakfast Chez Humphrey this lovely Saturday morning. Make that silent. Rufus is wearing 
an embarrassing band-collar shirt, working up the courage to speak to Jenny, who's sitting on his 
right playing with her eggs. "...You wish your brother good luck today?" She barks an answer and sits 
sullenly, then asks to be excused. "No, you may not. And we are not gonna walk around this house all 
day and not talk to each other." So if you want Jenny to speak, she'll speak. "You've completely and 
entirely prejudged the Upper East Side," is the first thing out of her mouth, and Rufus regrets asking 
her to speak, immediately. "Dad, | learned my lesson on my birthday. Asher's not like those girls. He's 
different. He's nice and polite and he likes animals. Please let me go today?" He's grossed out that she 
didn't even cancel, assuming he'd change his mind if she played him right. He's more angry because 
he knows that she can, and that he didn't see it coming. Dadding is hard! He throws down his fork in 
a tresHumphrey manner, and hands her the phone. 


Vanessa gets nervous outside the doors of Hunter College, and |... this show can't even understand 
concepts like time and space, I'm not going to call bullshit on the various senior year scholarships 
getting awarded to juniors and I'm really not even going to talk about how Nate managed to reserve 
this girl a seat at a random SAT administration in the city with no notice in the last five hours. "I didn't 
even study," she says nervously, and he points out that she's been acing the practice tests. How cool 
would be if she were like, "Actually, that was a lie." He tells her it's cool to keep your options open, 
and that only Nate's parents are ass-backward enough to get mad at you for studying your ass off in 
order to attend the college of your choice. He zaps her with those eyes again, and she is toast. "Okay. 
Right now I'm going inside, and I'm not looking back, or | might change my mind." 


Queen B and Bitches catch Nelly Yuki on her way in, looking busted: "Rough night?" Nelly Yuki admits 
that it was, and not in a good way, and she and Todd spent the whole night fighting the same fight as 
before. The girls all chorus an awesome "Awww!" and she drops her calculator, which B retrieves quick 
as a snake and hands back to her. Blair is wearing one of her best outfits of all time: an amazing 
cream-yellow suit with white trim, and grown-up lady hair. She looks like the Chief of Staff for Satan, 
it's amazing. She looks so crazy good. "Unbelievable. | can't believe it. Crazy," she deadpans, and 
Nelly Yuki starts to go into a whole story about how she couldn't study because she cried all night, 
and B cuts her off: "-- Okay. Well, good luck." Nelly Yuki shambles off, looking all a mess, and Isabel's 
like, "I still don't understand how your plans work, but they always work, like, all you did was play a 
song on your phone while walking briskly, and then give her a massage, and now Nelly Yuki is a 
crackhead. How do you do this shit?" B shows them the batteries from Nelly Yuki's calculator, and they 
all laugh: "Yes, but | also believe in insurance." Isabel asks how she got Todd into the plan, and B 
lightly asks what she's doing tonight. "Uh, not Todd?" B smiles. "Okay, well, | guess I'm gonna have to 
come up with something else." And nobody, not even Penelope in her cute pink suit, knows if she's 


kidding. 
= Pager Ol 


Blair and Dan run into each other at Registration, checking in about the mysteriously vanished Serena, 
who has barely been heard from since Thursday, you remember, and Dan's like, "No idea where she is, 
but | bet Chuck does." B nods, making the obligatory Chuck-is-scum face, and offers to save her a 
seat. Dan dials her phone again, leaving a very cute and very Dan message ("Hey, Serena, it's me--a 
very worried me, concerned about a very missing you..."), but breaks off as a lovely redhead checks in 
at the desk: "Hi. I'm Serena Van Der Woodsen?" 


After the test, B continues to look freakishly amazing, and Dan admits to her that, choker or not, this 
wasn't his finest hour: "I finished, but... | kinda had a lot on my mind." She nods, as comforting as she 
ever is with him: "I'll keep calling.” He wonders if it's actually necessary to go to the Bass suite, 
decides to head over, but stops about two steps down: Vanessa and Nate, laughing, oblivious, getting 
into Nate's towncar. So now S is off doing God knows what with Chuck, and Vanessa's creeping 
around with Nate Archibald, and | do love Dan, but | mean: that's all of it. He defines himself by these 
relationships, and now the two most important women in his life -- three most, with Jenny also 
schizing out -- are prancing merrily away into other stories, without even mentioning it to him. "Hey, 
S. It's B. Now I'm really worried. I'm gonna go home and change, and then..." She sees what Dan's 
staring at, and joins him downstage, remembering the phone in her hand after a moment: "Call me. 
Bye." He looks at her, realizing what this means to her too, and the mysterious couple drives away. 
And she doesn't look at Dan exactly, but | like to think she takes a little of the warmth he's directing 
at her, as she goes. She accepted Dan taking parts of Serena away from her, she's Blaired that out and 
made it work, but every time she sees Nate it's like being slapped, and this new girl? After all that 
time trying to protect Serena from Vanessa, and now the call is coming from inside the house: she 
forgot to protect herself. 


Dan knocks on the door at 1812, and S looks at him through the peephole sadly for a bit before 
finally opening it. And when she does, there's no interrogation and no resentment, nothing but relief; 
he bends into her. "Hey!" He touches her arms; she is still and afraid he'll smell it on her. Afraid he 
can somehow See Bad Serena, lurking around, waiting to come out, waiting to take him down. "What's 
going on?" She steps away, shuts it down, buttons up like Lily taught her: "Um... Nothing. I'm fine." He 
shakes his head, getting scared. "No, you're not, and you need to stop saying that. Hey. Come here. 
Where were you?” Chuck steps out of the shadows, ready to play, unaware that anybody as vulnerable 
as Dan even exists: "She was with me." Serena shakes her head. "What he means is, we were both at 
home. Um, my stomach started acting up again." Dan gets a little irritated and begs her not to lie: 
"Look, if you didn't study enough and you're freaked out, | can..." Because at this point, he has more 
parts of the puzzle than she does, because she doesn't know about the redhead, so she's playing this 
all wrong and making it look even worse than it is, she gets defiant: "I told you. | was sick." 


== IFES) 2] == 


Dan brings up the redhead, and she's confused; he thinks she's playing dumb. These are his 
nightmares coming true, too. And the irony, think about it, of her trying to keep G and Lonelyboy 
apart, so that he won't think she's a whore —- is resulting in making him think she's a whore. This is 
what happens when you button up, when you apologize so often and so loudly for your life that you 
start making compromises and lying about lies and compromises you never even made. "Chuck, what 
did you do? | told you to keep the doors open. When | got there, they were closed." Chuck goes, 
"Yeah, they don't keep the doors open. | was thinking on my feet, just trying to help." He is wearing, 
by the way, a purple sweater over a crazy-color paneled polka dot shirt, and looks awesome. Dan 
touches her face, tries to get at her eyes: "I'm not mad, okay, I'm just worried. I've been so worried 
about you. Please, help me understand what's going on here." He's perfect sometimes; in a perfect 
world he would be perfect. She wants it to work, she wants the pieces to fit, she wants this perfect 
answer to also be the correct one, and it's not: she can't fess up, she can't let him take this burden, 
she can't get it on him. It breaks her heart, but she's stuck in a box: "Can we talk tomorrow? I'll call 
you. I'm sorry." She begs him, with her eyes, but he finally sighs: "I'm sorry, too." Chuck stands behind 
her, hand on the door, and Dan steps back after a moment and leaves. 


"Chuck, you went too far," she says, still shaking. "...And so did you, Sis. Look, | feel foolish for 
admitting it but obviously I've come late to this party." She asks for an English translation, and we 
learn there are things even the Black Knight can't know. Things Serena can't allow to be said aloud, 
even in 1812 where there are no rules at all. "What's Georgina got on you?" Her eyes go hard for a 
moment. "Dan | understand, but what's so bad you can't even tell me?' He thinks she's being silly, he 
thinks she doesn't know how deep he goes, how welcoming the dissolution, how much fun it is to be 
Chuck Bass, but it's not that: there are things even the Black Knight can't handle. Her eyes are dead 
when she turns to him, and walks past him into 1812 without a word. 


There's a knock at Georgina's door, and she opens it slowly: "Oh hi, sweetie. Let me just, uh, call 
some room service..." Maybe the SATs did it, maybe that's all it takes to get S back again. Maybe if she 
believed in herself a bit less she'd need Georgina more. She lingers in the hallway, fists clenched. "I 
don't want you to ever contact me again.” G laughs, but her eyes are brittle: "Just because of a few 
nights of harmless fun?" Serena shakes her head: "It wasn't fun waking up and not knowing where | 
was, it wasn't fun missing the SATs, and it definitely wasn't fun lying to Dan." G steps it up a bit, 
fronting forward: "And this is all my fault because...?" But New Serena knows better, and explains 
herself even knowing G's too far gone to understand the difference: "My fault. Because | make huge 
mistakes when I'm with you." 


== IPE) Ae! = 


This next part is not as awesome as it should have been, and | will tell you why. There are a lot of 
different ways to format overlapping or interrupted dialogue, but my favorite is this way: 


Georgina: So you want to distance yourself from your mistakes by staying away from me? You were 
there, too, Serena. It was just as much you (if not more...) 
Serena: -- This is not about last year. It's about last (night....) 


Georgina: -- Like you were just some innocent bystander who (walked in on...) 
Serena: -- /'m not talking about it, Georgina! Okay? And neither are you. If | go down, you go down 
with me. 


By containing and delineating the inessential language visibly, you give a cue to the director and 
actors that they can overlap here without disturbing the flow. And if you don't make this stuff clear, 
you get what happened here, which is not even Blake Lively's fault because the composition of the 
scene is over one shoulder and then the other, which means that it was two setups at least, which 
means for all we know they're giving their lines to doubles and not even each other as actors, because 
we've seen their chemistry is actually really good and flows well, so the fuckup is in the editing. Which 
sucks, because obviously plotwise these little half-lines of dialogue are the money shot of the whole 
episode, the mysterious secrets they share, and Serena should be shutting Georgina down every time 
she even goes there, and Georgina should struggle through Serena's lines to continue her little 
monologue about whatever happened, and thus it builds to Serena actually yelling in order to stop the 
words coming out of G's mouth. But there's a little tiny bit of gap every time when they interrupt each 
other, so it comes out as bombastic soap opera bom-bom-BOMMMM when the actual lines are a lot 
more subtle and delicate. Every time one line ends, there's a split-second before the other person 
starts talking, and it basically trashes the intent of the scene as scripted. Which sucks because it is 
such a key moment in the whole storyline, and could have been edited and directed better very easily. 


Anyway, that goes down, and off Serena's threat to take G down with her, Georgina makes a great "Oh 
fucking yeah?" shrug, and S tells her to stay out of her face in the meantime. "I don't need anybody in 
my life who doesn't want to be there,” says G, which tells you that she needs S's permission to be 
okay, and if S won't give it to her, then S needs to be either corrupted or destroyed. And S knows that, 
but has too much faith in her ability to come out of things unscathed. "Then we're agreed." Georgina 
wants to cry, and beg forgiveness, and tell S she's embarrassed, but nobody can back down from that: 
"You're too dirty for me to keep things separate." So she makes a fake bitch face to cover it, and slams 
the door, and begins angrily to pack. And after a moment, she identifies the real problem here: New 
Serena's Good Guy Boyfriend. She's deliberately set him up as the one that believes in her, she's 
deliberately set him up as the thing she compares herself to -- a role he relishes, but as I've said 
before, it doesn't make her less gross for using him that way in the first place -- and thus, Dan 
Humphrey is her strength. So Georgina knows what she must do. 


== IBIS) ZS} == 


Rufus answers the door to a big goofy sexy kid, immediately recognizable as "the Unity boy,” and the 
boy agrees, hoping he's the only Unity boy currently on Little J's dance card. He shifts his giant 
grocery bag to his other hip and holds out a hand: "Name's Asher, and | do go to Unity. Hi." Jenny 
runs up, pretty in pink, excited to see him, and asks the question Rufus is wondering about, which is 
what he's doing there. "Uh, since you couldn't come to the hotdogs, I'm bringing them to you. Sorry to 
surprise you, Sir." Jenny pronounces this "so sweet," especially given her "unreasonable father," who 
has grounded her for life. (Obligatory: "Standing right here" from Rufus, although he too is falling 


under the spell of sexy Asher.) Asher nods respectfully at him, and turns the Eddie Cleaver meter up 
to a billion: "| wish more of my friends’ parents cared enough to ground them when they messed up." 
And now, you or me, we'd slam the door right there, because nothing says bad news like that ass- 
kissing creepiness, but it's Rufus: he just started parenting last week. 


"Looks like our queen wannabe found her perfect king..." Jenny and Asher grin and act all dorky and 
into each other, and it is excellent, and Rufus gives in and invites the kid in, along with his many, 
many hotdogs. "We hear he's a Unity man. Guess big brother's been teaching little sis how to snag the 
ones with a trust fund!" They google-eye at each other some more, and are very cute. 


Not cute: Dan, currently brooding in the park, wondering if he's actually been sold out by Serena like 
he always fears he might be. A big lovely retriever comes running up, and Dan grabs him, talking 
quietly. The girl with the dog comes running up after him: "Aw! Georgie, hey! Bad boy! Sorry he 
disturbed you." Dan assures her it's fine, he loves dogs, and Georgina asks if he has any. (I love the 
detail of calling the dog Georgie, because all this character has done since she got here is change 
people's names, turning them from one thing into another. Svetlana, Nadine, Tiffany, Angel... All the 
girls you can be.) "No. Uh, we used to have a cat, but you know... sister, allergies ... Now the cat -- 
Iggy —- lives in Florida with my grandma. |... He doesn't write. Never calls." She tells him she's sorry to 
hear it, and he's all, “It's just a cat?" Which is fairly awesome. He's doing meet-cute really well, even on 
such a bad day. He choked on the SATs, possibly broke up with his girlfriend who may well be a 
junkie this week, and lost his best girlfriend to the only male friend he's ever made. "I'm Dan. Nice to 
meet you, Sarah." And he notices that Sarah's really cute, and she makes the last scary face of the 
episode, and it's especially chilling, the end. 


1.16 When You Were a Fever 


== PAGE |] == 


It's been two weeks since Georgina left the UES ... and went to Brooklyn, and was immediately adopted 
by Vanessa and Dan as her only friends. "Sarah" seems open to meeting Serena, but scheduling is a 
nightmare. The mysterious packages start up again, including a sex tape from the wedding that sent 
Serena running off in the first place, and eventually it's G, and not Sarah, that Serena has to deal with 
some more. 


Blair and Jenny are using Gossip Girl to trash each other, which is fine until Dan spots Jenny's 
boyfriend Asher making out with a dude. Jenny tears him a new asshole for mentioning this, so he 
puts it on Gossip Girl instead -- but because the signal/noise ratio of Gossip Girl has gotten so lousy, 
it falls to Blair to actually make the accusation stick. This leads to some fairly offensive chatter from 
the Bitches, including Nelly Yuki who is now in. The chatter doesn't really matter, because the other 
fellow? Eric van der Woodsen. 


Jenny asks Asher if she's really -- as Blair calls her -- "the new Katie Holmes," and he says she totally 
is, because she's too sucky for anybody to actually date, so she might as well use him the same way 
he's using her: to be popular. This is Jenny we're talking about, so her eyes bug out of her face and 
then she okays it, up to and including letting Gossip Girl tell everybody he swiped her V card. 


In Lily news, Rufus randomly -- and adorably -- accompanies her on a day of wedding shopping, and 
they discuss not being shitty parents and what that might be like. Lily is put to the test -- when 
Georgina totally outs Eric at dinner with all three blonde van der Woodsens -- and receives a solid "C," 
but makes up for it later when Rufus gives her permission to feel okay about herself, as Humphreys 
often do, and she and Eric work it out. It's messy and sad and scary, but honesty wins the day. 


Unseen Chuck gets a total "A," though, as he spends the episode worrying about Serena, and to whom 
Eric proceeds directly for comfort and therapy when things get bad. 


Blair must decide whether or not to out Asher and destroy Jenny, but once she finds out Eric is the 
mystery boy, she decides it's worth saving Jenny as part of the bargain, and crashes a Jenny/Asher 
party wearing an awesome outfit. Eric beats her to the punch, upstaging everybody with his own 
outstanding gayness, so once again Blair wins without even really trying, and Jenny gets into total 
trouble with the Bitches for lying about sex, so she finally concedes the war, and goes home to make 
things up with Rufus. 


Serena goes to Brooklyn to finally meet "Sarah," who threatens to show Dan and Vanessa the sex tape 
unless Serena loves her again. And now that Dan's involved, Serena has no choice but to play along. 
She tells Dan she doesn't trust Sarah, and Dan thinks it's all jealousy, and before you know it the 
cracks are showing big-time in both New Serena and her perfect relationship. All a mess, she runs to 
Blair, who finally gets her to spill her deep dark shit: Serena killed somebody! 


Want more? The full recap starts right below! 





First of all, can | show you something totally awesome? 


| know, right? And that song, which the site calls "Lily's Theme," sounds like Lily for sure, but it seems 
mostly to play when B's doing her headband/Mary Janes chic powerplays. So | don't know, but right 
now it's playing, and there's two sets of Bitch feet tromping up the steps at MOMA from two different 
directions (it's interesting to see how the Army breaks down while both B and Little J are power- 
players): Blair, 1z and Nelly Yuki from one direction, and then Jenny from the other, leading Penelope, 
Hazel, and unfortunate little Elise. 


"Spotted: Jenny Humphrey wading in the Met fountain, fishing for change... Blair Waldorf, seen 
dallying with an off-duty doorman at the Blarney Stone on a Monday night..." The two groups face off, 
and then all flounce down at once. "It looks like the battle between the Queen B and Little J has moved 
from the streets to the blogs. Who's sending this debasing dish? | have a feeling..." 


Blair flips a dime into Jenny's lap for her collection, and Jenny asks why she's noshing on fruit cup: 
"Lost your taste for yogurt?" All the Bitches laugh, because this is their version of Celebrity Poker 
Showdown and they get to watch it every day. Blair turns to Penelope, the memory of dairy in her hair 
just a tad too close, and asks what's up tonight. "Asher's parents are in Cannes, so he and Jenny are 
throwing a party at his house." Jenny cuts her a glance: "It's a really small get-together with just our 
closest friends. Sorry, Blair." I'm not saying | want every episode to be forty-two minutes of half- 
clever, obvious bitchy barbs, but: isn't this fun? 


Nelly Yuki offers Blair her invite -- or evite, as we'll sadly soon learn -- and Jenny snots, “Invitations 
are nontransferable?" And even though Nelly Yuki is now B's sergeant (I like to think it's in 
recompense for the SAT thing last week, which makes a certain Blair Waldorf demented sense), Jenny 
has the balls to breezily inform B that Nelly Yuki's "new to the group." Blair rolls her eyes and, 
cornered, growls that just because her name's on the invite, it doesn't mean she's a hostess. And the 
thing about Blair is that she capitalizes that word, "Hostess," and all the breeding and preparation and 
glory that it means, pride in home, the particularly Blairlike fame that attaches to the craft of 
partygiving, how we treat our guests: all that stuff that -- before feminism and Martha Stewart -- was 
shitty and only for girls, and is now completely awesome. And the thing about Jenny is that she has no 
concept of any of these things. She knows what Blair's saying, but she doesn't get the actual visceral 
meaning of it. Luckily, her phone rings. 


= (AGI. 2 == 


"Oh! Then why is the party planner calling me? Excuse me, girls." She goes off to take the call while 
the Bitches squeal and gossip and OMG about Asher, and a few steps away, Jenny reveals that she is 
once again being awesome at lying: "Hey, Dad? I'm kinda busy. What's up?" 


But the sad thing is, Rufus is reading the evite on her laptop, having opened her email, which means 
every conversation they have is a lie, so he gets into this trap of asking her to lie to him, and she 
obliges, and he gets sadder and madder, but he keeps doing it, because he is in way over his head, as 
usual. "Il was just wondering what time you want me to serve your favorite home-cooked meal tonight. 
Maybe around eight?" Just laying it on. Jenny reminds him of "that choir thing,” and how she's been 
good enough that he let her go. But Rufus is not letting anything go right now. "Oh, right. Well, maybe 
we could wait to eat till after you got home, then. You're gonna be hungry after all that singing..." 
Strrrretch! "Yeah well, | mean, they have food there, and it's probably gonna go pretty late. So, um... 
tomorrow? ‘Kay, love you." She hangs up without a reply, and Rufus is sad, all, "Love you too, even 
though you have broken your father's heart." But | mean, he's an asshole for setting up imaginary 
tests and then letting her fail them. That is terrible parenting, because it's inconsistent, and she's a 
kid: she needs it on the table. 


"Unless you stop lying and being a horrid little asshole, you are leaving Constance Billard and heading 
to George Westinghouse, where you will be jumped and forced into a gang. Eventually you will 
succumb to crack use and die in a hail of bullets. And allllll that money I'll be saving will go directly 
toward my Three Stooges DVD collection. Do you copy." 


Jenny flits back to the girls, pleading a "floral emergency" but updating them that the entire Unity 
Lacrosse Team RSVP'd. Always-horny Penelope is like, "Hell yes!" Blair's car rolls up and Jenny squeals 
and drags her set of Bitches over to say hi. Blair stares bleakly. "How did little Jenny Humphrey 
become the next Brooke Astor?” (Like things went so well for that grand lady.) Iz: "The same way they 





all do," and Nelly Yuki continues darkly, "Marry up." There's lots of giggling, and Blair goes nuts on 
her fruit cup, staring holes in Jenny's cute yellow outfit. 


Leaving the Palace for school, Serena asks why Eric's got the long face. The reason he has the long 
face (SPOILER ALERT!) is that he's going to have to have a serious talk in a little bit with the person 
he's dating, and he already knows the person he's dating is going to talk him down, and talk him back 
into keeping their secrets, and he knows he's going to do it, even though all he wants -- just like his 
sister -- is to be honest all the time. Love makes you do the wacky. "Still sad Mom wouldn't let you go 
to Monte Carlo for the bachelor party?” Eric says he's cool about that; Bart and Chuck and Prince 
Albert can have their fun. "Oh, that didn't come out like | meant it..." They laugh, and his phone dings. 
"Um... Gossip Girl ... Looks like ... Jenny's been spotted at Gap sewing Stella McCartney labels into 
pocket tees.” Is there anything better than up-market T-shirts? That is the soul of America, the $100 
T-shirt, that right there. 


== |PEYe[s 8) = 


Serena's like, "Okay, now the GG rumors are getting stupid," and Eric's like, "Such as the one where I'm 
Gossip Girl?" Serena laughs and ribs him that at least it made sense at the time. Then her phone rings, 
and Eric runs off to his meeting and says to tell Chuck hello. 


"Salut, Chuck. Yes, I'm still fine. | haven't heard from Georgina in two weeks, so, if you'd stop calling 
me, I'd finally be rid of all of my monsters. Bye.” The meaner the stuff she says to him, the more love 
is behind it. How great is it that even when he's not actually in the episode, they still manage to make 
him awesome over the phone? | love that Serena is all, "Thank you so much for being such a caring 
friend, you are a fucker, leave me alone, | love you." 


Vanessa leans over the counter and tells "Sarah" to stop reading her NYC guidebook and start living. 
Which is just ... so Vanessa, because it has nothing to do with Sarah and everything to do with how 
authentic Vanessa is. Sarah complains about getting lost on the train every day, and Vanessa corrects 
her: "Subway." (Which is tota/ly, and hilariously, about how authentically pretentious and stupid 
Vanessa is.) "Click those heels all you want, you're not in Portland anymore." Sarah thanks her and 
Dan for condescendingly-yet-sweetly adopting her: "I'd be a mess without you guys! Well, more of a 
mess than | already am." Not possible, nutsack, although congrats on spending the last two weeks 
lying low with the two hugest losers in all of Brooklyn without snapping. 


Dan comes in all crazed and hurried, wearing his school tie, and Vanessa offers him a red-eye (the 
caffeine obsession begins!), but | don't know what's up his ass. School starts in like four hours, and he 
has first period free anyway, so maybe he's in a hurry to meet up with Serena, who's had trouble 
scheduling him, and frankly | don't know what's up my ass either because why am | even trying, but 
so anyway he thanks V for the coffee and apologizes to Sarah and V both for yakking their ears off 
last night. "He tends to ramble, as you'll get to know," mentions V (which again: obvious, and more 
about marking your territory than actually adding anything substantive to the conversation, but Dan 
did the same thing with Nate awhile back, so whatever), and he nods: he rambles. It's like the one cute 
thing about him. Besides the other cute things about him, | suppose. 


Sarah puts a sweet 'n creepy hand on his arm and assures them both that she's a great listener, 


"as he'll get to know." And | love it, it's so true, because she wants all the information, because she is 
crazy soup: not just stuff for the S agenda, but anything at all. She wants B's shit, she wants Little J's 
shit, she wants it all. You never know what will come in handy when you are the Devil Herself. "Any 
new developments?” No, Jenny and her boyfriend are still inseparable, and Jenny has spent two weeks 
becoming quote "even more insufferable." Vanessa begs him to give her a break, like we all are: 
"Asher's her first love!" Dan corrects that it's "infatuation," not love, which is pretty much not his call, 
and Sarah works both sides of the equation, gesturing toward her friend Vanessa and accreting 
sisterhood girl power: "Yeah, but to a 15-year-old girl, | mean, there really isn't a difference." Vanessa 
nods at her for the assist, and Dan concedes the point. Except the biggest current or past 15-year- 
old girl in the room is, of course, eternally Dan, so maybe he shouldn't give up so easily. 


-- Page 4 -- 


Case in point: Vanessa mentions how it took Dan exactly one second at a ninth-grade birthday party 
to fall in love-or-infatuation-who-can-say with Serena van der Woodsen, and he counters that yes, 
but it took him two years obsessing over it before anything happened. Which, | do love this knight- 
errant side of his personality, like, "If | sit in my bedroom quietly yearning and not masturbating or 
eating or sleeping for two years, | will earn my lady. If | write her name one thousand times in this 
diary, she will be mine. If | change the name in every song to ‘Serena,’ it will finally happen." That's the 
awesomeness of Dan. 


"So, things are better with... Serena?" Nice touch. Dan's impressed that she remembered, and notes 
that she's a good and caring listener, and somebody who's actually interested in his shit for once, 
instead of just shutting him down or ignoring him altogether like everybody else on this whole show. 
Jesus, Georgina's good. She's got his number: all that with one name. Although between the two of 
them and their particular genius and particular weird issues, | bet she had it by the end of their first 
conversation. He's like, less complex than Nate Archibald. He gratefully reports that things are back to 
normal, and Sarah goes wildly wide-eyed and wistful: "It's ... It's tough making friends in a new city. 
It'd be really nice to meet her." Dan gets excited: "Yeah, Serena would love you..." (Sarah's wide eyes 
become Georgina's utterly bugfuck ones: she would?) "...she loves everybody." (Serena's down for 
anything.) "...Not that she would only like you because she doesn't discriminate... Um... see what she 
meant about that rambling thing?” He takes a moment to compose himself, and asks if tonight works. 
Georgina’s crazy eyes, Sarah's soft voice: "Tonight would be perfect!" He smacks the counter and runs 
off to school, and Georgina's crazy eyes just about cross with how crazy she is. Or maybe she's just 
bored senseless with the concept of keeping V company while she makes lattes and blathers on about 
Haruki Murakami all fuckin’ day. 


This episode is fabulous on all levels simultaneously, and manages to tell more than a few secrets 
that cut a little too close for yours truly, but I really like the way the dialogue makes explicit the 
parallels between the different storylines. There are so many repeated phrases and concepts from top 
to bottom (like the indiscriminate Serena thing above), both within the episode and to other stories, 
that twist into new dimensions and mean different things, while keeping the whole thing balanced 


and moving forward, | love it. Also, everybody starts every sentence with the word "Well," which is a 
tic, but I'm okay with that, and I'm editing them out for you. | just love that you could write a high 
school paper on this episode alone, based on the allusions and literary tricks and dimensions inside 
it, even more so than usual. 


B= |e 5) = 


Eric watches Asher and Jenny, kissing in the Constance courtyard, and his face is noncommittally 
miserable. It's like a fever. The Bitches watch from a foot away, but he's standing in shadow. Jenny 
screams and giggles with the Bitches, and by the way her hair is totally cute in every scene this 
episode, even when she's acting wildly crazy, and Eric appears, and asks her if she has a minute. 


"Something wrong?" That was his opener, actually: "Where have you been lately? You haven't returned 
any of my calls..." She stammers and apologizes. This is what it's like for Serena, every day, with her 
brother: "It's been harder than | thought to keep up with schoolwork, and the new spring social 
calendar, and my new boyfriend..." Eric plays the same card as Sarah: "Yeah. Asher, right?" He knows 
his name, he watched him leave. "Yeah! He's cute and smart and basically perfect!" And | know that 
Vanessa and Sarah just explained this to us, but | can't stop thinking about how Jenny was like, 
"Nobody has a boyfriend, | am going to invent boyfriends." It's only been a week for us, and two 
weeks for the older guys, but for Jenny it's been a lifetime. | mean, think about it. First love is like 
cramps: We can watch you have them, but we don't really get it. 


"And the best part is, | think he really likes me!" Eric -- talking just like his mother throughout this 
scene, which | love, because this is exact/y how Lily would approach this, and how she'd fuck it up, 
and the fact that he's emulating her not just in his words but in his affect is just so tight —- is like, 
"Then he has good taste! But... how well do you actually know him?" She squeals and OMGs about how 
he's being protective, and Eric's already tired of this conversation about Jenny, and topics like Herself, 
so he denies it, but then catches himself and realizes that's exactly what he's being. "Yes. Yes, | am. 
I've got nothing against him, | just... Something about him makes me feel maybe he's not the right 
guy for you.” Jenny and Herself are all, "OMG you have a crush on me!" 


Eric's face -- a mixture of being truly shocked and being amazed at how fucking ridiculous Jenny has 
become -- is awesome, and he stammers out a very firm denial, but it's Jenny's movie right now. "-- 
Don't be embarrassed! It's cute. | mean, and not so unexpected, actually. I'm flattered. It's just... My 
heart belongs to Asher." Is any sentence in the language more perfectly Jenny? | still hate her, but the 
frightening amount of sense she's been making lately goes completely overboard in this episode, in 
the saddest ways possible. "... | actually gotta go, but um, text me, ‘kay?" She kisses his cheek and 
runs off, doing the "kay?"/hang up thing now twice, with a fake kiss on top, and runs off. Eric's like, 
"Um, great. Later." | dunno, | think there's an angle on this whereby Little J was the first person he told 
about his scary stuff, which kind of makes her the Blair for him, and | think we're supposed to be just 
as grossed out as we are by this fakeness. Because Blair has never said anything that she didn't mean, 
like, ten times more than mere mortals mean things, but Jenny hasn't said one true thing -- or one 
thing that approached reality, or Jenny -- in this whole episode. 


== FFG (S) (3) == 


I'm not randomly contrasting them, either: think about this before we move on. Blair's mother Eleanor 
had a husband, and they loved each other very much, and they had an understanding. And Blair didn't 
even think about letting her dad's secrets get in the way of her very fierce love for him. The thing that 
killed her was being abandoned by him, and Eleanor did everything she possibly could to connect 
herself to that abandonment and shame, because she thought being the remaining parent would help 
her win B's affection, but all it did was make Eleanor seem like a monster. (Which she kind of is, but 
still.) When her dad's stuff went public, he went to France. When her stuff went public, and her storied 
chastity went out the window, her first thought was to follow. Her shame was, in that moment, at least 
partially connected to his: when you're a Waldorf, you hop on a fucking flight, and wait until the fever 
breaks. 


But she never saw her father's life as shameful: just annoying, that the world's inefficiency and 
weirdness about sexuality was getting in the way of her love of her father, and his for her. And her 
response, as a bulimic and as a teenage girl, was to attack the entire world for doing that, for not 
living up to her standards. It's part of the reason she needed Serena so much, that year. Therefore: 
homophobia and gay scandal ruined Blair's life, and by Blair logic it was her mother's weakness that 
was the trigger. And the ambiguous part -- which is always going to be the thing that gets under 
Blair's skin, because she lives by incredibly strict rules -- is that she loves her mother anyway. This 
story isn't about Georgina Sparks, and while it's about Eric and Lily mainly, never forget that this week 
is a story about Blair: how she heals her past by correcting the present, and thus continues to heal 
herself. With brute force, because that's all she's got. 


Dan runs threading through the school crowd, up the steps and down the hall, and S meets him 
halfway: "What? You're here!" She throws herself on him, and points out that he's late. "| know. | come 
bearing apologies, and an invitation. What are you up to tonight?” They head off down the hall, in love 
and relieved to be with each other again. "| know what I'm not up to: having fun. The SAT tutor was 
over for four hours last night." He gives her a sweet moue and asks if the guy's cute. "Well, if hair in 
the ears is your thing," she muses, and laughs. "I hate that since I'm not gonna use the score Chuck 
bought for me, | have to study every night. | can't even be distracted by..." He kisses her. "Mm. That.” 
He agrees, and asks if she can finally have dinner with Sarah instead. "Sarah again, what is she? Your 
new girlfriend or something?" It comes out much softer and sweeter than it looks on the page. He 
nods seriously, and she smiles. "Just kidding, but she's new in town, and she does want to meet you." 
While Bart and Chuck are out of town riding unicorns over the Pyramids or whatever, Serena's agreed 
to a quiet family dinner in the old van der Woodsen suite. | love how that whole family just bops 
around from floor to floor like the biggest slumber party of all time. 


== [HY [a) == 


She offers tomorrow for Sarah, but Dan's distracted: Jenny and Asher are at it yet again. "My sister and 
tongue, two things that don't go together so well..." Serena laughs, and tells him to lighten up. After 
all, our younger brothers and sisters are sexual beings, and deserve to kiss in the courtyard or the 


street, don't they? It's not gross until around tenth grade, | think. Then you'd better cut it out. "You 
have been down on him since the beginning! Give him a chance and then judge. Maybe he'll surprise 
you, like | did?" She kisses him again, and he wonders how it is that she's always so right. (I 

know, Dan. Thank you.) "It's easy when you're always wrong!" He makes a super cute face, and | have 
to say: this conversation has been a long time coming, and it's so Gossip Girl that it would occur in 
the one episode where Dan Freaking Humphrey is right about every single thing. 


It's not a mistake that Serena just drew an allusion between herself and Asher, either, just like Jenny 
did last week: there's nothing wrong with either of them except for their secrets, eating them from the 
inside out. It's those secrets that cause all the behavior soon to be freaking everybody out, and it's 
sad, but that's it: Dan and Jenny are doomed not because of the money thing, but because their very 
first loves -- just like their dad's -- are people with secrets and because of the UES, the lines they 
have to draw around those secrets are scary as hell. Serena's a girl, and G is her girly secret, 
connected to serious stuff: she can do the Serena thing and just cry and stare and refuse to answer 
questions. Asher's a guy, and his secret is a guy secret that puts guy stuff on the line, so he has to 
act. Serena keeps her Georgina secret while trying to carry on with Dan, just as Asher keeps his secret 
while carrying on with Jenny, and every step is mirrored in their paths to honesty in this episode. (And 
meanwhile there's Jenny lying her ass off, and Dan doing his Dan thing, and Eric as usual just being a 
tad bit cooler than anybody else, and going to the right people for advice, and dealing with it. Because 
if anybody's love could protect you entirely from shame, it's Chuck Bass.) Serena tells Dan he's got 
first period off anyway, so why not beat it down to the courtyard and get to know him? She kisses him 
again, to make him do it, and he runs off adorably, to make friends with Asher Hornsby. 


On his way down the steps and out the door, Dan texts Sarah, which is a name much like Serena, 
which G chose all by herself: "S - Can't meet tonight. Family dinner. Tomorrow? Dan." I'm glad they 
put that "S" up there, to make visually palpable what's been hanging around since last week. (Svetlana, 
Savannah, Sarah, lots of names that sound like Serena. Double Serena, not one G or two. Not a 
Georgina in the bunch, unless you count the dog, which again.) But Sarah's creepy as hell, so she's 
actually watching from across the street as he comes out of St. Jude's, texting her, and heads into the 
street to find Asher. He sees something, down the street; from her angle, Georgina sees more. 


== FEE (3 == 


"Sometimes in an effort to spread the most outrageous rumors we look over the very thing that's even 
more scandalous: the truth." 


Asher apologizes to the boy, holding his hand as he pulls it away, leaning close, making promises. 
Asher tugs softly on the boy's St. Jude's school tie, in the age-old manner. (We've all done that, every 
one of us, because it works on everybody: adjust the tie, adjust the collar. It's subservient at the same 
time it's controlling; it's intimate but out of their line of sight. Their eyes can't see what your hands 
are doing, which is touching them, and reminding them that you can see them. How many times ina 
day does somebody touch your throat? If wolves had neckties, they would do that shit to each other 
constantly.) The boy stands, smaller, on the other side of him, but you can see rigidity in his pose. 


You can see him not giving in. And when Asher looks around, furtively, afraid, in love, and surveys the 
street, and kisses him, you can see the boy give in again. Just like he knew he would. Asher steps 
away, and heads back toward Unity, and Dan hides until he's gone, but when he ducks back out, the 
other boy is gone. 


"And the only thing more shocking than the truth... Are the lies people tell to cover it up." 


The Kills would seem to agree: as Lily comes out of the Palace wearing cute glasses, talking to her 
wedding planner Claudette (who's played by this great character actress whose name | cannot seem to 
find or place), "Cheap & Cheerful" starts to play: "I'm tired of being cheap and cheerful / | want 
expensive sadness / You're stupid, baby, when you're sane / You're boring, baby, when you're 
straight." That could be the Rufus and Lily theme song (or a karaoke song by G, come to think of it). 
She awesomely tells Claudette to keep Mr. Spitzer as far away from Serena's table as possible, at the 
reception, and goes back to her list: "Ugh, what's not on the schedule today?" 


Or any day: "I don't think | am..." She does this awesome physical move where she shoves the 
schedule out toward him, between them like a shield, like her marriage, and he takes it: "Maybe you 
could fit me in between Preston Bailey and Sylvia Weinstock?" After a sec, she gets it together. "Well, 
good luck fitting anything between those two. What... What are you doing here?" She takes off her 
glasses and looks at him. "Believe it or not, I'm here to see you." She brushes him off and heads for 
the car, citing a laundry list of duties today, and he stops her in her tracks: "-- It's about Jenny. 
Alison's away on an artists’ retreat, and | could really use a mother's advice. | think | might be in over 
my head." She offers to talk about it on the way, and he follows her into the towncar, taking care to 
thank the driver. 


== AGS Ge 


Dan arrives in the Unity courtyard, finds Asher grabassing around with his lacrosse buddies, and asks 
for a minute. Since it's now noon, Asher says he can only spend a minute: "Jenny and | have a lunch 
date." There's no easy way to say it. "Look, there's no easy way to say this, honestly, so I'm just 
gonna... I'm just gonna Say it. I... |, uh, saw you this morning," he stammers, totally uncomfortable. 
"Saw me what?" asks Asher. ("This morning!") "| saw you ... You know, | ... Saw you kissing that guy." 
Asher denies, of course, but Dan's fairly certain that striking profile is one of a kind. "Are you calling 
me queer?" 


Dan is, of course, horrified: "That's... Not at all what | said." But we're in the shit now, so Asher gets in 
his face. He has to act, throw knives at it like Blair, say the worst thing to stop the words coming out 
of Dan's mouth: "You wanna know how queer | am? I'm so queer, I'm gonna pop your sister's cherry 
tonight.” It's funny in a way that has nothing to do with the actual sexuality of the actors, but anytime 
anybody says the words out loud in this episode -- even Eric, who is a total fucking champ -- there's 
this weird little actory hitch in the throat, like it's too big of a thing to say out loud about anybody, 
especially their own characters, in front of the crew and the other actors. Super uncomfortable and 
super, super real, like to the point of being hard to look at, so it works in the story, but it's still funny, 


watching actors work. Anyway, you know what's totally queer? Saying you're going to pop somebody's 
cherry. Kissin’ dudes or not, that is queer as hell. 


Dan grabs him and begins to throttle him, and Jenny appears out of nowhere and starts yelling at 
Dan, because she has a vested interest in having no idea how queer her boyfriend is. ("Would you like 
us to assign someone to butter your muffin?" Heh.) "Jenny, | need to talk to you in private." She snots 
-- and remember this line for later -- that Dan can bloody well say it in front of her big gay 
boyfriend. "Really? Okay. All right, fine. Your boyfriend is not being honest with you." Asher slides into 
it and explains to her that he was planning on taking her to the country house this weekend, which 
charms her, but that Dan thought they were moving too fast, and got upset, which turns her back into 
Demon Jenny. "Dan! Can't you just let me be happy for once?" Um, can you let yourself? No? "Jenny, | 
want you to be happy. Just not with a guy who..." Jenny stops that one dead in its tracks too (almost 
like she knows what's coming, wouldn't you say?) with a Blair-magnitude rapid-fire takedown: "Yeah, | 
understand that you're threatened by him, because clearly he's everything you wanna be: He's good- 
looking, and worldly, a legacy at Dartmouth? But even you should know that jealousy clashes with LL 
Bean pants." She grabs Asher and drags him off by the hand. Dan is, of course, flummoxed. 


== I7E10(2) |I(9) = 


On the steps, yakking over lunch, Serena's completely over B being uninvited from the Asher/Jenny 
party: "You don't even like Asher!" B replies, impressing S, that she didn't like last season's Louis 
Vuitton patchwork bag, but doesn't need to see it all over town on Jenny Humphrey's arm either. Blair 
asks for a girl's night, tonight, and S begs off again because of the family dinner. "Let me remind you 
of a little promise you made: 'Don't go to France. I'll be there for you." Which, B has had her own tiny 
stories the last couple weeks, but we've been shown that B felt neglected, to the point of being 
worried, the same way that Dan did. "I'm really sorry I've been distant, but things will be better soon, | 
promise." B's like, "Yeah, starting tomorrow, as usual." 


Dan runs up all sad, and kisses Serena's cheek. "Hey, what's wrong? You look stressed, even for you." 
He confesses to still being worried about Jenny. Blair brightens: "You mean because she's self- 
obsessed, self-serving, self-centered, self..." He cuts her off. "No. No, | wish it was about her, and 
her... self... but it's more about who she's with. | can't get through to her. | tried, and she just 
completely blew me off. And she dissed my pants!" Blair's impressed, and Serena tells her to cram it: 
"She's just going through a phase. We all went through it." B nods sagely: "All that matters to someone 
like Jenny right now are the four Gs: guys, girlfriends, and Gossip Girl." (How much do you love 
Leighton Meester? Because instead of pronouncing it like the four C's, she totally just goes for broke 
and says "fourgies.” So all Jenny wants is fourgies, and if you've not heard that word, you -- like Jenny 
-- are too young to have one.) Serena agrees, and plants a horrible idea in the fertile, fevered mind of 
Dan Humphrey: "It's true. Don't feel bad. Unless it's coming from one of them, she's not gonna hear 
it." And he's not her girlfriend, and he's not technically a guy, so that leaves two G's. 


Rufus again thanks the person in the jewelry shop who brings them wine, while Lily smiles at the guy 
instead. "I tell her she can't see Asher, she calls him. | take away her phone, they're on iChat. How do 


you keep them from growing up when they can have a full relationship from the confines of their own 
bedrooms?" Lily tells him you cannot: they grow up no matter what. Because our sons and daughters, 
even at fifteen, are sexual beings, and if they fall in love, that's just fine, right? It's going to happen 
anyway, you might as well be prepared. Usually Lily is the total winner of this whole show; | wish this 
week she'd listen to herself. Rufus is totally grossed out by how he read Jenny's email this morning, 
and Lily gives him permission to put Jenny's safety over her privacy. Which is dicey in some ways, 
because you should just be honest, but sometimes things are big enough that you can get away with 
creeping about and apologizing later. That's like 90% of everything that happens on this show anyway. 
But I'm glad he knows it's appalling. 


rage nt 


"Especially if you think they're lying to you,” Lily says, and there's a Gossip Girl glint in her eye when 
she starts getting into it: "Was she?" He nods: "Right to my face." He brings up Serena's phase of going 
crazy, and Lily says -- and | think the actress is at odds with how to say the line, because it's a pretty 
shitty thing to put in a beautiful woman's mouth, if she's over forty, and not hugely in character for 
Lily either -- "...If Serena's indiscretions were as PG as Jenny's, | wouldn't have needed the Botox." 


Rufus whines that Dan was so much easier, which you know he was, like, all he wanted to do was play 
sick and stay home from school all the time and sleep beside his parents until he was twelve. | wasn't 
terribly impressed by the unnecessary retcons of the "L'il Newport" story on The O.C., but every week | 
get a little more impatient to meet Baby Dan. He just seems like the coolest little kid. "Raising girls is 
different. Serena would be a horrible monster for a hundred days... And then on the hundred and 
first, she'd be my little girl again." (If this show had a timeline that wasn't out of Escher's portfolio, 
wouldn't it be cool if tonight was the 101st? That would be cool, but it doesn't fit, because Jenny 
entered the game officially between "Dare Devil" and "The Handmaiden's Tale", which were set in 





September, and now it's Marchish, given the weather and the date of Lily's wedding. Still. Wait, it's 


i 


probably been three months since "Thin Line," which is when Jenny really started becoming 





empowered to be a bitch, right?) Anyway, sorry. It just seems like they're trying a little harder post- 
strike to make sense on this stuff -- not that | need them to, | love the magic of UES time and space 
-- but | want to give them credit. Lily drinks her drink and tells him to trust that he's done his job: 
"She'll come back to you." Even Serena did, after all, and Eric is the most well-adjusted person on the 
show, now that he's not trying to kill himself anymore. So she can be trusted. 


They are too quiet for too long, too loving and enmeshed in each other's lives, for a moment, so Lily 
takes notice of a bracelet in the case they're leaning against, and gasps. Rufus agrees that it's perfect, 
and puts it around her wrist. "Mark Ingram, it's beautiful. You've outdone yourself." The guy nods, and 
she stares at the diamonds, willfully intent. | want expensive sadness. "Oh, wow..." 


= Pagen aa — 


"This just in: Asher Hornsby spotted locking lips before class... but not with his girlfriend. Looks like 
gentlemen don't prefer blondes, Little J... They prefer other gentlemen." 


Nelly Yuki, Elise and Hazel walk through the halls, reading, Jenny taking up the rear. Nobody really 
believes it, but it's still pretty scandalous of GG: "Now you know how Vanessa Hudgens feels,” snorts 
Hazel. (Which made me laugh especially hard because the moment | realized that when Connor Paolo 
was awesome was at the beginning of the season when he offered to punch Zac Efron.) Jenny shifts 
even further to the back, behind Penelope and Iz; everybody's still reading. 


"Is this just another round of blanks fired between B and Little J? I'm tired of being the bearer of bad 
grudges. This is the last item that goes to press without proof." 


Isabel is relieved that Gossip Girl "finally got her balls back," and Penelope excellently agrees: "Yeah, 
she was totally turning into the new Page Six." Blair comes shooting around the corner, toward her 
next class, and Jenny hisses, "Low blow." B does not even slow down: "Wasn't me. Wish it was!" 
Awesome. Jenny keeps her head down, exasperated, and follows after the crowd. 


Out in the courtyard, Serena gets another package from G, and tells the concierge to hold onto it, 
freaking out -- so of course Dan appears from nowhere and asks what's up, so she can shiver and act 
weird and squirrelly and take off, tossing a hello to B over her shoulder. B presents herself to Dan 
thus: "Dan Humphrey, just who | hate to admit | was looking for. You're dirty!" He is weirded out, and 
asks what she's on about. "Cheating, drinking, drugs, it's all fair game, but outing your sister's 
boyfriend is dark. How did squeaky-clean Humphrey even come up with that?" | love Blair, she's the 
only person who pays as much attention to this show as | do, so of course she knew that S told him to 
out Asher on Gossip Girl in their last scene. He sighs that he wasn't making anything up, so Blair 
pounces on him, shining brighter than a Christmas tree. 


"Yeah, I... | might have seen Asher kissing another guy." She almost loses her cool -- a/most-- as she 
delights in it, and asks for details, but Dan doesn't really have any because Asher's big sexy head was 
in the way. "What does that even matter?" he asks, and B just shakes her head, rendering the question 
irrelevant: "Right now Gossip Girl's credibility is the same as Tinsley Mortimer's after a few martinis, 
but if | can prove that his duplicity is more than just a rumor, then they'll break up. That's what you 
want, isn't it?" 


== (GS Is} == 


(So awesome in so many ways, firstly because Tinsley and Topper Mortimer are unironic monster 





obsessions of mine, secondly because B's drawing a trap around Dan that he only half-recognizes as 
yet, and third because | have a reason to link to this, and hopefully spread my intense love for Richard 
Lawson to all of you, my friends.) 


Dan agrees, so far, so B pushes it: "Asher's just using your sister as a cover. It's your brotherly duty to 
save her from becoming the next Katie Holmes!" Dan's like, "Because you love Jenny so much?" And 
she shakes her head gorgeously: "Motive is irrelevant, as long as our endgame is the same." The only 
thing stronger than Dan's inability to understand Blair's rules is Blair's inability to understand why 
everybody won't play along with them: "No. Blair, this is not a game to me, okay? | don't want her to 
get hurt." Which cat, B points out, is out of the Spade at this point, because he's already managed to 


tell the whole of Manhattan that his sister's "a glorified hag." Of course, because nobody in the history 
of creation has ever directly confronted Dan about his infinite hypocrisy, he freaks out and grabs his 
rucksack and jacket, all, "You know what? I... You're on your own," and heads off to repent or pray or 
burn books or something. "I'm done." And B just smiles sweetly, still a bit confused as to his actual 
issue here: "Suit yourself!" 


Lily, still perseverating on the biggest of her fantasies, has dragged her "friend" Rufus to a bridal shop 
so she can try on dresses. Lily, girl, you kill me. From behind the curtains, she can't quite believe her 
perfectly shaped ears: "Really, Rufus, what were you thinking? You threw her a surprise birthday party 
and had her face painted on a cake with a tiara?" Because that's how queer Rufus is, yes. He blushes 
and admits it seemed like a good idea at the time, and she points out that in the '90s, we said the 
same of flannel and acid-washed jeans, but they weren't too flattering either. Speaking of flattering 
apparel, the curtains whoosh open on Lily in a white wedding dress, looking fucking stunning. His jaw 
actually drops. 


"What is it? Is it too much?" No response whatsoever. "Uh, not enough?" He can't tear his eyes off her, 
and his voice is soft. It's not the dress: "It's you in it." 


-- Page 14 -- 


She clamps down on her delight and turns, looking at him through the mirror. "I'm sorry. | thought... 
Um. | didn't mean... We're here as friends, right?" Right, yeah. He takes his time raising his eyes from 
the floor. "No, we are friends." She looks at him through the mirror, gone soft and sweet, and 
everything is perfectly perfect: 


"It's just how you look." 


The Bitches make their way down the hall, having heard not a peep from Gossip Girl in three hours. 
"Guess she wasn't kidding about her new standards." The whole "people use GG as a weapon of war" 
idea is a Sweet one, but you can't really keep going there, so it's super cool that they introduced this 
idea and then dropped it. All six-foot-ten of Serena van der Woodsen comes barreling down the hall, 
grabbing Jenny and twirling her around: "Hey, Jenny! Sorry | can't chat, but have so much fun at your 
party tonight!" And then she's gone. What a magical moment! | love her so much. 


Horny Penelope fully goes, "...Totally running to a booty call with your brother,” and Jenny just about 
gags that she went there, and Hazel asks where-all Jenny's been going. Penelope -- who is way too 
invested in all this, | think, but in order for the story to work, one of the Bitches has to be, to speak it 
aloud -- is all, "You and Asher..." And Jenny tells them far enough. Penelope's suspicious, and Hazel 
thinks her coyness means maybe Asher's gay after all, which is kind of the thing creeping up through 
Jenny's hazy, weird little brain anyway, so then Jenny gets super awesome. 


"Is that why we went to third?" Elise, who may or may not even know what that means, is all agape: 
"You went to third?" And Jenny's answer, my God: "No? He did." Hazel approves -- "Well done. Make 
him work for it." 


(And Jesus, so do I. Of all the trends and decadence this show is supposedly spreading among the 
teens of this universe, my goodness, let that one stick. | firmly believe that at least seventy-five 
percent of the ills in this world link back to hatred and fear of the female body and sexuality, men and 
women both. Even though that bullshit starts in the cradle, it only gets hardwired in high school, so 
what better way to retrain teenage boys to respect the female body, than with that kind of positive 
reinforcement? If the infinite blowjobs of high school were replaced with infinite cunnilingus, | think 
the result would be Tina Fey automatically becoming our next President. Like within a week of the new 
rule, this would happen. Read Lysistrata! Tell your friends! Girls of the world, it is cool! Start 
demanding your right to oral sex, it isawesome!) 


== IFES 115) == 


Blair hits Waldorf House with Nelly Yuki and Isabel, arms full of shopping bags. "Whoever said that 
money doesn't buy happiness didn't know where to shop. Lucky for me, | may have to go out tonight 
after all." (Lucky for me.) They all drop onto her bed, and Iz produces Asher Hornsby's cell phone. 
(Lucky for you.) "Lucky for you,” Nelly Yuki exposits, "Iz knows five ways to sneak into the Unity boys' 
locker room, and six to sneak out." (Was it Isabel that had the magical stealth powers before? The 
pool party episode, maybe. | hope so, | love the idea that the things Isabel brings to the group are 
"concert pianist" and "cat burglar.") Blair clicks around the phone as Iz notes that Asher takes 
abnormally long showers after practice, and Blair crinkles her nose while Nelly Yuki unnecessarily 
translates that what Iz means is, "maybe his lacrosse stick isn't the only thing he likes to play with," 
and what Nelly Yuki means is that sometimes teenage boys masturbate. Got that? It's pretty subtle. 
Isabel wonders why B even wanted his stupid gay phone in the first place, and Blair portentously 
intones, "It was once said that a person's eyes are the windows to their soul. That was before people 
had cell phones.” While Blair busily and crazily downloads all of his emails into her laptop with a wildly 
destructive grin, Nelly Yuki and Iz stare at each other and wonder what the hell that meant, what she's 
up to in actuality, and why she suddenly thinks she's Gossip Girl. 


(Some choice cuts from Asher's email subject lines: "Miss You," "Wish You'd Been There,” "Dinner 
Tonight," "| Wanted You To See This," and the heartwrenching "Call Me ASAP | Need To See You.") 


Asher's tapping away on his laptop when Jenny comes clomping up the steps, knowing she's pushing 
it, hesitant about showing up early and uninvited, but in love. They buddy kiss -- oh, Jenny -- and 
he's surprised she's there: "Party's not for a couple hours." She responds by acknowledging that a lot 
can happen in a couple of hours, and then starts to climb him like a big beefy mountain. He nearly 
shrieks, and laughs nervously instead, and starts peeling her off him: "Uh, Jenny? What are you 
doing?" She asks what's wrong, begging him to say nothing, and he does, but: "This... It just isn't what 
we do. Are you suddenly... Not happy? I'm holding up my end of the bargain.” Ouch. 


You know, if this show keeps dumping on Jenny, I'll end up in love with her. It's called the Baltar_ 
Effect. But this one's particularly rough, because there are two stories here: One's about a girl who 
met a cute boy on the street who brought her a million hotdogs, and fell in love, and finally got 
popularity, and finally, after a year of shit, her life started turning perfect with a little bit of sunshine 


on top, because she was in love. She could finally have it all, and be safe from B into the bargain, and 
her dreams would start coming true. 


== Pager Oh=— 


This episode's title, like next week's, is an Almodovar reference, to a movie dedicated in part to “all 
actresses who play actresses," and it's about a woman who watched her son get run over, in the 
middle of the road. Stood there and watched. And she couldn't save him, and she couldn't protect 
him. And it's about dealing with the ways that she failed him, and what she had to do next, to atone. 
And that pretty much describes dinner with Georgie, coming up, but Eric's not the only one who gets 
run over this week. 


Because the other story is about a girl innocently buying a hotdog when some guy comes up and runs 
over her, just runs her down, and something about the look in her eyes, or the way she stood, or the 
way she was interested but not too interested, struck a chord in the boy, and he realized he'd found 
the Eleanor to his Harold, and after a year of shit, his life started turning perfect, because he was in 
love, and he could have it all: the boy he loved, and the girl to keep him safe. 


"What bargain?” He's like, seriously? Okay: "You're Jenny Humphrey from Brooklyn. You need status, 
access, resources. | give that to you." Her eyes already know, but she asks anyway: "...What do | give 
you?" He doesn't get it; his lips get angry, like they do when you get scared. It's about what's unsaid: if 
she wants it said, then he not only picked wrong, but she's the enemy. Fight or flight: "Do we really 
need to talk about this?" She nods and takes the next step: "So what was on Gossip Girl's true?" She's 
the enemy. "Do you really think someone like me would just date someone like you?" And from the 
heart, poor Jenny Humphrey says this, "But you've been so nice." 


Well, | am not made of stone. | am grateful for many things, but most of all I'm glad | have never been 
a teenage girl. | couldn't survive ten minutes of this bullshit, but she not only has to survive it, it's 
literally a// Jenny has. | mean, not even Eleanor should have to be Eleanor, but Jenny's got all these 
awesome crunchy Brooklyn-y Alison arsty things going on that she's just completely been ignoring 
since the night Nate kissed her, and now we're playing Let's Make A Deal to push it down even further. 
"I'll keep being nice. Nothing has to change, okay? Come on, Jenny. Tonight you're hosting your first 
Upper East Side party. That's something that Blair and those girls can never take away from you." He's 
got her number, doesn't he? Maybe he was right, that day on the street: she fucking thanks him. Like, 
actually says the words, "Thank you." And he says she's welcome, and can show her gratitude by 
helping him put the rumors to rest for good. "...What do you want me to do?" And the only thing 
scarier, and sadder, and more painful than his smile, is the dead look in her eyes when she says it. 


== IRAE IL == 


Home from school, Serena opens the package. There's another Georgina note: S - memories can fade, 
a video is forever - ® G, and a USB drive on an ivory silk ribbon. Only on this show would blackmail 
come in the form of a USB key on an ivory silk ribbon, resting like jewelry on a bed of cottonina 
jewelry box, and that is why this is the best show ever created. 


Serena plugs it in, shaking, and a video pops up, from the night of the Shepherd wedding. Georgina 
says, "If you put the camera over there, she'll never know..." and she and man share a kiss, laughing. 
"Are you sure she's gonna be down for this?" Georgina grins, you can hear it: "It's Serena. She goes 
down for anything." Serena enters the suite, and Georgina calls out, "Hey, baby! How are the new Mr. 
and Mrs. Shepherd?" Serena giggles. "I just did something so stupid..." (Named Nate Archibald!) and 
Serena fast-forwards the video, to herself, struggling weakly: "It's hot. I'm too hot..." It was like a 
fever. Her skin goes hot. The man agrees: "You are too hot," and soon enough either S or G is 
moaning, and then he joins in. Serena slams the computer closed, and goes to her dresser, confused, 
out of her mind with it, slipping the drive between the pages of a book before jerking it out again and 
shoving it into a drawer, and runs. 


... Smack into Lily van der Woodsen, pissed as hell, just on her way to Serena's room. "Where do you 
think you're going?" Serena tries to get away, promising to explain later, but Lily, face tight and angry, 
stands her ground. "If you invite an old friend to our quiet family dinner, | expect you to stay and eat." 
As Georgina comes around the corner, the anger drains from Lily's face; she buttons up, and speaks 
softly, smiling. "You know how | always /oved when Georgina came around," she spits, eyes flashing. 
Georgina pretends to oblivion as usual, burbling, "I ran into Lily in the lobby. You totally forgot to tell 
her | was coming over for dinner!" She kisses Serena's cheek, under the hateful eyes of Lily, and S, 
distracted, kisses the air. "Did you get my present?" Serena just stares at G's totally insane smile and 
tries not to pass out. 


"Breaking news: Asher Hornsby overheard bragging that Little J swiped her V card at his register..." 


Jenny tries on clothes in DUMBO, reading about herself on Gossip Girl, feeling appalled at herself and 
taking strides to ignore it. She's doing okay until Dan comes running, brandishing his phone, 
demanding to know if it's true. "It’s private?" she scolds him, and he responds that, actually, it's on the 
internet. "Yeah well, it's none of your business. And since when did you start reading Gossip Girl 
blasts anyway?” Since about the time she became the subject of them, Dan explains, which is at least 
three-quarters true. "You're fifteen years old, and I'm your big brother. It is my business." She assures 
him it's not true, but all that does is confuse him more, and she turns suddenly: "You can't tell 
anyone, though. Everyone has to believe it." Dan is so confused that his next question makes no 
sense at all: "Are you saying that you actually want your friends to think that you're sleeping with a 
guy who's gay?" | can't even parse that one. Jenny asks if he always believes GG, and he admits that he 
didn't just read the Asher tip, he submitted it. 


= PAG en Sia 


"Look, I'm sorry, but | tried to tell you. You wouldn't listen to me, | needed to get your attention 
somehow." She pushes past him and tells one-quarter of a lie: "Well, | knew about him the whole 
time." Dan says that means Asher's using her, but she clarifies that in fact, she's using him back, so 
what is the problem? It's Dan: it's all a problem. She finally begs him to stop judging everyone on the 
entire show for once in his life, but again: this is the one time he's not Danning all over everything. He 
is actually just scared to death for his sister. "You think that you're so different, and so good? Well 


guess what, Dan. The minute that you start sending tips to Gossip Girl, you're in the game with the 
rest of us." Yeah, that part's true. Ouch. "Get out of my room," she says, and shoves past. 


They're just sitting down to dinner in the old suite when Blair calls, almost crying, having just 
discovered the truth about Asher's secret boyfriend, desperate to tell S before things get out of 
control, desperate to save Eric. And once again, the mere presence of G ruins everything: "B, now's not 
a good time. | know | told you I'd be more available, but | just can't right now." No matter how many 
times B swears it's important, urgent, can't wait, S has more pressing apocalypses on her plate, and 
hangs up. 


Serena apologizes, and G asks how "Snow White" is doing; Eric starts to tell her about Chuck and Snow 
Not-So-White, but Serena cuts him off: No information for Georgina. Ever. She has to contain it. Eric 
just grins, and Lily asks what G's doing back in New York. "I just had some time to kill," she says, and 
Serena fills in the blanks about how she was at boarding school in Switzerland. Desperately trying to 
keep it going, be a hostess, while her quiet family dinner is being ruined, Lily suggests that the Sparks 
parents must be glad Georgie's back, but no. "Actually, they've moved to the country full-time. I'm 
just in the city to catch up with some old friends." She changes the topic to Lily and the wedding, and 
Lily makes bored conversation about that, fake laughing and trying not to let on how annoyed she is. 
But G knows. "There must be love in the New York air! You're engaged, Serena's found a new guy, Eric 
found himself a boyfriend..." Everything stops moving. "Excuse me?" he asks quietly. 


Serena stares at her, and Lily coughs: "I'm sorry, | don't think | heard you right." She waits for 
Georgina to correct herself, but G starts playing with them: "What? You haven't met Serena's new guy?" 
No. Not that: "A ... boyfriend? Breezy as anything: "Oh, you mean Eric. You didn't know he was dating 
someone? | didn't think it was a secret, | mean, | saw them kissing in front of St. Jude's this morning 
for all the world to see..." Eric's face falls even further; he's terribly sad. "Well, don't look so 
embarrassed, E! He is a hot piece! Well done." Serena jumps her: "-- Please, Georgina. That's not 
funny, okay?" 


== IPeee) iE) == 


Georgina checks with Lily, but Lily's looking at her plate, gone all white. "Oh. I'm, um. You... didn't 
know Eric was dating a boy." Lily chokes the words out, what that would mean. "He's not... He's just. 
Not." Eric tries to be strong; his lip quivers but he won't lie. "...Are you?" She whispers, and his mouth 
forms words but no sound comes out. That creaky old voice of his is just warming up to tell her, to 
stand up and be a man about it, when she collapses in on herself, covering her eyes. "Oh, God." He 
runs. 


"Eric!" Serena tosses a withering glance at Lily -- "Great, Mom. That's just great." -- and a hiss at 
Georgina -- "How dare you?" -- and runs off. She came home to save him. She came home to keep 
him safe. She heads toward his room, and at the table, there are two quiet things going on. Georgina 
is realizing that the world is full of infinite eggs, and the omelet she's making is going to involve 
breaking more than that one. She shrugs and sips her wine. And Lily is realizing that she just failed 


one of the big ones. Like the SAT, parenting tests our best qualities and often brings out our worst. 
But it's not about who you are, in those fast moments, in those pop quizzes: it's about what you do. 
The second splits, on your word. There are moments where things could go one way or the other, and 
her son is balanced on a tighter tightrope than most. They almost lost him, before. She remembers. 
And this might have been the biggest test he'll hand her, in his life, and she failed it. 


Jenny launches herself at the front door as Rufus plays guitar: "Dan went out with Vanessa and I'm 
going to choir practice like we talked about don't wait up!" He stops her: "Where were you gonna 
change your clothes?” No uniforms at rehearsal. Tell him another one? No, he's done fucking around. 
He's done playing this particularly idiotic game. "Well, unless the choir is entertainment at Asher's 
party, you have some explaining to do." He pulls a totally cute dress out of her bag, explaining he 
knows more than she thinks. But she can't know how much you know, Rufus, if you're constantly lying 
to her and playing dumb about what you know, because that makes you stupider than her. And 
“stupider than Jenny Humphrey" is a rough motherfucking place to be, my friend. 


Jenny, awesomely, explains to him that if she had asked permission, he would have said no, so she 
lied instead. And he admits that she's correct, but not his culpability there, and tells her to call Asher 
and tell him she's not a hostess after all. She explains that it's too late, that everything's been 
ordered, that all the guests and friends are on their way, but he is not feeling this. She explains that 
she made a promise, and can't break it, but nobody expects him to get that one. "All that good 
behavior from the past few weeks just got wiped out from that lie." And then Jenny explains some 
more shit to Rufus. "You can't stop me, all right?" She walks toward the door, begging him to 
understand this fact. He threatens, "If you walk out that door...” but like what? What. "What, Dad? What 
are you gonna do? Are you gonna put bars on my window, or chain me to the kitchen counter? I'm not 
your... I'm not a little girl anymore. You can't make me do anything." He asks if she wants to lose his 
respect, along with his trust, but she's past that. He just can't see it. She apologizes, and means it, 
and leaves. And he's sad, and nods to himself, and has no idea what just happened. 


== [E16 (3) AD) = 


Eric ran straight to his bedroom and called Chuck. When Serena comes to find him, he's muttering, 
",.Yeah. Okay." He feels better; Chuck told him how to feel better. Chuck told him to feel better, so he 
does. Serena comes in, and he says goodbye. "You ... called Chuck?" Eric's been talking to him a lot 
lately; makes total sense, but | love how this episode makes Chuck totally awesome without him there 
to fuck it up and be smarmy all over the place. "Guy's got his faults, but he's never judged me." He's 
family, now, too. "I'm your sister," says Serena, sitting on the bed. "We're us." The wise, sad, strong, 
vulnerable blonde children of Lily van der Woodsen, now on her first marriage: the only thing they can 
count on, when the wind starts up again. "You can tell me anything." 


He wanted to, it wouldn't have been a problem, but some things are too true, and some words are too 
big to come out; they stick in your throat. "It's not the type of thing you blurt out on the way to 
school. | was waiting for the right time." The opposite of which, of course, is dinner with Georgina. 
Serena apologizes for G, and for herself: she came back just for him, to save him and keep him safe, 


and then abandoned him all over again. He looks her in the eye and speaks slowly, so she'll know he's 
telling the truth, that it's not a lie or a gloss: "This isn't like before. I'm fine. Really." And she's here 


now. 


"When | was at Ostroff... | met this guy. We were going through a lot of the same stuff. And now that 
guy is dating Jenny," he says, this last so sad | got a little misty, | won't lie. | mean, maybe this is a 
part that's hard to get to, because when you're queer you get used to being a commodity -- 
symbolizing, more than actually existing -- but: his boyfriend was kissing a girl in the courtyard of 
Constance Billard. His first boyfriend. His first /ove, that he met at the bottom of the well, in a place 
where you either come out okay or you don't come out at all. He came out of the cave with this guy, 
the one guy who understood what he was going through, and actually cared about him enough to 
share it. 


| mean to say that it was a dream come true, a fantasy: It was a story about a cute boy, found in the 
unlikeliest place, and how after a year of shit, his life finally started turning perfect, because he was in 
love. He could have it all, and somebody understood, and his dreams could start coming true. And out 
in the real world, Asher couldn't hack it, because it turns out he's a coward: only brave at night, and in 
the dark. Never in the real world. And that's how Eric van der Woodsen spends this episode 
heartbroken, in a way that has nothing to do with being gay at all: because he's smart, and brave 
enough to tell the truth, and because it's fucking exhausting waiting for the rest of the world to catch 
up. 


Pager 


"Wait, you're the mystery guy that Asher was spotted kissing? | know this isn't how you wanted this to 
happen..." Eric shakes his head, because Gossip Girl could always go fuck herself: "Yeah, | guess the 
important thing is that it's happening." Awesome. The total calm with which he says this, the strength 
of the kid. Apparently therapy is good for you. Serena just shakes her head at him, impressed, in awe. 
"I'm so ... proud of you.” Not like a big sister, like a person. (And she'd never admit this, but once 
again Eric's just told her what to do, how to be wonderful, and strong like him, without doing 
anything but being honest.) She throws her arms around him. "I love you. No matter what you do, who 
you like... Whose boyfriend kisses you..." She laughs. He throws her a smile. "The people who care 
about you will always stand by your side. OK?" (Say it a couple more times, S. Maybe then you'll 
believe it.) Eric decides to drop by Asher's party: "There's one more person | have to talk to." She nods, 
sweetly, and doesn't ask, but it's her Oh, Blair face. She already knows what he's going to do: tear it 
down, stop everybody lying, and get things healed, one way or the other. 


Hornsby Residence, where one finds a truly astounding amount of plaid and madras. Madras ties, 
madras shirts... It's madras soup! The Bitches slurp their neon martinis, and hit on lacrosse boys, and 
the whole time the happy couple are laughing, and flirting, and sharing secrets. But here's what the 
music's saying, as they drink and put on their show: "I hold on so nervously / To me and my drink, | 
wish it was cooling me / But so far has not been good, it's been shitty / And | feel awkward, as | 
should ... You'll probably move right through me / On my way to you." 


Blair Waldorf comes up the stairs, looking like a total sex goddess combo of Jackie O and Audrey 
Hepburn. | know | said last week was the best she ever looked, but | think | was wrong. Even the 
camera slows down so you can look at her for longer. Elise squeals and runs off to tattle to Jenny, but 
Isabel just looks her up and down: "You look..." Blair nods: "I know." Nelly Yuki laughs about how bad 
Jenny's going to freak, but Blair just tosses her jacket to them, Asher's phone in hand: "Watch and 
learn, ladies. The most important parties to attend are the ones you're not invited to. Where's the 
host? | have something for him." 


Serena, scared as hell of telling the truth but more scared of lying and losing Dan, taking Eric's 
example as gospel, desperately needing some comfort after G's latest two -- concurrent -- assaults, 
runs Straight for the coffeeshop, dropping beside Dan and breathing hard: "Oh, thank God you're 
here! I'm so happy to see you." She kisses him, needing him to hold her, and he just smiles: "Hey! I'm 
happy to see you, too. You can meet Sarah!" She tries to tell him it's not a good time, but guess what 
Georgie's been up to since the "quiet dinner" went so quiet it died? Yep: "Well, she's here, so uh... 
Sarah, Serena, Serena, Sarah." 


—— Page 22 —— 


"URA Fever," the song at the end of the episode, starts playing in the background as Serena looks up 
to see Georgina, shoving her hand in her face: "Hi! I'm Sarah. It is so nice to finally meet you." Serena 
shakes it off and sticks out a hand, but the key is in the lyrics, again: "You only ever had her / When 
you were a fever." Because when Georgie was a fever, she burned with Serena, and they were whoever 
they wanted to be. She was the other side of Serena, the bad girl, Blair's opposite, and they burned 
with each other. She only ever had her when she was a fever. They could go out to the edge and 
always bounce back, when she was a fever. They could get out of control, or not go out of control, but 
at the end of the night somebody would catch them. 


But that night a year ago, something happened. | don't know exactly what it was yet, but something 
broke. They crossed the edge together, and Serena just left her there. And now she's a fever all the 
time, but she burns alone. 


"Wow! | mean, Dan told me you were pretty, but he didn't do you justice." Serena asks to talk to Dan 
privately, but Sarah talks a mile a minute: "Hey, no, no, no, wait, don't go. Vanessa was just about to 
show me one of her movies. I'm a filmmaker, too, of sorts. Actually, | brought one of my short films, | 
was hoping to get your opinion. Maybe you wanna see it, too, and tell me what you think?" She plays 
with a USB drive, looking in her eyes. Vanessa runs off to grab her laptop, and Serena asks Dan to get 
her a coffee. He doesn't move fast enough, because time's slowed down for her, so she repeats her 
request, sharply: What she says is "please," but what she means is "now." He leaves, resenting it -- 
wanting to see Serena and Sarah become friends -- and Georgina smiles at her, and leans closer. 


"What the hell are you doing, Georgina? Put that away.” It wasn't just Georgina she left in the dark that 
day; she's spent every day enduring all manner of shame and Dan Humphrey bullshit to forget it ever 
existed. That's why Georgie's back now, on one level of the story: Serena can't be whole until she 


reconciles her Blair side with her Georgie side, and stop pretending it doesn't exist. Right now she's 
trying to be Dan, which isn't going to work. Eric's a step in the right direction, because this is the part 
of the story he's figured out, he's dragged himself out of the dark and all his shame stuff came out 
with him, turned to gold. It's why you can trust him with Chuck, because he can see it without being 
scared of it. But not Serena, yet, so you got Georgina right up in her big old face, demanding to be 
noticed. To not be ignored. Lighting every type of fire, in every location, to get Serena going again: 
Dan, Eric, the sex stuff, the drugs, whatever it takes, to get her back and let the fever burn. 


= PAG Cre Da 


"Awww, come on. I'm just having a little fun. Remember? Like old times. You and me, pretending to be 
different people... Svetlana, and Savannah..." Serena shakes her head, because this isn't a game. She 
doesn't even know where the tape came from, she was too fucked up. "It's just a friendly game!" 
Georgie says ("Oh, sweetie. We just started to play!"), but Serena's exasperated: "But we're not 
friends! Georgina touches her hair lightly, trying to light it, but she shoves her hand away. "Oh, | 
think we are. You see, because with me as your enemy, Dan sees this. And if the heavy petting doesn't 
send him running... Well, I'll bet what happened after will.” 


Dan and Vanessa come smiling back, asking what they missed. Serena smiles hard, like her mother: 
"Nothing. It's like Sarah and | have ... known each other for years." Sarah giggles sweetly, and Dan's 
happy. Serena looks at Vanessa, still too edgy to be friendly: "We don't need the laptop anymore, 
thanks." They look at Sarah, and she shakes her head. "No, | got a little shy about showing it. Maybe 
next time?" Vanessa quirks her head, but lets it go; Georgina grins at Serena. Brooklyn is hers now. 


Back at the party, as Jenny and the Bitches discuss her virginity, the music's still talking: "Shut up and 
let me go / This hurts, | tell you so / It's you that ought to be holding me / This hurts, but | can't 
show..." Penelope asks if it was as special as she'd hoped, and she and Hazel make nasty comments 
about each other's first, not-so-special times, and Jenny clinks drinks with them: "I mean, yeah. Asher 
made me feel really safe." Hazel tells her how rare, and how lucky that is, and she's aware. Weird little 
Elise runs up, shouting about Blair's crash, and Jenny's like, "The fuck?" 


Blair makes her way through the crowd, tapping Asher on the shoulder with his phone. "We need to 
talk." He sends his boys away, and she offers him the phone. "Whatever you found, it's not what it 
looks like." Great opener, Hornsby. "It's ... always what it ‘looks like,’ and judging by the texts and 
photos, it ‘looks like’ a little more than friendship." He asks what she's going to do with them, and she 
admits that if she didn't love his "friend," she'd already have taken down him and Jenny both. "Too 
bad you don't care about him the same way..." she starts, and Eric walks in behind her. "It's okay, 
Blair. | can handle this." 


Two awesome things happen: just as Asher's shouting, "What's he doing here?" Jenny comes lurching 
into the room with her cocktail in the air, looking like that lady from The Rescuers, derangedly 
shouting the same thing about Blair. Portrait of Jenny in ten years! This show is so Bugsy 

Malone sometimes, | love it. Meanwhile in the back of the scene, Nelly Yuki is wearing crazy blue 


plastic glasses. What was life like before Nelly Yuki? | don't want to think about it. 


=— Page 24 —— 


"Are you gonna tell her, or am I?" asks Eric. Because for him, that's what's on the table: Asher is dating 
two people, and Eric was there first, and has a claim on Asher's sexuality, which means the 
relationship with Jenny is invalid. 


(The actual situation is a bit more complex, yes, but I'll tell you this. In real life, Eric's version is a lot 
closer to the truth: that he, or all of them, would view this more as cheating than the whole 
beard/fake-out situation, and the reason for this is that teenagers having sexual identity issues are 
not like adults having sexual identity issues. It's not rare for guys to know they are gay and hide it, 
like Asher here, but ... Never underestimate the power of denial. | mean, it's a great parallel to 
Eleanor/Harold, | get that, and this story is handled pretty much flawlessly, but it's been toned down 
from reality, to make narrative sense and to be on TV, because the actual story makes wayless sense, 
and involves Asher being gay some days, and not being gay other days, and making out with Eric on 
days he's gay and sometimes days he's not gay, and having a girlfriend the entire time, and hating 
himself sometimes, and being almost okay other times, and having conversations with the lacrosse 
buddies about fags, and then getting drunk with said lacrosse buddies and realizing they have no idea 
what they're doing, and most of all, Asher's days are spent doing what he has to do to survive, all the 
time. 


And the reason for that is, your brain and your body exist on different continents, and the hormone 
onslaught is only the first volley of an intense 10-year war your body commits on your mind, which is 
why sex has driven every single one of these children completely batty, and if you're gay that's one of 
the weapons too: Your body starts telling you a certain thing that makes very little sense -- because 
sex is dirty, because everything defaults to shame, because marriage and being scared of sex and 
your own body are very old traditions -- which is that basically all the time, it wants to do this thing 
that is incredibly scary and renders you powerless, and nobody will tell you how to do right, and 
which involves showing your body -- which you hate -- to somebody who may or may not also hate 
it, while doing something complex and athletic which you have never done before. And either your 
body is crazy, or your brain is, and the war begins. 


And if you're gay, there's a fifth column in the war you didn't even know about, an enemy inside your 
body, so it's two wars at once: your body starts telling you a certain thing that makes very little sense 
-- because heterosexuality is the default, because everything defaults to heterosexuality, because 
marriage and childbearing and heterosexuals are very old traditions -- which is that sometimes, or all 
the time, it wants to do this thing that is not the default. So either your body is crazy, or your brain is, 
and the war begins. And the only way anybody makes peace in this war, which everybody eventually 
does, is either by being raised in that rare miraculous household where you end up with the tools to 
actually negotiate these minefields -- lucky for you -- or by doing what Eric's done and what Serena 
still has to do: look that demon in the eye, and say you love it. Lucky for everybody. And the end of 
this particular journey is college, where you have sex constantly with everyone around you, until you 


are Exhausted. And then you are Old, and that's why grownups drink so much. Also why they play 
golf.) 


SS IIe [2) Ao) = 


"There's nothing to tell," Asher says, but Eric raises his voice: "Gossip Girl was right. Asher was kissing 
someone this morning. Me." There are murmurs among the madras. "He's totally lying," says Asher. 
"Tell him, Jenny. | was with you all morning." Jenny looks over at Penelope, who's been the guardian of 
Jenny's lost virginity since it happened, and she nods: "Yeah. Asher's right." And who's saddest for 
her? Blair Waldorf, who still loves her mother, who did this until it nearly killed all three of them. "I 
was with him. Eric's lying." Eric again is amazed by Jenny's ability to tell lies that don't even make 
sense, and shakes his head: "Why would | stand here in front of everyone we know, and tell them, if it 
wasn't true?" 


Seeing that reality has no greater hold on the Humphreys than ever, he turns to Asher: "I'm gay. And 
so are you." Asher screams, again with that nervous tickle in the throat: "Get this faggot out of here!" 
Blair jumps back, stricken at the word. (She's thought it; she'd never say it out loud, but it's one of the 
ways she got back at her father. She's ashamed of that.) But what it does right here is seal the deal: 
Not to Eric, and not in front of Blair. Ever. 


"Go ahead and do it," Eric says, finished with the whole mess, and Blair sends the entirety of Asher's 
texts and emails to Gossip Girl. "What did you just do?" She smiles, and gives Jenny one of a series of 
looks that tells her she's been served worse than she's ever been served before. "You'll see,” she 
smiles, and hands him the phone, and makes her way back out of the crowd. 


Lily sips her tea at home, freaking out over what she did at dinner. "What kind of mother does not 
know that her son is gay?" (Zero. Zero kinds. Come on.) Rufus admits that the people you know best 
are generally the ones that surprise you most (and if you're a Humphrey, no doubt that is true), and 
she complains: "The things that | said, the way | acted..." Not only was it, in her words, not her finest 
maternal moment, but -- with Rufus, who knows the whole story, who was the only person he told 
about the scary stuff -- the real question is: can Eric weather this? Did she do it again? Will he try 
again? Did she just kill her son? It feels like it. Tonight, it feels like it. 


"| know how much you love him, so does he. You just need to remind him of that." And if that's not 
enough? "Most of the time, it's all we've got." She asks what he's going to do, about his blonde child 
who is also dating Asher Hornsby, and he sighs. "I'm gonna wait for my daughter to come to me, and 
then I'm gonna ground her until she's 25." They laugh, and Lily jokes ruefully, and honestly, about 
what a team they make. "Always did," he says, and she's had such a night it's no wonder that nearly 
breaks her. She doesn't speak, lets the phone drop away from her mouth, and he realizes he's pushed 
it too far again; he needs to put the walls back in place or else he won't even have that much of her. 
",..Good luck, Lil. With everything. I'm sure you'll make a beautiful bride." He only ever had her when 
he was a fever; now they drink wine and their tea goes cold. "... Thank you," she says sadly, and 
honestly. "Good night, Rufus." But even after they hang up, the conversation's not really over. 


== IEG (s) Ag) 


"Weekend update: A same-sex kiss hasn't caused this much controversy since Britney and Madonna. 
Looks like Little J didn't spread her legs after all, she spread lies instead. Asher is gay, and | have the 
correspondence to prove it.” Blair leads the Bitches out of the party as the blast hits everybody's 
phones at once. 


"Looks like someone needs a semester in France," she says, and the only person who knows what she 
means -- both ways -- is Blair. It's a joke, two jokes, just for herself and for us, and it draws a line 
under this victory. She puts the c/efin the roman of this one, a story she told herself, and deftly turns 
it, smiling. And if she felt any guilt about Roman's ankle, that's gone now too, because she saved Eric, 
and because the world has one less lie in it, and one girl left crying and confused. Even if that girl is 
Little Jenny Humphrey, it was worth it. 


"Get your things, girls. We're leaving." Penelope scowls at Jenny, who begs them to stay. "Guys, we can 
still have fun. Don't leave." Hazel looks at her like she's an idiot: "Kind of hard to party after the gay 
bomb drops." Penelope turns her gaze back on Little J. "I'm gonna do something out of character, and 
give you the benefit of the doubt. Tell us Gossip Girl is wrong." Hazel wants to know, too. "I... May 
have exaggerated a little bit." Penelope is beyond disgusted, which is her fault for getting involved in 
other people's sex, and also for getting involved with disgusting Jenny in the first place, but her 
Rulebook is hilarious: "Dating a gay guy is an honest mistake, but lying to your girlfriends about sex 
is unforgivable." Isabel shudders at the memory of nearly asking Jenny to dress like twinsies tonight, 
and even Nelly Yuki is grossed out: "You're branded now, with the L word.” Elise clarifies, because 
what would we do without creepy little Elise: "Liar." 


As one, they turn to Queen B, and Hazel asks what they're doing instead. "'We' are doing nothing. l, 
however, am going home." They shuffle around for a second, at a loss, like bumper boats. "Tomorrow. 
Dinner at the Waverly, and then to 151 for drinks." That lightning-fast Cylon vote thing they do where 
everybody looks at everybody else, and then they agree. "I'll have Dorota Blackberry everyone an 
itinerary," says Blair, and zaps another You Got Served Jenny's way before leaving. But Jenny, man. 


She's just dying inside. 


| wish they'd cued "Sour Cherry" again, from when Jenny brought Nate to Butter right here, actually: 
"Shout when you wanna get off the ride... Now I'm only sour cherry on the fruitstand ... / We could be 
movers, we could be shakers... G-g-g-go home, go home, it's over..." But GG gets it done: "Don't look 
so sad, Little J, the sun'll come out tomorrow... Even though your boyfriend did today." 


== ICIS Bi == 


Eric dashes into the suite at the Palace, thinking about how that could have gone slightly better, and 
how that's not true, it's been awful, and now he has had and lost his first boyfriend, and he won't be 
able to look in the mirror for awhile and say, "Somebody loves me," because he has gone from the 
group of people that have boyfriends to the people that don't anymore, but at least now he knows the 
truth about Asher, and actually and in fact, everybody does, about everything, every single thing, 


including things he stood in front of the world and said, out loud, when he couldn't even tell his 
mother, and tomorrow there's school, which is going to be weird, but he can deal with it, and I'm 
imagine he's wondering most of all what time it is in Monte Carlo right now, so he doesn't even notice 
his mother, still sitting in the middle of the sofa with her teacup, where she's been for hours, sitting, 
until she speaks. Babbles, actually. 


"Hey! ...Um, | made... Uh, some tea, but ... um ... Look, my reaction earlier..." He tells her it's okay, but 
first of all no it fucking wasn't, and secondly, she shouldn't believe him this time anyway. "No, it's not 
okay. You just caught me off guard. | guess |... | just wasn't ready." He admits he wasn't, quite, either, 
so he gets it: "It's okay if you need time.” She looks at him a bit: this amazing kid. "Well. Since you're 
being so honest, I'm gonna, um, try as well ... okay?" He watches her as she leans back, and tears well 
in her eyes, and she whispers: "I'm scared.” He nods and her voice gets stronger: "And life is tough 
enough as it is, you know? | want... the best for you. And um... I'm worried for your safety? ...And your 
happiness." He sits down, explaining one more time the thing that nobody else on this entire show 
has figured out: "Il have a better chance of being happy if I'm honest." 


She knows that, she does. And she wants him to know what love is, whoever it's with. Because love is 
awesome, as she should know -- Eric points out -- because she's getting married in May. "Fourth 
time's the charm?" She laughs quietly, and holds him for a long time. She is terrified. 


"Ah yes, the truth always comes out. It's one of the fundamental rules of time. And when it comes out, 
it can set you free... Or end everything you fought so hard for." 


Blair sits on the chaise in her front room, reading Gossip Girl (“/'s Dream Night Ends In Disaster"), 
when the elevator dings. She prepares a smile and arranges herself perfectly, to meet her guest. It's 
Jenny. 


== [FEC Ae} == 


"My, my. If it isn't Little J, risen from the ashes." Jenny speaks like she's broken; like she finally broke: 
"| came to tell you in person. You win." Blair chuckles kindly, her eyes sparkle: "Oh, sweetie. We just 
started to play!" Jenny shakes her head with a jerk. "No, you don't understand. I'm done. With you, 
with them, with all of it." Just like that? Except it hasn't been just like that, no matter how much Blair's 
caught of the story, not by a long shot: "I lied, and | stole, and | lost the respect of my family. For 
what?" Blair swallows -- those are big -- but doesn't look away. "So | can be like you? You asked me 
before if it was all worth it? My answer is, it's not." 


She turns to leave, walking slow, hunched, and Blair calls out to her: "-- | tried to warn you..." Jenny 
turns to her and she smiles softly: "There's a price to pay. | always knew a girl like you couldn't afford 
it." Jenny agrees, no pride left even for that one, and Blair realizes how far Jenny's really fallen. "Well, 
you put up a good fight... For a freshman." There's respect in her eyes, and respect in Jenny's when 
she thanks her. The game's over. "...1 hope you don't expect a hug,” Blair says, after Jenny takes too 
long gearing her tired sad self up to leave, and Jenny's eyes are totally dead: "I don't expect anything 
anymore." She walks away, and Blair sits in the middle of her house, and the smile fades and she goes 


deep, almost crying, mourning for what Jenny's lost. 


Outside the coffeeshop Dan grills Serena about Sarah: "So. She's great, right? What do you think?" 
Serena is completely honest when she says she doesn't really like her. Dan says that she had doubts 
about Vanessa too, but now they're friends -- and the awesome part is how he doesn't move his 
hands, but somehow puts air-quotes around "friends" just in the tilt of his head and his mouth. "This 
is different,” she says, and he jumps on it, calling her jealous. "There's no reason to be. She actually 
wanted us to patch things up!" Georgina must not have the information! Serena's like, "You fucking 
told her about our problems?" Which she directly caused? "Yes. Because she wanted to listen to them," 
unlike some people, "And she had good advice, too." Serena shakes her head, caresses his face. Not 
jealousy. Fear. "Look at me. | love you, okay? You just have to take my word for it. Do not trust her." 


Which would be something else if Serena hadn't just met her -- while Dan's been friends with her for 
two weeks, mind -- and if Serena hadn't been hanging with Chuck all the time, and partying, and 
lying, and disappearing on him (or "avoiding" him, if you're the center of the universe, which he is), 
but still feels she's the authority on trust. It's confusing, especially if you're Dan, who never met a 
factual statement or opinion coming out of Serena's mouth that didn't rankle his ass and start his 
bitch machine running. Vanessa and Sarah approach, and Dan points out that the three of them live 
there in Brooklyn, so maybe it would be better if Serena grabbed her cab home from here. 


== [GR ZO) == 


"Dan, don't. | want to talk." And this part, | don't blame him for: "Then talk!" She stares at him, says 
nothing, ashamed and afraid, backing down from it. Vanessa, feeling the usual tension, starts to go, 
and Dan tells her to wait, and goes to catch up. Seeing her chance, Georgina pretends to run back into 
the locked coffeeshop to grab something, but instead hovers on the stoop, clearly visible, and waits 
for Dan and Vanessa to start off down the street. The way this looks is totally scary and crazy, like 
earlier when Serena tried to put the thing in the book. 


"Well," Georgina says, strolling back toward her: "I had fun. How about you?" Serena is mystified by the 
crazy, but Georgina's about to explain it to her. She won't hear it, but it's there. "What do you want 
from me?" Serena says, and Georgina goes, "I want things to go back to how they were before that 
night, before things got so screwed up." 


| mean, | tend to take Georgina at face value because this show is realistic about how people are, and 
realistic about how they act when they're putting on an act, but there it is: / want things to go back to 
how they were before that night. | want things to go back to before things/I got so screwed 

up. Something broke that night. She left a piece of herself there on the other side, and she knows 
Serena can help her find it again, because Serena lights the darkness up. She needs Serena, because 
she's the missing good part, just like Georgina's the missing bad part. They're both incomplete, but 
only Serena can solve this equation for them both. "We were such good friends, and now we can be 
again!" But you only ever had her when you were a fever. 


"Why would | want to be friends with somebody who blackmails me? Who outs my little brother at the 


dinner table?" Georgina admits that was an honest mistake: "| would never hurt him." That's how far 
down it goes, she's asking: Can you believe that there are things | won't do? Will you tell me that there 
are lines | won't cross? Will you tell me I'm capable of getting better, of knitting myself back together? 


No. 
"No. | don't believe you. | don't believe you about Eric, about anything." 


Okay, then. It's like a switch that flips: okay, fine. There are lines I'll cross. Fucking watch me. Maybe 
you we're right all along, and the feeling | have, that I'm unfixable, maybe that's right too. But you're 
my last shot, and no matter how | try to get you under control, to get you to burn with me, you just 
make it hurt more. So you want to be good and you want to be right? I'll show you how fucking right 
you are. 


ES IIo [2) 310) = 


"Maybe you're right. Maybe | did it on purpose." She laughs, fakely, like a little girl trying to convince 
you she's a witch. "Because | can. Because | know things about you, about your family, about your 
boyfriend..." She leans in close, letting the fever burn: "...And | know them before you do." It feels 
good. "Oh, look! Cab." She hails the taxi for Serena, and looks at her through hooded eyes, on fire: 
"You get home safe." 


And Serena stares, afraid and trapped, as Sarah runs off back toward her new best friends. 
"Another way the truth comes out? When you don't even mean it to." 


Rufus notes Dan's Scrabble words: angry, change (possibly chains or even chained), trust, and girl. 
Oh, Dan. "Something you wanna talk about?" Not really: "Who'da thought Scrabble could be so 
therapeutic? That last one was a triple word score..." The loft door opens, and the boys look up. 


",..Or when, without saying a word, it's still loud and clear." 


Jenny takes five steps toward her bedroom, still wearing her dress, beautiful hair still holding up really 
well, and then turns, looking at the floor. "Dad? ... Do you think it'd be okay if | joined you?" He looks 
at her a while, and smiles. "You know there's always room for you here." Cutting the tension, Dan says 
Rufus could use her help. She sits down beside Rufus, and leans her forehead against his shoulder. 
She starts to cry, pushing against him until he puts his arm around her, curling into him, sobbing 
hard: "Dad, I'm sorry. I'm sorry about everything." 


"But the worst thing the truth can do? Is when you finally tell it, it doesn't set you free... but locks you 
away forever." 


S wanders into the Waldorf house, looking busted. B comes out in her totally glamorous negligee, 
trying to focus. Serena's voice breaks: "Blair?" Blair's like, "It's late, what the fuck?" But once she sees 
Serena's face, she jumps into hyperBlair mode, touching her, begging her to talk. "Oh my God, what 
happened? What's wrong? Talk to me." She says she can't, she's not as strong as Eric, and Blair 
repeats: of course she can. "No. No B, this is the one thing | can't tell you. | can't tell anyone.” But Blair 


is hardly "anyone," especially when it's Serena: "I'm me. You can tell me anything." Nope, still can't. 


Serena sits on the staircase and shivers. "Because then that'd make you a part of it, and you can't be a 
part of this." Which is true, on all cylinders: this fever, that's what Blair saves you from. She'll never be 
a part of this. We thought she was evil, fucked up, a mean girl, when we met her. She's none of those. 
She's a girl who lives by rules, and requires that everybody else live by them too. But she's no part of 
this: this is about places where there are no rules, and those places Blair barely knows about. 


== (EGS) Si] == 


"What are you talking about? You're starting to scare me. Hey, hey, hey. We're sisters. You're my 
family, what is you, is me. There's nothing that you could ever say to make me let go." 


Serena shakes, so she takes her hand, and forces her gaze: "I love you." Serena looks away, and Blair 
gets even more nervous: "What js it?" How bad does it get, in the dark places? And just before the 
music goes crazy and the fever returns, and the camera away from the two of them every fourth beat, 
back and up the staircase, before everybody watching goes: "The fuck!?" and starts screaming, Serena 
says: "I killed someone." 


1.17 I’m Not Gonna Teach Your Boyfriend How To Dance With You 


SIH [SI] == 


Spotted: Lisa Loeb, looking exactly the same as she always has, singing the song she's always sung, 
and playing host to Rufus and Lily's reconciliation and boot-knocking. That part was awesome, 
because of course their sad, Laura-Ashley-lunchbox-purse love could only be reignited at a “Where 
Are They Now?” party for lame '90s bands. It also goes well with the storyline, which is straight out 
of Boy Meets World. 


The good? Seeing an entire storyline based on the fact that Dan is sometimes a judgmental prick, 
which does more to rejuvenate his character into awesomeness than anything else could. Also: seeing 
Nate, Blair and Chuck team up to save Serena after she goes on a bender. Apparently after she 
dropped the murder bomb on Blair last night, she stumbled out into the street and engaged in bad 
behavior like getting hung over and losing her phone. Chilling! Lock up your daughters! In case they 
lose their phones! 


The bad? The murder was less of a murder and more of the Serena van der Woodsen consequence- 
free spin. The guy in the sex tape, which is not even of a threesome, did a line of his own coke 
preparatory to boning Serena, and keeled over dead. While it's understandable that she'd be this 
freaked out and drama about it (sixteen-year-olds seem to really overreact when people drop dead in 
front of them, not to mention the fact that this story would have played out a lot longer before the 
Strike), but from a narrative standpoint, it's kind of anticlimactic. Big reveal: Serena dutifully called 
911 and then waited outside to watch the paramedics wheeling his dead ass off! Somebody page the 
Parents Television Council! We are out of control! 


So Lily -- after a Ro/ling Stone interviewer mostly nonsensically moves the Rufus plot along -- sees 


the non-sex of the non-sex tape, freaks out on Serena for about five seconds at the rehearsal dinner, 
and then Blair talks her down. She takes time out of her day to drive Serena to the guy's house so that 
his parents can tell her she didn't do anything wrong, and the whole problem is solved. So Lily's 
confrontation of Serena about the non-murder, and Serena's absolution of the non-murder -- 
arguably the point of the entire show right now -- both take place off-stage. OMFG! Scandalicious! 


After Serena lies to Dan that she cheated on him during her bender -- Which she did not! I'm so 
scandalized! -- Vanessa and Dan learn that Sarah is really Georgina, but don't seem very interested in 
that info, even when Chuck and Blair show up to murder her. (That part was pretty awesome.) Then 
Dan and Georgina go off and fuck while everybody peacefully stands around staring at each other and 
refusing to give a damn about anything, wearing chic outfits. It's basically like, imagine The Hills, but 
with even more staring and chewing and ennui. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

Okay, so obviously the worst episode of this show -- which this is —- is still better than anything else 
that was ever on television -- which it also is -— but the whole thing's very interesting. | don't know 
anything for a fact, but this job has taught me a little bit about television, so here's what I'm thinking. 
Basically every television season, from the monster-length ones like The O.C. to the itsy ones 

like Weeds, generally operate on a three-act structure. Blame Aristotle or whatever, but generally you 
have the first act, The Little Bad, which in this case was Blair, taking out her misery and loneliness on 
Serena. Then you have the second act, which resolves the Little Bad (Blair's fall from grace; Jenny's 
rise) and then the third act, presaged in the first act, coming to fruition: The Big Bad (Georgina). 


Every episode of this show starts with a very simple, whispered question: Why did Serena actually 
leave? | always wondered why, since we'd seem to have exhaustively covered that, and now we know: 
the third act. Usually, a pilot gets ordered to season with a thirteen-episode commitment: that's the 
first two acts, a complete story, with the back nine ordered later. But Gossip Girl, because of its total 
awesomeness (and the fact that the CW is no longer majoring in awesome), was given a 22-episode 
order sometime around like the first or second episode. 


And what should have happened is a normal 22-part, three-act structure like any show. But because 
of the Strike, it went on hiatus at exactly the same time it would have ended if it had been a thirteen- 
episode commitment: "Thin Line.” That' s a complete story: the reconciliation of Serena and Blair, and 
the fall of the House of Waldorf. And you'd still have nine episodes of the Big Bad to finish things out. 


Except that post-strike, the third act got cut by half. Ha/f. from nine to five. The whole season being 
broken a year or two ago, including the finale, there's no way around that. Something had to take the 
heat. There had to be an episode to serve as the Serena for the season, and cover the ass, and this is 
it. Next week, that was already set in stone: it's the finale, whose elements are implicit in the 
preceding 17 chapters; last week, the best episode of the series to date, worked perfectly. This is 
where the crunch happens because this is where it has to happen. And you know, in five days I've 
really turned around on it. | was disappointed by the blur of movement that it represented, but 
looking at it as an episode unto itself, it's not bad. All the stuff is there, just moving super fast. 


== [PAGS 2 == 


The analogy -- if you were, for example, Serena van der Woodsen -- would be going on a wonderful 
fun bender that never ends, and finally falling asleep, only to find upon waking that you've lost three 
days, and your mother's wedding is in the morning. That entails a lot of running around and getting 
the seating charts arranged and ordering the flowers, which is all this episode is: it gets everybody in 
place for the finale. Lily and Rufus over here, Nate and Vanessa in the corner, Chuck and Blair united 
in terror, Dan and Georgina and Serena facing off. Just as it should be. This is just how we get there. 


"In our modern age, when you can call someone and can't find them, you can pretty much be sure 
they'll get the message," laughs Gossip Girl, as Georgie makes... somewhere between five and ten 
calls to Serena's phone, growing increasingly creepy and threatening as only a teenage girl's 
voicemails can be: "I think we should hang out today. Friends hang out..." Gossip Girl points out that 
of course, if they don't call you back, that means you're in the modern age of getting your crazy ass 
avoided. Or else you're calling somebody who's already lost. 


Rufus is playing guitar in the kitchen when Dan enters; he asks him if "Track Me Down" should come 
before or after "Everytime" on the set list for his -- this is kind of sad -- Rolling Stone Top Ten 
Forgotten Bands of the '90s Show. Which somehow is going to be sponsored and shown on VH1 
Classic (my favorite channel of all time, because any time you turn it on it's going to be either the 
Gloria Estefan video with the cat people, or Walter Egan, and both of those are like birthday presents 
from God). Rufus is very excited, because his original RS was a high-seller, and bonus, there's a 
follow-up article plus the concert, with an amazing co-headliner | can't wait to tell you about. Plus, 
the obligatory "overpriced CD sold at corporate coffeehouses for Gen Xers without taste buds or 
taste," per Dan. Sigh. Not hating Starbucks is the new hating Starbucks, PS. 


Rufus makes a joke that's not really a joke, or anything more than a tragedy, about how VH1 "classic" 
he really is, and meets a blank and self-absorbed stare from his lovely son. "Uh-oh, no retort. Signs 
of a sleepless night. Disinterest in making your father feel old and irrelevant... That can only mean 
one thing. Girl trouble." As per usual. Dan explains that he and Serena have moved into a new phase 
of their relationship, where she lies all the time right to his face. The new part is, of course, that he's 
not forcing her to do it by making her feel ashamed about her entire life and soul. He protests that he 
has asked her the deal approximately ten thousand times, and Rufus asks if he actually meant it even 
one of those times. 


== PEGE 3} == 


"Most times, when people don't offer the truth, it's because they're afraid of what someone might 
think. And | don't know if you know this, but you can be a pretty judgmental guy." Which, just like 
with Jenny last week, drives me bats because it doesn't count if he's right, which he has been since 
this shit started. You're not paranoid if they're actually after you; you're not being a judgmental prick 
if your girlfriend really is a slut-spiraling murderess. Dan spends the entire time being a fucking saint, 
and getting crapped on anyway, which is so very Gossip Girl a way to address the issue of him being 


Dan all the time. 


Well, almost perfect: "So you're saying that | should learn to be someone else around her so she can 
be herself around me?" (Well, no. Actually what you need to do is give yourself, Serena, and everybody 
else on Earth the option of being themselves without your help, but that's a baby-steps way to get 
there, | guess. I'm not gonna teach your boyfriend how to dance with you. And | mean, not to retread, 
but Serena's actually, if possible, grosser than Dan for being up for it in the first place. Because if a 
boy like Dan is in love with you for many years and is more of a virgin than most virgins, let me tell 
you that she has the option of whipping his cute ass into model citizenship faster than you could 
knock Vanessa Abrams off her goddamn Vespa. She chooses to hang him around her neck like a 
Brooklyn albatross, and the reason she does this is because she killed somebody. So even though the 
price of being around Dan is being around Dan, for everybody, she's the only one who is actually 
looking to pay that price, as penance. And as a reminder of what normal actually is. And the fact that 
all of this shit is imaginary and exists only in Serena's head, well, she's seventeen and prone to drama, 
plus a dude dropped dead in front of her big old pretty face.) "Couldn't have said it better myself,” 
says Rufus, and | mean: he couldn't. Dan thanks his father politely and goes off to find Serena and get 
straight with her, and Rufus says he's looking forward to seeing both of them at the sad ass concert 
of shame. 


Vanessa's just climbing onto her goddamn Vespa outside the coffeeshop when Nate, for about the 
eleventh time, appears out of nowhere like a sexy tiny vampire. Vanessa explains that his stalking info 
is still correct, but she's traded shifts to go be Rufus's roadie for the day. She asks Nate when he's 
going to ask her out on a real live normal no-Chasez-included date-date, and instead of immediately 
asking her out, Nate gets a call from B urgently freaking out about secret emergencies. He focuses 
back on Vanessa and asks what she's up to later: "Uh, me, Lincoln Hawk, a dirty van and a lot of 
cables?" Throw in some viral encephalitis and I'm so in. They agree that their date-date is the sad ass 
concert of shame, 7:30, she'll text the address. Which is in Queens, which we know Nate can locate, 
as least as long as there's sexy Hobbits involved. 


-- Page 4 -- 


The wedding planner, who is not my lovely Claudette, is running through the schedule with Lily and 
Bart, and reminds her about her Ro/ling Stone interview in an hour. Dan appears and Bart calls him 
"Daniel," which is awesome; Dan calls Lily "Ms. van der Woodsen," and she tells him not too much 
longer, with a canary feather sticking out of her mouth. Dan, as usual, is looking for Serena; wedding 
planner dude is not having it, giving the full powertwink: "Uh, ticktock, ticktock, ticktock, ticktock, 
ticktock." Nobody's seen her; Dan notes her bed hasn't been slept in, because the Bass suite is like 
Hogwarts and suddenly the upstairs is downstairs and the foyer is in the bathroom. 


Chuck sleazes into the room all, "| knew housekeeping was hiring, but | had no idea their standards 
were so low." Which is weak sauce for Chuck Bass, but he's kind of softening on the Dan issue, | 
guess. "I hate that | have to ask you this, but have you seen Serena?" Chuck makes the obligatory "I've 
seen /ots of Serena” smarm-by, before receiving an urgent call from B about mysterious things. "Are 


you drunk dialing again?" Chuck jokes -- or does he? How funny would it be if he wasn't kidding? -- 
and tells B that Serena never came home. "I thought she was with you," he says, and slams his 
bedroom door in Dan's face, the better to continue discussing his girlfriend where he can't hear. 


Nate gets on the elevator Chez Waldorf, and just as the doors are closing Chuck jumps onboard. It's 
awkward, but it gets more awkward when they reach the residence and find it empty. "Maybe this is 
Blair's idea of a perverse double date,” says Chuck, which | still maintain is the fastest means to an 
end. Dorota tells them to wait, and Chuck makes himself comfy. Nate stares around because he's 
never comfy, ever. 


"You're not calling me back, and you're not picking up. | thought you understood me, but maybe | 
should make myself a little more clear and come to you.” Needless to say, that's Georgina talking, 
getting the crazy eyes even behind her shades. "We can talk about it over coffee. | brought it just the 
way you like it... dark but sweet." | think Georgina sometimes just says things to sound creepy, like 
Chuck does. | mean, if you really try to parse that, it's not even that creepy, | mean, it's how Jordan 
Catalano took his coffee too, a boy who makes Nate Archibald look positively devilish and debonair. 
She rounds the corner and into the Palace courtyard, where Dan, of course, is standing looking bereft 
and wandery. She turns around without breaking the beat, all, "Aw fuck," but he spots her and her 
Olsen Twins chic and giant alien sunglasses immediately. 


== [PEGs 5) == 


Georgina greets him with the fakest-sounding laugh so far, and shifts right into Sarah mode. He's 
like, "I'm totally suspicious and weird! What are you doing here?" Seeing a friend visiting from 
Portland, of course. You can tell Dan's off his game by the fact that he approves this story without 
even demanding this "friend's" social security number and DOB. He gets very sweet and sad: "Oh, | 
just... | came looking for Serena, but she, uh, apparently didn't come home last night, so I'm just... | 
don't know. I'm trying to figure out what to think. She's been... Well, let's just say she's not been 
herself lately. So I... | don't know, | don't know, | don't know what to do exactly." Aww. Georgie, acting 
kind of sad and crazy herself, suggests that he call her, like she's been doing, only when Serena sees 
Dan's name, she'll "immediately pick up" and tell you all about it. Jealousy doesn't go too well with 
crazypants either, sister. 


His phone of course rings, from S, and he answers very happily: "Hey, I've been looking all over for 
you!" But it's not S, it's Drew. Drew Who? "The bartender at 1OAK. Some girl left this phone here last 
night, it's been ringing off the hook all morning. You were the first number on the speed dial..." (Note: 
never call the first number, always call the parent or home listing. You are trying to solve a problem, 
not create more.) "Tall, blonde, left here around two with three guys. Skipped out on her tab, which 
was pretty substan..." Dan hangs up and feels horrible some more and can't even summon up the 
strength to complain about this latest screwy development. "Spotted: Lonelyboy on the Upper East 
Side, learning the lesson that nothing stays missing for long..." 


Blair finally arrives back home. "...Things always turn up. For better..." Nate asks if she's dicking them 


around or finally trying for that threesome they obviously need to get out of the way, and Blair's like, 
"No, this is for real." She motions toward the elevator, where Serena is busy looking busted. She's got 
like her shoes in a pile, those black-eyed demon eyes happening, hair all a mess. | mean, it's Serena: 
still hot. But for Serena, she looks fucking tin roof rusted. 


",..Or for worse." Nate almost starts crying/gnawing on his fist, but eventually pulls it together, and 
they drag her upstairs, Blair shouting out orders all over the place. After the commercial, they've made 
it as far as the bedroom upstairs, where Serena is mostly interested in sleeping some more, on the 
floor or propped up against something, and Blair's trying to get her in the shower. This is some 
freshman behavior. | thought all these people were totally jaded? Just leave her in the living room until 
she pukes a bunch of times and then send her home in a cab. Girlfriend needs some TLC. Blair buzzes 
around like an entire hive of bees and sends Dorota running for everything she can think of; Chuck 
produces bagels. Blair starts to undress Serena in the bathroom, and Chuck calmly watches his sister 
getting naked until Nate finally shuts the door. 


== EGE (9 == 


"Just like old times," Chuck says, and Nate asks if he's enjoying it. To the porcelain musical tune of 
Serena ralphing, Chuck shrugs. "Call me sentimental?" Blair comes out, pretty unimpressed with the 
goings-on, and says they might not need the bagels after all. Nate, still worried, is like a dog with a 
bone: "What's going on with her?" Blair explains that Serena came over and said some WTF stuff, "But 
was too freaked out to find the words to explain it. | went upstairs to find my mom's Valium to calm 
her down, but when | got back, she was gone. It took me all night to find her." This last with a 
tenderness and a worry that always gets to me. Chuck asks what the big thing was, but Blair's not 
feeling that right now: "We're here to help Serena, no matter what the problem is.” 


There's a bro reading the Post against the dirty van -- BEAUTY BAGS BASS -- which pisses Rufus off, 
and he sends the dude away. Vanessa helps him load in as he complains about the Post, which leads 
Vanessa to ask why he's a subscriber. He changes the subject to Dan's very awful-to-watch 
depression, and V explains that the situation with Serena has been a bit bumpy of late. The kind of 
bumpy where you can't even talk about it except through the language of Scrabble. "I think the most 
recent bump is our friend Sarah. Serena's a little jealous, but Sarah's cool, so as soon as Serena gets 
to know her, everything will be fine." (Because of course, Vanessa, if Serena doesn't like you, it's 
because Serena's the one with the problem.) A huge poster of Rufus looking megafine ten years ago 
comes scrolling down the side of the building, and Vanessa and Rufus admire it. 


"Tell me where you took this photograph," the RS guy says, "What undoubtedly could be called the 
band's most well-known image?" Lily wouldn't go that far, but he sure would: "It's positively iconic." 
And it really is. There's a very neato A/most Famous vibe about the photo, which is black-and-white 
and shows Rufus being very rock star at the mic. "Were you and Rufus Humphrey already involved 
when you took it?” Lily almost chokes on her tea or whatever, and the reporter clarifies: "Rufus 
Humphrey, lead singer of Lincoln Hawk? Or... Was this before or after...?" She puts him off, saying she 
wants to talk about her work, and he assures her that he is, because he doesn't know that when you 


grow up your heart dies and you stop taking photographs and start marrying everybody you meet. 
"Why'd you give up photography? Was it too hard to continue shooting after you had broken his 
heart?" There's a knock on the door; Lily's Louboutins don't even touch the floor as she hastens to 
answer it. 


== MAGS = 


Dan stammers, as is his wont. "Oh. You know, | see I'm interrupting, so I'll..." Lily admits that she's 
never been happier to see him, but the cuteness escapes him because he's just so very focused on not 
looking for his girlfriend in any way, and instead just randomly wandering the hotel that he has 
established she is nowhere in. Lily, seeing he's stuck in a perseveration loop, asks if he's tried calling. 
"Pretty sure she lost her phone.” Lily mentions that Charles said he was going to Blair's to pick her up. 
"Ah, yes. ‘Charles.’ Charles, of course. Thank you so much." He takes off for B's, and Lily tells the 
reporter to bounce: "I'm simply going to have to ask you to leave, because | have a wedding to attend: 
My own." 


RS is not put off so easily, because like any good journalist tasked with finding out the truth about 
people nobody knows or cares about, he's just got to get to the bottom of this boring story, because 
that's what the script for this episode says he's going to do. "Do you think you were able to take such 
incredible photos of Rufus Humphrey because of how much you were in love with him?" Lily clarifies 
-- and watch this be a pull quote -- that she wasn't even that much in love with Rufus to begin with. 
Ha! The reporter takes off and Lily thinks about how that was a total lie, because what actually just 
happened is that the reporter was the hand of God moving Lily three illegal steps across the 
checkerboard toward the end of the episode, because we don't have time for anything to actually 
make sense. 


Blair's still Zooming around the place like a madwoman and barely spares Dan a glance as he enters 
her place. She sends Dorota up with some towels as Nate comes downstairs, asking what's taking so 
long. "Huh. Guess | missed a chapter..." says Dan, and his jaw drops further as Chuck enters the 
parlor with a platter of bagels. "Or... Four. Don't, ah, don't all of you hate each other?" Blair says "Yes," 
Chuck says, "No," but Nate musters up a weak "Absolutely." Dan says that whole dynamic is 
fascinating -- and really, it is -- but he really only cares about finding Serena. Which, if Serena 
weren't so fixated on his opinion of her, would be the perfect time for all four of them to unite for 
love of Serena, but I'll be satisfied with three. They lock ranks, and Chuck tells Dan she's already 
gone. "She just left. You must've crossed paths,” says Blair, and Dan continues to protest and call 
them liars some more. 


"Fine," Blair says, her very real concern and lack of desire to do this apparent, but mixing into a 
different, fake concern: "I didn't want to have to tell you this, but... she doesn't want to see you." 
Dan's not really buying it, but he is just so sad! It's killing me! Blair says she's being for real, and they 
all look at him and feel bad. Especially Nate, who kind of loves Dan and still doesn't know what the 
hell is going on. (Chuck, less so on both counts.) He heads for the stairs, and they actually line up in 
front of him as he shouts her name. "She's telling the truth,” says Nate, and Dan makes a preliminary 


Red Rover rev-up: "Are you really gonna stop me from seeing my girlfriend?" They tell him to chill out 
as he gets very excited, and of course that's the moment that Serena comes floating out onto the 
landing. 


== EGS c= 


"S2" says Blair, and Serena comes down, assuring them it's all right. She leads Dan a few steps away. 
He is very angry, and very hurt by all of this. Nearly crying, he just stares at her: "What's happening?” 
Man, | have never felt worse for the kid. She won't meet his eyes. "Something is going on, and | just 
want to be let in on what it is." She tries to tell him it's hard to explain, but he makes it “easy” for her: 
"| know you're keeping something from me, and I'm sick of being the only one you don't talk to about 
it." She swears she's not talking to anybody about it -- in fact, she's gone out of her way not to -- but 
Dan's too freaked out. "Then what are they doing here, while... While | get a call from a bartender who 
says you left a bar at two in morning with a bunch of guys?" She looks down but he's on a roll. "What 
guys, Serena? Who... Who were they?" She answers, truthfully, that she has no idea. Which doesn't 
sound great, granted, but he's leapfrogging here anyway. 


"Did something happen last night?" She begs him not to go on, and do the whole nine, and tell 
himself the whole story, because whatever it is -- and she knows what he's thinking -- it's better than 
the actual drama. But he's not stopping. "Is that... Is that what you're so afraid to tell me? That you 
cheated on me? Did you cheat on me last night? All | need is a yes or a no, did you sleep with 
someone else?" She nods, without looking at him. "Yes. Yeah." Blair, Nate and even Chuck continue to 
feel horrible. Dan tells her twice that he's done, and gets on the elevator; Serena is so very sad. Didn't 
take him too long to get there at all, no, but he is fairly heartbreaking this whole episode. 


Sarah calls as the doors close. "Hey! Did you find Serena?" He takes his time admitting that he did, but 
admits he wishes he hadn't. "That doesn't sound so good. I'm just in the park. Wanna meet me? Maybe 
talk about it. I'm a pretty good listener. ...Dan?" Of course, that's just what he needs. 


Lily charges out of the Palace with Bart and the planner barely keeping up: "Well, | wanted 
cymbidiums, not hyacinth. And why did we choose fish? It's unseasonably warm. You know, | knew we 
should've gone with the Limoges instead of the Lenox..." (Always go with Limoges.) Bart's like, 
"Everything was cool and now you're finding fault with everything, like, are your feet cold in those 
strappy sandals, or...?" Lily assures him nothing is wrong, but she's already had "three perfect 
weddings," and wants this one to be "more perfect than perfect." Her phone rings —- it's Blair's house. 


== Pee) C) = 


"Finally! So why are you still at Blair's? You're supposed to be here." But it's Dorota. (This whole 
episode is phone calls from Serena that aren't actually from Serena, because Serena's lost, which is 
how the season started.) "Ms. van der Woodsen, it is Dorota. Miss Waldorf's..." Lily's impatient, knows 
damn well who Dorota is, but this isn't a great time. She's got a wedding to destroy! "Oh, the wedding, 
| know. Miss Serena is here. | know it's not my place, but... Miss Serena is... Like the old days." Lily's 
not quite sure she wants this call: "What are you trying to say?" Dorota, who is very worried and very 


awesome as uSual, hesitates: "I think you should worry about your daughter. Worry like before she 
went away.” Lily thanks her and hangs up and wonders if she's killing another kid. Bart offers to come 
with, but she airkisses him and heads off, to do something she's done too many times before. Lily 
heads back inside and searches S's room, finds the USB drive in her stuff pretty quickly, and reads 
Georgina's note. Lily moves her lips when she reads. | don't know why that's adorable except she's 
Lily. 


",..| can't believe | just did that," Serena shivers, hangover like a freight train, and Nate asks what she 
was thinking. "| mean, did you cheat on Dan?" No, she actually remembers last night for once. "Then 
why would you say that to him?" asks Blair, but the answer's obvious: the devil you know. "Because | 
would rather Dan think | cheated on him than know what | really did." Which was what? Still not 
interested in telling that one. "Dan puts me on a pedestal. If he knew the truth, he would never look at 
me again." Even Chuck's freaked at this point; Nate uses his most soothing tones. "We've seen you 
with vomit in your hair, making out with investment bankers in the men's room at PJ Clarke's. You 
don't have to hide anything from us,” says Blair, more sweetly than you might think from the words on 
the page. "None of us are saints,” says Nate. (Aww, Nate kind of is.) Blair reminds her that she fucked 
Chuck in the back of a limo -- "several times," Chuck mentions -- and not to be outdone, Nate 
reminds her about when they fucked last year at the Shepherd wedding -- "once," he says, and the 
three of them look hilariously at each other for a sec. Chuck breaks it down fabulously as usual: 

"I'm Chuck Bass." 


Blair reiterates that they don't judge, and Serena starts to cry. "We're the non-judging Breakfast Club. 
We're your best friends. Anything you do is something we did, too." Serena promises to tell, if it never 
leaves the room. She is so full of drama today | can't even handle it. "You all know Georgina Sparks," 
she begins, and Blair shoots a glance at Chuck: "Some of us better than others... It's not like you 
didn't lose your virginity to her in seventh grade." He corrects her: "Sixth, actually, and I've been 
avoiding her ever since. The bitch is a psycho." Serena explains that something went down the night 
of the Shepherd wedding, and Blair cuts in: "I think we're all aware of what happened that night." Heh. 
"No, something else, something I've tried to escape, but Georgina won't let me. And now she's 
blackmailing me." The boys are aghast. "It started when Blair thought you and | had too much to 
drink. She told us to go outside, get some air, sober up." 


== (EGS) {9 == 


Serena danced across the bar. "Oh, if the happy couple didn't want to put up the cash for the premium 
bar, they should've made their wedding BYOB..." We flash back to a few seconds of the excellent 
OMFG with Nate, and Blair cuts that short with a quickness. "Go ahead," Chuck grins. "I'll fill her in 
later." Ew, because he was watching. | totally forgot that part. "I left in a hurry. | felt so terrible, so 
guilty for what | had just done. | just... | had to get out of there." She climbed into a cab wearing 
Nate's shirt and headed to the Eastview Hotel. Nobody asks or seems to care how it is that Nate 
managed to leave shirtless, or how Serena managed to get out into the street without wearing pants. | 
guess she put her dress back on in the car. This just gets classier. 


"Georgina and | had plans to meet up after, so | headed straight to her. Little did | know she had a 
surprise waiting for me..." Lily watches Georgina setting up the camera on Serena's laptop: "She's 
gonna lose her mind. A genuine Serena van der Woodsen sex tape..." The guy (Pete) asks how G's 
going to pull this off, and we see the rest we've already heard; how G put the camera on a side table 
with their purses and stuff, and reminded Pete that Serena goes down for anything. They make out a 
little bit, and Serena enters. "I didn't know it at the time, but she was taping me. Lucky for me, | was... 
| was too stuck on what had just happened to be much fun for anyone." 


Serena sat on the bed, truly in a funk. "I can't believe | just did that. Blair's my best friend. What... 
What sort of person does that to her best friend?” Pete whines that this is therapy, not the party G 
promised him. (Which: has Pete met Serena before?) G tells him to bust out the coke, and they get 
down on it. Serena runs off to puke up some champagne, and G assures Pete that she gets frisky after 
hurling. Classy! (But realistic!) Lily fast-forwards to Serena resisting Pete's advances. The fever. "Why 
is it so hot in here?” Serena wriggles inside her shirt, and he helps her off with it, kissing her neck. 
She gives in, kisses him back, and starts to get into it. Lily slams the laptop closed; Serena stops 
telling the story. 


Blair tells her three times to keep going, as she cries, and she finally goes back to it. "No. You know, | 
can't. | can't. | can't do this, Pete. Okay? | can't. Um... Yeah, how about, um... how about we doa 
couple lines first, okay?" This whole sordid thing with G just leaving them to it like some kind of rapey 
madam ... The threesome would have been so much less creepy. That's amazing. Serena hands Pete 
the mirror and he does a line; he's euphoric for a moment and then gets the bends. She sobers up 
pretty damn quick as he goes into convulsions, and screams for Georgina. The camera falls to the 
floor and keeps taping, as she goes for her phone. Georgina comes in, wondering why she's 
screaming, but gets scared when she sees the phone in Serena's hands. 


= rag enna 


"What are you doing?” Calling 911, of course. "You can't! There's drugs everywhere, we could get in so 
much trouble. We can get arrested. We have to go.” S doesn't want to leave the still-flopping Pete, but 
G assures her they have to. "Get everything out that has you on it. Go." S finds Pete's phone instead, 
and calls 911 on it. "Hi, uh, we have an emergency. Uh, can you send someone right away to the 
Eastview Hotel? Room, uh, 1411, please. There's a guy. He's having seizures. | don't know what's 
wrong." Georgina pulls her from the room. "So Georgina told me we had to split up, then she said that 
people might be looking for us." S doubled back and waited across the street to make sure the 
paramedics took care of him, but instead got a steaming eyeful of Pete in a body bag. "I didn't know 
what to do. | just knew | had to leave right away. | took a train heading north, and | got a room and 
convinced my mom that boarding school was a good idea, and..." Never said good-bye. "It makes 
sense now," says Blair. Which | mean, sure. Fine. 


"But what does she even want from you?" asks Nate, in fixer mode as usual. "When she came back, | 
told her that | moved on from the lifestyle that she was still in, but she didn't like that. So somehow, 
she became friends with Dan and Vanessa, and... and called herself Sarah..." Blair wonders, as 


anybody would, why exactly Serena didn't blow her spot immediately, but Serena explains that the 
tape is still in play: “It's practically a snuff film." Chuck resolves to track Georgina down, but Serena -- 
still with the drama -- makes them all promise not to attack G, because her nonexistent relationship 
with Dan, which she just ruined, might get ruined. "Watch out, S. Just because you finally tell the truth 
doesn't mean there won't be consequences,” says Gossip Girl. Which is kind of the whole point, as Eric 
has tried to explain to Big Sis on more than one occasion, but we don't have time for consequences! 
We have time only for drama! "God, what have | done?" gasps Serena, completely without irony. 


Rehearsal dinner, where Bart's greeting a guest named Sylvia as Serena enters, looking lush, with 
Chuck and Blair, looking lusher. "Thanks for coming with me, B. I'm really not feeling up to being 
social." Say what you will about the teens of the UES, but | love how when it's time to go to the party, 
no matter what's going on, they will suck it up, dress to the nines, and take those stiff upper lips on 
tour. Lily excuses herself and aims directly at Serena (Chuck sweetly whispers, "Incoming..."), jerking 
her discreetly away for a little meeting. Serena shifts into high gear: "I'm sorry, Mom. And you look 
beautiful. | hope you don't mind | asked Blair to come tonight..." Lily's like, "And you were gone all 
night, and even Dan couldn't find you with his Serena GPS tracking system, and Dorota thinks you're 
on drugs, and you have gone completely crazy?" Serena assures her -- | think not-so-truthfully -- 
that she wasn't on anything last night except for liquor and crazy, but Lily's not buying. "I saw that 
little home movie that you and your friends made." Serena's horrified, but Lily says she turned it off at 
the kissing. "I can pretty much guess how it ends." Serena stammers that it was just a joke, and Lily 
gets terrified and makes mean thin lips. 


= Page 2a 


"You know what? You are out of control. | always knew you had a wild side, but... How can you look at 
yourself? What have you become? | thought we were past all of this, Serena. | thought you were doing 
so well. | have nothing left but to send you to reformatory school. What do you think about that?" 
Serena stares at her, and Lily stomps off to make nice with some more guests; Serena breathes. Blair 
comes up to ask what went down, and Serena wraps herself around her, sobbing. 


Queens, where Lisa Loeb -- whom we've always said was the rat-haired patron saint of Rufus and 
Lily's love -- is hanging with Rufus while Vanessa gets all the last-minute stuff together. Dan arrives 
with Sarah, and snots at Rufus about how the last time he played there were twenty people, and now 
it's all the way up to a hundred. Rufus introduces Sarah and Dan to Lisa Loeb; they have no idea who 
she is. | feel so old today. Lisa Loeb goes off to get ready to sing that one song, and Rufus asks about 
Serena. "I'll take good care of him, Mr. Humphrey. Promise!" sparkles Sarah. Dan exposits that Jenny's 
in Hudson, and made him promise to call her during "Something Like That" so she can hear Rufus 
mess up the bridge. Heh. Dan and Sarah head for the risers, and a girl calls out several times, 
"Georgina! Hey, Georgina!" Sarah gets scared, but keeps walking. "I've never seen her before in my 
life... Um, let's go get a drink." 


Blair strides right up to Lily, interrupting her conversation with some very realistic extras: "Don't send 
her away.” Lily reminds Blair that it's impolite to interrupt, but Blair has no time for human logic or 


etiquette. "| don't care who hears. Just don't send her away." Lily excuses herself and takes Blair aside 
to explain to her that it's none of her business what she does as a mother, and that "if anything," Blair 
is one of the reasons Serena's going nuts. Lily, fucking discover Gossip Girl already. That is so five 
months ago. 


"| say this with all due respect, Lily, but you have no idea what your daughter's been going through. 
She's in a lot of pain, and | don't think the pain's gonna go away if she goes away." Lily asks for 
clarification. "Serena has a secret, and she's been holding on to it for a long, long time. And now it's 
finally catching up with her. I'm out of my league here. | can't do any more than I've done, and it's not 
enough. She needs you.” God, the second Blair Waldorf admits she's in over her head, you just call the 
Coast Guard. That's the very next thing you do. "I saw the video. She doesn't need me. She needs 
boundaries.” Blair assures her that's not the whole story, and starts to fill in the blanks. 


== IFEIG(S) Ils} == 


Nate and Vanessa have a disgusting conversation about how he's about to -- "drumroll, please" -- 
take the subway to Queens. Do not play into her shit, Nate Archibald! Don't go down like Serena! | 
love you too much! Do not apologize for your life! "Your name's on the list, but if you don't see me, 
just look for Dan and our friend Sarah. They'll know where | am.” Nate's eyebrows perk up. "Wait, 
Sarah's there? With Dan?" She makes fun of him because of course Dan's at Rufus's show, but Nate 
explains that he's talking about Sarah, who is actually Georgina, and the problem there is ... a mystery 
thing he's not allowed to say, so he just describes it as "this really messed up story," and tells V not to 
trust her. | hope Vanessa makes a huge fucking deal about this! 


So tight: Chuck taps Lily on the shoulder, discreetly handing her an address; she excuses herself with 
it. That's all it takes. | love Chuck Bass. Nate calls B: "I only have a second, I'm on my way to Queens." 
Ugh. Gross. Why? "To meet Vanessa at a concert." Got grosser! Heh, Blair. You kid. Nate explains that 
he and V are "hanging out," which is not even B's biznatch anyways, but whatever, Georgina's there 
with Dan, so even though Serena is being all drama and won't just let them off the leash so they 

can go kill her already, they should still know. "Where are you right now?" 74th and Lex. "Don't move. 
Pick you up in ten." 


Lily, with the address in her hand, tells Bart she has to make a run for it and fix the Serena issue. 
"Now? It's our rehearsal dinner. And you're the bride." All true, but Lily's also a mom, and that's more 
important. Bart is cool: "So your problems are my problems, let me come and help." Not this time, 
buddy. Or... most times, apparently. "There seems to be a lot lately that you can't explain." The 
explanation is that this is between Lily and her daughter, and since this whole fucking deal is for Lily's 
benefit anyway, just let her go already. It's obviously a huge thing. She kisses his cheek and takes off; 
Chuck notices the gleaming evil in Blair's giant grin, and asks what's going on with her. "What if | told 
you | knew where Georgina Sparks was right now?" Chuck doesn't smile with his mouth, but he smiles 
anyway: "I'd say let's get the bitch." YES! "Spotted: Blair and Chuck, reunited to defend Serena's honor. 
With friends like these, who needs armies?" They roll out like evil! Most excellent! 


The towncar pulls up outside a townhouse, which Lily reveals is where Pete grew up. "His parents are 
expecting you." Serena gets super scared, but Lily looks her in the eye. "Sweetie... If I've learned 
anything in life, it is that sometimes things get in your path, and you have a choice. You can either 
smash right into them, or you can adjust and move around, but you have to do one or the other in 
order to move forward." Word. Serena freaks, but Lily promises she'll be right by her side. Thank 
heavens for Blair Waldorf and the mom powers of Lily and Blair working together; and also Chuck and 
Blair doing black ops on her behalf, while the whole time she's streaking mascara and falsely accusing 
herself of murder and randomly breaking up with Dan and refusing to pull it together for even one 
second. OMG Serena, it takes a fucking village. 


—— Page 14 —— 


As Lisa Loeb takes the stage, Vanessa approaches Sarah with rage in her eyes. Because Sarah is crazy, 
she doesn't notice, and is just like, "Cool, you can hang during the concert with me, your best friend!" 
Vanessa asks her, in a way-awesome bitchface tone, if she's got anything to say, and Sarah's all, "No?" 
and Vanessa calls her Georginawith a wild intensity. She gets the scared Sarah eyes and plays 
innocent. "My friend says Serena told him some story about you, and he's on his way to fill me in. 
Unless you want to do that first?" G swears she doesn't know what she's talking about, and Vanessa 
assures her that, as much as she hates liars, Dan's superiority complex will make mincemeat of us all. 


"I'm giving you a chance to explain yourself here." Sarah gets the crazy eyes and stomps off, and 
Dan's like, "Where's Sarah going?" Vanessa gives him the one-quarter of the story that she knows, 
which amounts to how the bitch is crazy, and Dan's like, "That girl called her Georgina too!" But 
doesn't put it together even though Serena actually grabbed his face to make sure he was paying 
attention and told him not to trust her. "I think there's some other stuff, too..." says Vanessa, but then 
runs off to find Rufus's set list. She tells Dan not to go anywhere, so of course he immediately 
wanders away. Georgina's sitting under the risers, crying. She looks like a little girl. 


So long, Pete! So long, Pete's parents! We... Never actually saw you at all. In the time that it took 
Vanessa to call Sarah an asshole and Dan to ignore everything that everybody in the world has now 
told him fifty-eight times -- meaning approximately thirty seconds -- Pete's parents told them his 
life story and totally let Serena off the hook, so now everything is fine. Apparently Peter was an addict 
for ten years, and his parents have no interest in holding a 16-year-old girl responsible for the 
dastardly deed of what amounts to: watching a drug addict do some drugs and drop dead, then 
calling the paramedics. Serena still feels shitty, but Lily explains that this is because Serena is, in fact, 
awesome. 


"Contrary to what | might have said earlier, you are a good person. Who, since that night, has been 
living your life with care, and compassion and respect, for yourself and for others. I'm sorry | doubted 
you." | just needed somebody to tell her that. Every day, but especially this week, she needs to hear it. 
I'm glad it was Lily. So is she. Serena's sad and bleak, and Lily holds her close. "There's something else 
| have to do. Will you help me?" Lily smiles, because she already knows: "Take me to see Dan." 


== I7EIG(S) |) == 


Lisa Loeb is actually singing "Stay" as Dan gets the breakdown from Georgina, who tells the following 
lies: Her ex went nuts on her when they broke up, busted into her car, vandalized her room, she 
changed her numbers and moved in with a friend and he found her again -- this girl is good -- and 
finally her mom just told her to change her name and leave town. It's the second round of S/eeping 
With The Enemy that makes it art. And the weeping is so genuine that I'm like, "Wouldn't it be a crazy 
twist ifthis was also true?’ | mean, | have accepted that we're never going to have another group dance 
sequence or a capella "Glamorous," but | think | could stand it more if things were just crazy enough 
that Georgina's ex-boyfriend story were additionally true on top of her being a raving psychopath. "I 
hate being away from my family, but... It's better than getting hurt, right?" Dan assures her that she's 
doing the right thing, and she apologizes for not saying anything before, but he understands that it 
was a secret. 


And then the girl just goes for broke: "And | also didn't want you to think less of me, because | haven't 
wanted to admit it, but, um... From the moment that | met you, I've been falling for you... OMG! I'm 
sorry. I'm sorry. | don't... | don't know what I'm saying!" | mean, it's Master Class when you just... 
That's like Errol Flynn chopping down the chandelier, | love it. There are cheers for the middle of the 
song before the last coda, and he's like, "Let's go talk about how amazing | am somewhere quieter," 
and G points out that Lincoln Hawk is about to go on, but of course Dan's more interested in being 
the love object, and points out anyway that his father -- from whom he inherited one half of his self- 
absorption genes -- will be forcing everybody to watch this on YouTube for the next five years. 
(Ahem: Humphreys. They only hear what they want to, they don't listen hard, and they don't pay 
attention to the distance that you're running, to anyone, anywhere; they don't understand if you really 
care; they're only hearing negative. Lisa knows.) The end of the song starts up and he takes her hand, 
and she smiles brilliantly, and the second he turns to lead her away, she gets all scary again. | mean 
that eyebrow starts talking language only Nate Archibald understands, such is the crazy of its arch. 


Rufus sings "Every Time," which is one of the thirty-eight songs about Lily, and it goes like this. "Every 
time you walk away or run away, you take a piece of me with you there," and then you just sing that 
part like a hundred billion times. It's catchy. Nate comes in to see Vanessa, dragging Blair and Chuck 
behind. V is happy to see him, but can't help herself: "Hmm. Some date we've got here. You even 
brought your friends, the ones | can't stand.” Blair drops her with a mighty roundhouse kick to the 
throat and asks where Georgina is, but Nate reminds her that Serena got all drama for no reason 
about them not tossing Georgina's limp pale body in the river. Chuck assures him that their appetite 
for destruction outweighs any bourgeois fears Serena may have about her rough trade ex-boyfriend. 
Vanessa snots that G's gone: "She just took off. If | could only find Dan... He's around here 
somewhere..." Nate and Vanessa go look for Dan, even though Vanessa still doesn't know what's 
going on. Frankly at this point I'm concerned that Nate's grasp on the particulars might have gone a 
bit fuzzy. It's a long drive. 


= ag eNO 


Blair spots Serena, but Serena spots her first: "Hey, what are you doing here?" Blair prevaricates that 
she's a "big Leaky Hawk fan," and Chuck tells S -- "you're out of luck" -- that Georgina's gone. And 
Dan? "I'm out of luck. He's still around." Serena smiles and takes B's hands. "It's all over now. | can 
finally tell Dan everything. Will you help me find him?" They head off, leaving Chuck alone. 


Lily's in the service corridor off the stage, about to call Bart and tell him she's fixed everything but 
ended up in Queens, but the stage door opens just long enough for her to hear the song Rufus is 
playing onstage. She hangs up without calling, and heads out onto the floor. Rufus is still singing that 
same line over and over and over and over and over and over. He spots her, and she is amazed by 
how awesome he is. They are totally sexy staring at each other, and he is a rock and roll force for like 
one second. She leaves as he's ending the song, and Lisa Loeb comes up to offer an encore, but Rufus 
hops down and trots outside, where Lily's standing around staring or something, preparatory to 
getting in the towncar. He stands in front of her. His black western-cut shirt has like embroidered 
roses on it. He is pulling it off. She tells him to get out of her way, twice, and he refuses, twice, and 
she kisses the hell out of him. 


Blair and Chuck follow Serena into the stands; Blair's phone rings: "HUMPHREY CALLING." She passes 
the phone to Serena, and she nearly cries with relief. "Hey, thank God you called! I'm here looking for 
you right now. Where are you?” But of course, it is Georgina. "With me,” she says all spooky. "I hear 
you told our little secret. If that's the way you wanna play it, that's how we'll play it." Serena's proud: 
"No. I'm not afraid of you anymore.” As Dan approaches with more coffee, G continues to make with 
the vague thuggish threats. "Oh? You should be. 'Cause all bets are off." 


Serena's mystified why G is still acting like a Gary Oldman movie. "Why? What are you gonna do?" G 
creepily smiles. "It's not what I'm gonna do, sweetie. It's who I'm gonna do it with." Serena finally gets 
it, but like hold up: I'm not sure | get it. Why is that so bad? You just told him you cheated on him, 
and he dumped you. You're on a break. It's not going to be particularly satisfying or meaningful sex 
for any parties, so this is all just burlesque anyway. It's like a special handshake with mental illness. 
This is exactly as much of a problem as you let it be and you're just handing it to G right here. 

Dan /ooooves hating ladies. Let him sleep with G, then tell him the whole thing, and he will not only 
be indebted to you for life, but will lead the brigade to destroy her. Serena, you need some lessons. 
"No. | know Dan. He's too good." 


SA KAGE Ie == 


"You sure about that?" asks Georgina, hanging up. Serena is weirded out. Dan asks if everything's 
okay with G's mom, and she smiles. "She was glad | finally found someone | could trust." In the dark, 
you don't call the White Knight unless you want him to stay there. She's so good at Dan. She drops the 
battery from his phone, and puts it back in his pocket, touching him lightly. "Um... Are you sure that 
you don't mind missing the after party to have coffee with me?" After the crazy day he's had -- People 
just would not stop telling him that Georgina was a crazy bitch, and to stay away from her! It's 
exhausting ignoring that much good advice! -- there's nowhere he'd rather be than macking on 
Serena's enemy, to get back at her. Gross. 


She gets totally intense and kisses him a little bit, and he kisses her back after a moment's thought, 
and then it flashes back and forth between them kissing and Serena staring into space like a codfish 
and the sex tape song starts playing again and Gossip Girl is like, | cannot believe next week is the 
finale. "If | were you, S, I'd be worried. In the city that never sleeps, a lot can happen in one night." 
Dan takes Georgina's hand, and leads her off down the street for some lackluster Dan Humphrey 
teenager sex. "Sweet dreams, Serena. XOXO." 


1.18 Don’t You Forget About Me 


== PAGE. |] == 


So let’s see. Dan and Georgina hooked up, in a “didn’t sleep with her but might as well have” kinda 
way (and thanks to Dan for that classy description), while Rufus and Lily hooked up in the more 
typical “boned all night and woke up confused” kind of way. Bart summons Lily out of her boyfriend’s 
bed to discuss their wedding -- which is today -- and the fact that she needs to grow the eff up and 
stop dating rock stars. Lily agrees, with a few caveats. 


Dan and Blair get Mean Girl on Georgina, luring her to Central Park and then springing her parents on 
her; she goes to a reformatory and the whole thing takes five minutes and none of it seems to involve 
Serena, whose storyline this was, as recently as last week. Maybe she was too busy getting crunk 
enough to think that her bridesmaid’s gown is something that should be worn by anyone not 
currently drinking a mint julep in the Antebellum days or running a whorehouse in the Wild West. 


Rufus appears to Lily in the moments before the wedding to ... whatever, they agree that they are in 
love but that Lily should marry Bart anyway. They apparently think they’re capable of making 
decisions suddenly. At the wedding itself, even though Dan magnanimously forgives Serena for all the 
horrible things she’s done -- such as calling him for 24 hours straight while he was fucking her worst 
enemy, then letting him get away with it -- Serena is still weirded out. Even Blair thinks S is the bad 
guy here. So then Dan forgives S, and S forgives Dan...and Dan dumps her anyway, for weird reasons, 
but then the wedding planner makes them dance together, so they’re back together, but then they’re 
not again. Or something. | mean, it’s Dan. 


Chuck gives a great speech at the reception which causes Blair to fall in love with him; he also spots 
Nate’s Dad skipping town and gives Nate the opportunity to bust him one in the face, which also 
causes Nate to fall back in love with Chuck. It’s all very gay and romantic. 


Then it’s a week later, and everything switches around again: Blair is heading to visit her pére in 
France, but will be taking a week-long sidetrip to Tuscany with the newly reformed and romantic 
Chuck. Serena is going to the Hamptons for the summer, Dan and Vanessa are hanging in Brooklyn, 
Jenny is interning through Parson’s for Eleanor Waldorf (!), Rufus is on the road with Lincoln Hawk 
backing up the Breeders, and everybody’s okay... 


Except a well-meaning congratulations from Bart sends Chuck into a caddish tailspin and he ditches B 
at the airport so they can both hook up with people who are not only weirder-looking than everybody 
usually is on this show, but not even that cute. Dan and Vanessa seem to be edging towards true love, 


which is just about perfect, and then worst of all, Nate and Serena seem ready to actually start dating, 
rather than just hooking up in front of her brother and then splitting up so Serena can murder people 
when she’s not even wearing pants. A lot can happen in a week, no? Can’t wait to see what all will go 
wrong over the summer. 


I’Il see you in the fall. You know | love you. XOXO. 

Want more? The full recap starts right below! 

Spotted: Serena van der Woodsen, wandering Central Park in the wee hours in a gold lame raincoat 
looking utterly insane as the sun comes up over the bridge. Taking a page from Miss Georgina 
Sparks's Big Book Of Crazy -- or is that Daniel Humphrey's Big Book Of Lazy Stalking Gestures -- 
Serena has decided to spend the night roaming around town calling Dan's phone like a loon instead of 
going over to his house, as though by some trick of the cellular network she'll be able to overhear 
Svetlana giving him a blowjob. Although | guess with Georgie you can't just assume they go back to 
his place; she probably has a lair in the sewers like the big sexy Morlock that she is. Still, though: 
Serena, you could at least go wait for him there. Ask Vanessa for some tips on scaling the building, 
even. 


"Here it comes in the morning / I'm just trying to forget / Keep it real, keep it simple / ...This city is 
endless / And I'm walking alone..." Anyway, she's like, "I just filled up your voicemail probably, so | 
guess now | have to make a decision, so I'm coming over." She hails a cab, running out into the early 
morning street on her teeter-totter shoes. | guess when you're eleven feet tall you don't necessarily 
feel like learning to walk in heels, but the occasion of your mother's fourth wedding -- in which 
Serena's clomping plays a major part -- is probably not the best opportunity. Especially dressed, as 
we'll see, as some kind of Cirque de Soleil Madam on Stilts. Plus, what about weddings one through 
three? Did she "wear" heels then too? Book Serena would totally go barefoot to her mother's wedding 
and all the society types would be like, "She smells like sandalwood, | must make her my muse." 


"Sunlight creeps in between the curtains ..." Rufus and Lily wake up in bed together. BED! TOGETHER! 
Rufus is sporting some hot '90s Cantrellabe ink. He's also got about a billion rocker bracelets. With 
that puppy-dog look he gets in the morning, all he needs is some of Georgina's eyeshadow and he 
could turn into Avril Lavigne right before your eyes. Unless Georgie ran out of eyeshadow -- high 
probability there, because she's evil and has the eye makeup to prove it -- but they could still just 
scrape some off and slap it on him, and most of the poor makeupless children of this country, and her 
look wouldn't change in the slightest. 


Rufus answers his phone quietly, trying not to wake Lily, and without even looking or moving or 
stirring in any way, she says quietly, "Who is it?" | loved that, like they're a team and she's like, "What 
now?" Now, though, is Leaky Hawk's manager calling to say that now that Luscious Jackson's reunion 
fell through but Kim Deal's still going strong, Leaky Hawk is going to open for the Breeders on tour. (I 
wish | was watching this with my sister, she'd be like, "Who is Luscious Jackson? Does he play the 
banjo?") Rufus hangs up with an OMG that is echoed by a quieter, more horrified OMG from Lily. 


== IAGla 2 == 


Lily jumps out of bed and looks out the curtains. "It's day. As in wedding day, as in, uh... My. Wedding 
day." Rufus is all, "Why can't | have nice things?" and Lily congratulates him on his Breeders coup, and 
then awkwardly thanks him for the sex last night. Rufus agrees that it was amazing, and then her 
phone starts buzzing. Rufus makes a hilarious Avril face, all, “It's Bart." Which of course Lily was 
assuming. 


"Do you want me to answer it?" Lily corrects him: "Do you want me to kill you?" And he makes another 
hilarious sad CUL8R Boi face, and she sighs and answers it herself because a petulant Rufus is an 
engaging Rufus, and also the only kind of Rufus. "Hello? No, | know. Um... Well, that's because we're 
not supposed to see each other on the day of the wedding! ...Okay, that's fine. I'll meet you in an 
hour." She doesn't really want to go, awesomely: "I don't know what Bart wants, but | have to go, um, 
talk to him." Rufus hints around about whether there's anything in particular she wants to talk to him 
about, such as for example their total forever magic rainbow love, and she ignores him. "I'm sure I'll 
think of something.” She looks over and he is sti// making that face and she's like, "I totally forgot this 
part in the morning when you girl out on me." 


Blair and Chuck wake up in bed together. BED! TOGETHER! But not like that. She is grinning sweetly 
when she wakes, with his arm across her back; they're both plunked face down on the bed sideways, 
fully clothed. Ugh. She immediately throws herself vertically into the air like The Matrix, managing to 
somehow rearrange her outfit, smack the hell out of him, scream a little bit, and land on the other 
side of the room like a cat that's just been alerted to the presence of a Roomba: "Who? What? When? 
Where? Why?’ 


Chuck sits up, rubbing his arm, and reminds her that they were up late plotting chaste yet deliciously 
evil plots against Georgina, and fell asleep. Blair remembers how, at that time, he was on the floor. 
Aww, | love that Blair tuckered herself out so bad worrying about Serena that she didn't even have 
time to change into her sexy nightie and put on a face mask and moisturize, just fell asleep at a weird 
angle on her face like some kind of teenager or something. Chuck explains that he moved to the bed 
because he didn't want to hurt his back, and Blair asks why he worries about that. "It's not like you 
ever do anything athletic." Never has such an obvious, cheesy straight-man line been uttered with 
such earnest conviction. Chuck immediately walks through the door she just opened, and she 
amends: "Fine. Nothing that requires you removing your scarf." Heh. He whines that it was like one 
time he kept the scarf on, and only because it was chilly. "Enough about the past. Before you landed in 
my bed, we actually landed on a good idea." 


== PEGS Ss} == 


Chuck, jumping into his jacket, tells her she's on her own for actually pulling it off. "| have a best man 
speech to write, and no time to write it." Blair assures him she can be "bitch enough for both" of them, 
and he says he's still got the scars on his back to prove it." She shoves him from the room, grossed 
out, and the whole time she's strong-arming him out he's like, "They say if you love something, you 
should set it free..." On the other hand, Blair coins, "They say when you hate something, you should 
slam the door in its face." And she does, just as he's growling about how much he loves when she 


talks dirty. 


| dunno. | like them together, obviously, and it's a fine scene, but there's something indefinable about 
this episode that really bugs me and it's everywhere, in every shot. | don't know if | can explain it 
except to say that there are things Gossip Girl can get away with that The O.C. could never get away 
with, and there are things The O.C. -- previous to now, the best show ever made -- could do that you 
can't do on Gossip Girl. And a lot of the liberties taken in this episode -- the madcap non sequiturs of 
the scene above, for example -- would not have seemed out of place at all on that other show. It's 
just ... the whole thing feels kind of arbitrary and screwball in a way that works weird against the tone 
of the show. 


And | hate to even say that because the writers of this episode are of course Schwartz and Savage, 
who made up both shows, so if anybody could tell the difference it would be them, so maybe it's just 
finale-itis or the strike or something. Maybe it's me. It just seems like the last two episodes have not 
really taken into consideration the finely tuned characterizations that make the show good, so 
everything just seems sort of bizarre. Like if Olivia and Elliott started talking like Lorelei and Rory, that 








would be a problem. That's kind of what this is like at various points. It's good, but weird. 





Good: Nate. Weird: Nate's hair, which looks like a bird's nest made by lackadaisical birds with low 
attention span and a lot of product. What does jogging with the Captain do to this boy's hair? Is it 
worth it? They have another one of those "Rehab sure didn't slow you down" conversations they have 
where Nate desperately tries to shore up his father's virility and confidence even though his dad is a 
shithead, and then Captain Shithead blows some smoke about how great everything is going to be 
forever and ever, and also how much father/son fun they're going to have at the wedding. Only Nate 
Archibald could you say that to and have it make sense. 


—- Page 4 -- 


Nate asks when good old Icy Annie is coming back from the Hamptons, and the Captain explains that 
she is never coming back from the Hamptons because her husband is a dickface and also because 
their landscapers planted white roses by mistake and are now painting them red before she finds out 
and all the shrubs look like circus bears and there's a leak in the basement of the country house. Nate 
is like, "Is Mom really that sucky? Whatever, | already know the answer. | just wanted to show you my 
new bohemian girlfriend Vanessa 'A-Bomb' Abrams: She's vastly unpleasant and has no manners and | 
was thinking that maybe putting her in the same room with Mom would kill them both." 


Captain's like, "Right, you have a ‘girlfriend.’ | keep forgetting about that, what with you constantly 
running off for week-long vacations with Charles Bass. Incidentally, are you two...?" Nate doesn't want 
to talk about it and the Captain gets gay panic and starts talking about Yankees. He could be talking 
gibberish, | wouldn't know, but Nate is relieved and also talks about this... sports team, and the... 
sport that they... play. The Captain gets a phone call which is obviously from a bad guy and tells Nate 
that it's his sponsor so Nate will run off and do something about his goddamned hair, and then he's 


all, "Don't be late, don't be early, don't be subtle, don't meet me anywhere discreet. I'll slip out right 
after the ceremony and there you will be, waiting, across the street from this huge society wedding 
that everybody on this show is attending." So | guess the Captain got his Secret Stealth Skills badge 
back when Asher Hornsby was Den Leader. 


Serena finally manages to locate Dan's loft, even though it is in Brooklyn. She knocks on the door like 
an overoxygenated crack head, and then just about knocks him over with an uninvited kiss when he 
opens the door. | don't think, if you're keeping score, that Dan has ever looked quite as hot as he 
does in this scene. "I'm sorry, | know it's early but | couldn't sleep, | had to see you, and you're here, 
which means you slept here, which is a relief, but not a surprise..." See? Serena knows about the 
underground lair. Georgina comes out all like, "Serena, what on Earth are you doing here at your 
boyfriend's apartment the morning after | called you and said | was going to sleep with him just to 
mess with you?" Serena admits that seeing a fully dressed Georgie creeping around the place like a 
harbinger of disease is a bit more surprising than finding Dan at his house. Dan stands stock still 
looking hotter than anything but not committing to an emotion or reaction of any kind. The camera 
twirls all around them and Gossip Girl's all, "They say love conquers all, but maybe love never met 
Georgina Sparks. Poor Humphrey. Looks like our resident moral compass isn't such a straight arrow 
after all." 


==17FG(S) 5) == 


Georgina’'s all, "Oh, Serena, Dan was talking such mad shit about you that | thought you guys were 
broken up" and Serena's all, "Like over?” And Dan's like, "| refuse to commit to anything or speak out 
loud because I'm totally the bad guy here but if | play it cool | can -- as always -- find a way to make 
this your fault." Georgina offers to leave and Serena's like, "So you just totally got what you wanted, 
right?" Dan has the balls to defend her to Serena, all, "This isn't Sarah's fault!" And Serena points out 
that no, it's not Sarah's fault, you idiot, it's Georgina's, because Sarah is fictional and Georgina is al// 
too real. Dan finds a way to be snotty about this. G whines about how she never wanted to break them 
up and Dan is totally understanding and sweet to her because, of course, the only way he can make 
this Serena's fault is if he refuses to admit that he or Georgina did anything wrong, so he starts 
building that case here, all, "Oh, did mean old Serena yell at you?" 


And Georgina expertly -- of course -- plays along: "No it's not [okay], because now she's upset," like 
Serena's being unstable right now, and Serena finally just starts taking off her earrings to fuck the 
bitch up, so Dan jumps in between them. G flashes some "scared" and "innocent" and "vulnerable" 
Sarah eyes at them, and leaves, and Serena sits Dan down for a much-needed talk about what G is all 
about. 


Later, Serena wraps up. "So my mom took me to see his parents, and after talking to them, all | 
wanted was to come and find you, and tell you everything.” But | couldn't, because you were too busy 
selling out your father and best friend in order to play into G's whole "poor me" story that even a child 
could see through. He graciously and magnanimously announces that he does not hate Serena, 
although to be fair, she asks for it this time, and Serena explains -- for what, the eleventh time? -- 


that shewould have told him the truth except that he is judgmental about normal things like drinking 
and sex, so of course you cannot tell him when you are a murderer -- and he's like, "Yeah, but that's 
on you, kind of." 


"It's, uh, a lot. And... | get it. | get it. | mean, ‘Hey, | think | killed someone, and I'm being blackmailed 
by a crazy girl pretending to be someone else' doesn't quite ... roll off the tongue.” Right, so now the 
only asshole in the room is actually ... let's see ... you, cheater. Serena's all, "My self-image and self- 
respect are so tied up with your bullshit and I'm so like my mother in that | cannot be alone for even a 
moment, so can we please fix this? Will you please forgive me for not giving you the opportunity to 
badger me about my murder, and then for forcing you to have sex with another girl?" 


== /7EGS) (9) == 


Dan's moral compass leads him to confess the obvious, about the hummer from Georgina last night, 
and Serena does a very scary thing that we've kind of seen her do before, but not like this. It's scary 
like her grandma's scary. He gets about two words out and she literally stands up straight, like, if 





they'd been drinking tea it would have been tea clanking everywhere is how fast, and she tells him 
how it's going to fucking be: "-- It's okay. You and Georgina and Vanessa were just hanging out, and 
it got late, and you fell asleep." Her eyes slide off his face, kind of grossed out by herself, and says 
she'll see him at the wedding. Anything to stop the words coming out of his mouth. He gives her a big 
old Dan Fucking Humphrey kiss on the mothereffing forehead, like the total condescending Sparks- 
tasting douche that he is, and she hugs him tightly. At the door, she says, "When | told my mom not 
to go away with Rufus, | said it was because you and | were forever. | knew | was right." And he's 
moved by that, and smiles, and when she leaves he hastens over to the phone ... And calls Blair. Hell, 
yeah. He's learning. 


Lily rushes into an empty condo near the highway, wearing a totally cute coral/orange sun dress, and 
looks at Bart Bass, who is standing portentously near the window. He doesn't turn around when she 
comes in and asks WTF he's doing flouncing around properties when their wedding is happening. But 
it's because this is all a big silly color-by-numbers metaphor. | lost a bit of respect for Bart Bass here, 
because it's just so silly to make Lily jump through these hoops when you're going to have to look her 
in the eye and ask either way. "This is the first building | ever bought... Sometimes | like to come here, 
just to... Feel how it felt the first time | saw it." Lily thinks about that and how totally weird that is, and 
yet how there is a strange parallel to her own situation: "Well, there is a comfort in revisiting the 
things that we loved, when we were young..." 


See what | mean? If this were Julie Cooper and Caleb Nichol you wouldn't even blink, it would be 
awesome, this whole metaphor with the building and the whole "let's take time out of our busy day for 
a metaphor that you're not even going to understand until the end of the conversation," because they 
were these magnificent cartoons. But Bart and Lily aren't cartoons because Bart is really weird and 
scary looking, and Lily is ... It's Lily. "But the truth is, I'm not that young man anymore. | think maybe 
I've outgrown this place, and holding onto it is keeping me from moving forward with what's most 
important to me now. What do you think | should do?" Flip it for a profit? Turn it into an art space or 


community center? Tear it down and build a park? WTF, I'm tired of this scene. Basically he's like, "My 
secret wedding wish is for you to stop fucking Rufus Humphrey and stop listening to Lisa Loeb and 
writing about him in your diary," and she's like, "Thanks for not calling me a whore, and | promise | 
got that out of my system last night. Plus, the choker is back." 


== HAGE) == 


Dan leaves a voicemail for "Sarah," at Blair's behest. "Hey, hey, it's me. D. Um, after you left, Serena 
and | got in a huge fight, and... And she said all this crazy stuff. | honestly don't know what to believe, 
but... But what | do know is | want to see you. So, uh, call me." Blair praises his manipulative powers 
-- which are, admittedly, mighty -- and Dan takes a while to tell Blair how mind-blowing it is that he 
is stooping to her level because he doesn't normally "do plots against people," because he is superior 
to her and everyone she knows and everyone in the entire universe, and she just rolls her eyes and 
calls him a virgin. "I'll talk you through it." G immediately calls back, winning an excited grin from B: 
"Right on schedule." 


Okay, Georgina is kind of a magnificent cartoon, which is the only part that makes this next part 
bearable -- and in fact fucking excellent -- because otherwise it would be totally embarrassing. And | 
admit, if this were the only five minutes of this show a person ever saw, that would be embarrassing 
and uncharacteristic, but in context it's totally fly. So G is heading somewhere in a towncar when she 
calls back with a crazy loony grin, and she's all, "Sorry about this morning with Serena. That was very 
awkward, to say the least," and Dan goes, "Yeah, a little bit. Last night really changed things for me. 
Serena and | left things kind of uncertain, so I... | think | wanna end it. | know | do. Will you meet me?" 
She takes a while to answer, gloating freakishly, and then asks Dan to meet her at their spot where 
her dog Georgie (may he, | assume, rest in peace) first made their meet-cute so meety, and so 
uncutey. And then! G hangs up and totally says to the driver with a straight -- albeit bugshit crazy -- 
face, "We're turning around. One last battle, and the war is won." | would give my left nut to be on this 
show anyway even for five seconds, but | would give my left nut to be on anyshow and say to the 
driver, "We're turning around. One last battle, and the war is won." | say that all the time anyway, just 
not onscreen. 


Blair congratulates Humphrey on being a born liar, knowing that it will obviously prompt him to say 
something like, "Thanks, | think,” which he of course does, but then she does her whole "speak softly 
and carry a big stick" routine, carelessly asking about the whole "genius" part about "last night," while 
secretly boring holes into his skull with her brain powers. "Anything you wanna tell me?" Dan says no, 
he's just born to lie, and she lets it slide. Except even on this show, Dan Humphrey did not invent the 
concept of "night," so if he was talking to a human being on the other end of the line and said “last 
night" and the other human being was not immediately like, "What are you talking about, ‘last night," 
then | don't see what the confusion is here. He just totally fessed up in front of Blair and said, "When 
you were performing oral sex on me last night it turned out that | had emotions about it," and that's a 


dropped ball. 


= hagelo— = 


Their spot in the Park by the pond, where Georgie is wearing an Olsenesque blend of gothic couture 
and Madonna crucifixes and generally looking like what somebody might imagine a fucked-up 
teenager with infinite resources and zero imagination would wear. One of the forum posters had the 
hilariously brilliant idea that each of Georgina's personalities each applies her own eye makeup every 
day. G starts pretty smooth, like, "Last night was fun and all,” but the second Dan's like, "As a moral 
compass, | have to justify sleeping with you last night as some kind of emotional breakthrough or else 
what | am is a total slut which is not how | envision myself," but he backs right the fuck off that train 
when G grabs his hand /ike a total psycho and goes, "That's why | think we should be together 
forever!" YEAH! 


Dan likes crazy, but not this crazy. He stops dead in his tracks and spills all of the beans. "Serena told 
me everything. All right? And | believe her." Georgina starts spinning mad lies but they're not as cool 
as her other ones, she's just like hitting all the buttons in the elevator and hoping it'll hit the right 
floor: Serena was upset, Serena is jealous, Serena lies all the time, there is a vast conspiracy against 
me, we are in love, | know you feel our love strongly or else you are a total slut which is not how you 
envision yourself, and the kicker: "So you're just gonna go back to Serena like nothing happened, and 
just leave me all alone?" Poor lonely Sarah and poor Lonelyboy, she's saying. Remember how sad you 
were for Sarah? I'm all alone. 


Except she's not, because look who just showed up! Blair Waldorf, out of thin air, baring teeth like 
knives and producing Georgina's totally awful looking parents, who turn around both at once like Pips 
just as a bodyguard slides into place behind G. "The only thing feared by the spawn of Satan? Mom 
and Dad. Leave it to Blair Waldorf to know that bitches don't just happen, they're made, by parents 
even more wicked than their offspring.” Nice social commentary, GG. Georgina's lackluster lying skills 
today fail even further and she just babbles for a while. Blair is awesome: 


Blair: There, there, Georgie. It's gonna be okay... 
Mrs. Sparks: -- No, this time, it won't. 
Blair: ...Or it won't! 


"Your parents were so worried, G! They told me everything! How you're supposed to be on the 
equestrian circuit, but sold your show pony for cocaine..." (!) G flips into total celeb rehab-speak 
without a thought, acknowledging that as a "difficult time," but one she's put behind her. "When? 
When you were in rehab? It's hard to get clean when you hitchhike into town, steal a credit card and 
book a ticket to Ibiza." G starts to lose composure: "You didn't see where they sent me, | mean, that 
place was awful! It was... It was in Utah! At least | lasted longer than Lohan" Georgina! 


== [PEGE G) == 


She tries to run away, like, literally escape, but the bodyguards and her horrible parents crowd in 
closer. "Stay, Georgina," says Blair. "I'll go. ...Oh, that reminds me! | almost forgot to leave you the 
information that | discussed with your parents.” Mrs. Sparks totally says, "A boot camp for troubled 
girls!" And B hands her the brochure ("PENANCE!"), whispering, "Haven't you heard? I'm the crazy bitch 


around here." She straightens up and smiles brightly. "Have fun at reform school!" 


The Humphrey Men (and eventually Ladies) of DUMBO have a boring conversation of which the 
highlights are: Rufus fully refers to something as "an historic moment,” they kind of hop about on one 
foot each around the fact that they both got laid last night, gross, nobody cares about Rufus's band in 
reality, nobody cares about Dan's relationship with Serena in reality, the wedding is happening today, 
Rufus acts disingenuous some more, and Dan tells his Dad about how it was Serena's fault that Lily 
didn't meet him that one sad night, so then a horrible plan begins to form in Rufus's mind and he 
bounces, and then Jenny comes out of her bedroom having inflicted the most hideous dress ever seen 
on this show on poor Vanessa Abrams, and the poor thing's too ignorant to even know how awful she 
looks in it, but luckily so is Dan, so he says she "cleans up nice," which isn't even true because she's 
perfectly lovely all the time except for right this second, and then the Three Biggest Assholes in 
Brooklyn head out to annoy the Upper East Side, one of them wearing an orange batik version of the 
California Raisins garbage-bag costume so beloved in our childhoods and an entire Bird of Paradise 
shrub stapled to the side of her fucking head, all of them po-faced and raring to be above it all even 
unto the people soon to be staring at them for drinking from the fingerbowls. 


And then! Blair gets out of a car wearing an even more hideous dress. BLAIR WALDORF! The girl 
fashion was invented for! Bubble dresses were never okay! She looks like a floral pink diaper mode!! 
She looks like her tuffet has tumors! They undulate like waves of nasty! Inside, the wedding is all a- 
bustle. Chuck is being super-thinky, so Blair asks how the speech is going. He assures her there won't 
be a dry eye in the house, and asks after "Whoregina." B assures him the uppance came, and ... that's 
the end of Georgina Sparks. Never to be mentioned again, in this episode at least. | mean, | guess S 
visiting Pete's parents was the reconciliation Eric was leading her to, but | really wanted S to give G the 
chance of becoming human again. It seems cheaper to just leave her there, broken. You create a 
character, you have the obligation to make that character balance out somehow, or else they're just 
paper dolls. Like, | think | would have liked Marissa's Oliver storyline even more than | did -- meaning 
much more than most people -- if they'd given him something to work with, at the end. | mean, it 
wouldn't have taken much. | expect more from this show, too. Ah well, it was fun watching her go 
down, and even more fun watching B and Chuck and Dan pull the strings. Still, though. Way to hand 
over S's one important storyline to a completely different person who deserves her own. 


== IFES) II) == 


"Dan Humphrey actually lent a hand, it was nice to see him get his dirty for once," says Blair, fussing 
with Chuck's lapels. "Not sure how much fun he had, though. No one ever enjoys their first time." 
"Except you,” says Chuck, ruining it. "Save me a dance?" Blair grabs his pink floral bowtie (Lily, What 
are your colors? Bright red? Bright yellow and black whorehouse style? Pink and green floral prints 
from 1982? This wedding is confusing! with one hand and rearing back with the other: "Now that 
Georgina is done, so are you and I. She was the last thing we had in common." She kicks him in the 
shin and takes off with a dumb "break a leg" joke to which neither of them seem to have given much 
thought. 


Eric deals with the hyperactive Wedding Planner, while out in front, the Archibalds arrive. Chuck and 
the Captain greet each other warmly, and Nate gives Chuck a chilly look. The Captain -- eager to pull 
one last parenting rabbit out of his hat before vanishing forever -- advises them to get over their 
differences and let the total gay love blossom between them once more. "You've been friends a long 
time. Whoever she is, she's not worth it." Chuck agrees, even though he doesn't mean it, and Nate 
Spits that this is exactly the problem: Chuck's lack of romantic feelings toward Blair. 


(Which is always confusing, but kind of mirrors the whole Dan/Georgina thing: if Chuck loves Blair, 
then him sleeping with her has nothing to do with Nate and it's okay, but if Chuck doesn’t love Blair, 
then him sleeping with her has everything to do with being an asshole to both Nate and Blair. And 
since Chuck is deeply entrenched in the burlesque of being a slimeball, and Nate loves Chuck so 
much that he will always support this self-chosen version of his friend just like they all do for each 
other all the time, then Chuck can’t love Blair, which means that Chuck is a bastard, which he already 
was, but a bastard in a particular way aimed at poor sweet Nate's unwitting head, and the variable hair 
that lives on top of it.) 


Upstairs, B locates S for an impromptu pre-wedding ugly dress party. Because what Serena is wearing 
is the queen of the ugly dresses we've seen so far. Maybe this is a joke about making your 
bridesmaids wear ugly shit or something? | don't get it. And you know Vanessa isn't a bridesmaid. But 
Serena is wearing a yellow ruffled number that wouldn't be out of place in a saloon, or swinging from 
the ceiling in a steakhouse, but with a wide black belt and black gloves. Why? Why any of this, but 
especially ... it's just so weird! She looks like she's about to sell her prize pony, not for cocaine, but 
for the glory of the Confederacy. Serena wonders why Lily's heart doesn't seem entirely into wedding 
number four -- and oh, Eric spends this whole episode in the corners of the screen looking 
devastated, because he loves love and hates lying and has now mentioned how it's wedding number 
four at least twice, possible in every episode in which he's appeared -- but B's more interested in 
wondering how long it'll take them to get to husband number four. Ha! 


== PES IH] == 


"A girl can dream," Serena muses, and Blair sarcastically segues, "Speaking of true love... Dan isn't 
here?" Serena says he's coming, and B asks if “all is forgiven," but she's talking about S's mental 
breakdown the last two episodes, and not the Georgina Surprise we're all pretending didn't happen, 
so S is like, "I'm working on it." But B's like, "Working on what? You are the one that lied and freaked 
out," and S doesn't want to talk about the G factor because she's still in creepy-scary denial mode so 
she's like, "Yes, right, I'm a whore, | forgot. That's what I'm working on: making him forgive me for 
not telling him about that guy | murdered. Thanks for the reminder." 


The Captain meets a shady individual directly across the street from a huge society wedding where 
the entire Upper East Side right this second is, standing in plain sight. (Asher's like, "Just don't kiss 
him, that shit will blow up on you so fast.") The Captain bitches about how their totally obvious shady 
dealings were supposed to be during the reception and whatever, they do the deal, Chuck of course 
sees the entire thing and tells one of the waiters or ushers to watch Mr. Archibald carefully in case he 


tries to jump bail or do a bunch of drugs or prostitute his son or commit fraud or perjury or suicide 
on Bart and Lily's special day. 


Lily, in her ravishing white wedding gown, is downing white wine by the flute and trying to get that 
bracelet on her wrist, so of course this summons Rufus out of nowhere and he's like, "Need a hand 
with that?" 


Lily takes the commercial break to compose herself and then playfully threatens to have him thrown 
out. Or at least would like the option to consider, given how much security details cost. He attaches 
her bracelet and asks if she wants him to leave, and she's all, "I didn't say that." He says that he is 
prepared, at the tiniest sign from her, to run down there and call off the wedding and tell Bart and the 
guests to go home. She is charmed. He is being super charming, even though he can't see that it's 
exactly this childish romantic stuff that makes him unacceptable as a partner: "I didn't say that either." 
He swears they can figure it out, and she's like, twenty years of history to hash out, with my wedding 
happening downstairs in five? Come on. "Look, we've already had the morning after today, what's 
gonna happen tomorrow morning?" Rufus turns back into a pumpkin and gets angsty and selfish 
again, obviously. You've met rock stars before. You've met Rufus before, for Pete's sake. 


= Pagen aa 


"Lil, | just got a divorce. | don't wanna get married again, at least, not right away." She stands up, 
white-knuckling her wine glass until you think the crystal will shatter. "But | do. I've been alone for 
quite a while now, and you know what? It's hard. And | love Bart. Not just because he has money -- | 
have enough money, not that you can ever have enough money, but... I'm rambling. And I'm nervous, 
and ... You make me nervous.” He thinks that's romantic and not scary. She points out all the other 
questions, not to mention Dan and Serena, and Rufus is like, "That plot point made very little sense in 
the first place. | reject it." She agrees, and they talk about how twenty years is a long time as though 
she didn't completely ignore him and marry three other guys during those twenty years during which 
they barely spoke yet somehow signify now. 


Eric, Bart and Chuck take their places at the end of the aisle, and Bart assures Eric that of her many 
amazing and wonderful qualities, he's accepted Lily's tardiness. Speaking of tards and tardiness, Dan 
and Vanessa arrive. Do not look directly at her dress. Vanessa's all, "| hope this awkward transition 
between scenes makes sense and you and Lily both take too long to get dressed!" Dan whines that he 
has no father figure and the only person who can tie his necktie is Vanessa, blah blah, and then 
abruptly changes the subject from himself to himself, namely his relationship with Serena, and 
Vanessa's like, "Are you worried that you had sex with Georgina for no reason and that makes you a 
total scrub?" 


Dan explains that he thought "confronting" Georgina would make him feel better -- because making 
Serena feel bad about herself always worked in the past -- but it didn't, because he actually knows 
somewhere in that pointy head of his that he did something wrong. It's so awesome that Dan and 
Serena are both ignoring the actual fact of things, which is that Dan is a shit because he slept with 


Georgina for no good reason except anger and jealousy, but doing it in the opposite directions so that 
Serena will always lose no matter what. Dan's like, "I have to tell Serena in explicit detail the thing that 
she obviously already knows and is willing to overlook because she is lonely! Then | will feel better, 
because we can agree that it's her fault!" And Vanessa, spotting Serena coming, vamooses like whoa. 


Serena and Dan have an entire conversation about "Can | talk to you about this thing you don't want 
to talk about?" No, you may not. "But | have to tell you this thing you already know and don't want to 
talk about!" No, you may not, and also it's my mom's wedding day and I've got a lot on my plate and 
I'm wearing the entire second half of East Of Eden on my person right now. "Okay, I'm just going to tell 
you this thing you already know." Please stop. "No, see, | didn't sleep with Georgina." Oh really? That's 
amazing. | figured you did. "Well actually, | basically did." What. The. Fuck. Dan. The wedding planner 
comes running up and spirits her away to a better place. 


== IFEIG(S) Is} == 


Rufus and the all-dressed and all-ready Lily step out into the hall. This part is cool. He goes, "And 
here we go. Are you sure about this?" She grins and tells him to stop asking, or she'll change her 


mind, and he takes her hand. "I love you, Lily.” "I love you, too, Rufus." They smile sweetly at each 
other, and then hold the tableau just long enough that you really think they're going to run off, and 
then everything changes. Brilliantly done: "And have a great wedding and try not to trip or anything!" 
says Rufus, and she laughs at him. "I can't believe you put that in my mind. ...Well, luckily | have done 
this before." He laughs and they make arch faces at each other, and he doesn't let go of her hand until 


the very last second, and neither does she, and then she goes down to her wedding. 


Blair is horrified, in the seats, that Vanessa is only now finding her seat. Which is to say, she only finds 
a reason to be horrified once she sees Nate hugging her. The old queen next to her gives her this look 
like, "Girl, quit. | love weddings." Which is basically like saying, "Nothing sparkles quite like a WHITES 
ONLY drinking fountain,” but YMMV. 


Sad Serena leads the walk up the aisle in her hideous dress; Lily follows, perfect as usual; Eric is still 
sad; Bart is happy but stoic and scary looking, of course. Chuck squeezes his arm awesomely. The 
reverend starts to talk, and GG speaks along with him for a while before taking an awesome left turn: 
"Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today in the face of this company to watch this man..." 
(Lonelyboy) "...And this woman... Totally eff things up. Excuse me while | pull out a hankie and pass it 
to S and D. Looks like I'm not the only one who cries at weddings..." S looks dead on her feet. 


Later, Lily is bored as hell at the reception, while S picks at her food at another table. Dan teases her 
about not eating and being morose and weird just because he cheated on her last night, and asks if 
they can "talk" some more. She scoots with a quickness, which is exactly what she should do. Frankly, 
she should get on a plane and not come back until this creepy desire of his subsides. 


The waiter guy approaches Chuck at Bart and Lily's table and whispers in his ear. Chuck sighs heavily 
and heads over to Nate's table. "I need to talk to you," he says, and Nate ignores him basically, and 
when Vanessa asks if things are okay, Nate says yes but Chuck says no, and hustles him away. "Before 


the ceremony, | saw him with a guy doing a deal. It looked like drugs." Nate bitches at Chuck for 
spying and lying, and Chuck looks him dead in the eye: "I know you hate me. | was in love with Blair, 
and I'm sorry. We do not have time to argue about this." Nate searches his face, realizes he's telling 
the truth and freaking out both at once, makes a scary mean face at Chuck that is also a fairly 
hilarious impression of how Chuck's face actually looks, and they leave. Chuck follows him, and 
Vanessa just sits there like, "Okay, I'll just be sitting here feeling ill-at-ease and alone while you guys 
go do secret stuff and come back looking guilty." Get used to it, sister. 


—— Page 14. —— 


Nate chases down the Captain's towncar outside, but even when it stops his dad won't roll down the 
window or talk to him. He squeals for awhile, and the Captain finally gets out to talk to him. Again: in 
front of God and everybody, as he's making his escape from this country, he's going to have a 
dramatic chat in the middle of the street. These people. "I left you a note at home... It says I'm sorry." 
Nate starts talking relapse and getting help and whatever, but the Captain pulls out a passport from 
the drug envelope, instead of drugs. "You're skipping town?" The Captain assures him that he can bea 
better father from Dominica than he could be from jail, hee, and asks Nate to lay off the "trial" talk. 
"I'm guilty, Nate. I'm facing twenty-five years." | guess running off is better than suicide, but what's 
better than that is facing up and being a man, and what's better than that is not committing fraud in 
the first place. Maybe having the Captain for his father is actually the reason that Nate is so awesome, 
just like as a negative example. 


Nate almost starts crying because of all that fake jogging talk about how suddenly the Captain was 
not a dickwad, and asks about Anne. "Who do you think's paying for the private plane?" | love how she 
manages him. You know this whole thing was her idea after a couple of glasses of scotch: "We'll do it 
during the wedding. I'll be in hiding in the Hamptons. Tell them... Tell them the shrubbery looks like 
circus animals, that's believable. (Hic!)" The Captain says he lied to Nate's face a billion times so that 
he wouldn't be an accessory, and orders him to "step up right now" and be "the man of the family." 
Nate points out that this has always been the case and turns to go, but the Captain touches his 
shoulder in anguish, so Nate lays his stupid ass out all, "That's for Mom." Punched his Dad 

out! Again! On the tarmac! At a wedding! Archibalds don't give a FUCK! Nate stalks back past the 
yearning, loving eyes of Chuck and heads somewhere to the left of him. Maybe he'll go beat up Dan. 


Back at the reception, B sits down for no other reason than to torture Vanessa for dating Nate. "Looks 
like Nate isn't a fan of the fish... Or his date." | think she just V a slut but | could just be reading her 
performance in a weird way. There seemed to be a veiled insult there. Vanessa agrees: "Blair, I'm with 
Nate and you're at the singles table. Deal with it." Blair lies that she's feeling sympathetic: "Dating an 
Archibald is a tortured process. The endless supply of family drama, the fact that he never really got 
over Serena... Though, falling for someone who's in love with Serena, you already know how that feels, 
don't you?" Not to mention the whole "constantly running off with Carter Baizen or Chuck Bass for 
secret things” part, but you can't talk about that right now because Eric just came up looking for 
Chuck. It's time for the toast. Vanessa goes off to look for him, having spotted him earlier running off 


"with [her] boyfriend." 
== Ieee) 1/5) == 


Outside, Nate thanks Chuck, who is like, "Duh, it's your Dad." Nate apologizes for throwing all that 
attitude around and Chuck apologizes for... not noticing at all... and then Nate notices that Chuck 
said he "loved" Blair, which he's never said about a girl before, and they smile and fall back madly in 
love with each other, and Chuck asks Nate if he's ready to go back in, and | guess light up the dance 
floor, but Nate is not feeling terribly social, and asks Chuck to tell Vanessa... And | don't know what 
excuse he was going to give, because Vanessa shows up and bitchily sends Chuck inside so she can 
grill Nate some more about his dark private family stuff. She stares at him and finally he's like, "It's 
a... long story." She assures him she has time, and mesmerizes him with the atrocious thing in her 
hair until he finally gives in. 


Now it's nighttime! Serena's sitting alone in the empty chairs —- it was an outdoor wedding, | didn't 
make that clear before -- and Dan finally tracks her down so that he can do whatever the sleazy fuck 
thinks he's going to accomplish, and she of course immediately tries to disappear, so he physically 
shoves her down onto a chair and orders her not to run away from him. So she's like, fine: "So you 
hooked up with Georgina, | kinda figured that when | saw her coming out of your bedroom this 
morning, but... I'm willing to let it go. | don't wanna break up with you." Dan's like, "But so instead, I'm 
going to break up with you.” She is so shocked by this massively irritating and offensive turn of events 
that she can't even speak. "Maybe | can't just let it go. You lied to me over and over. And it was easy 
for you..." Serena nearly angrily points out that it wasn't, not that he has any way of knowing that, and 
get this, this is what he says: "| got seduced by a girl pretending to be someone else, and you knew..." 
SEDUCED! He was SEDUCED! By an evil VIXEN! As has befallen men since Eve first fucked it up for 
everybody! 


Serena points out that she was being blackmailed at the time, so the whole "women are evil succubi 
that sap a man's will" concept is not really at issue here, and he's like, | do understand that part, but it 
neutralizes my moral superiority not one whit. Serena vainly airs her naive hope that he would 
understand anything, ever, and then Dan Humphrey says the most hilarious thing anybody has ever 
said on this show. "| am the most understanding person in the world," says Dan. Humphrey. The least 
understanding, most judgmental, self-righteous, priggish person ever seen on television, just said 
with a straight and tender face, this statement. Unbelievable. 


= rhagenol 


"But this? And this is not about who you used to be, your past, or who you were when we met. | mean, 
the only reason | was with Georgina was because yesterday morning you slept with two random guys 
you met in a bar..." And | mean, | wasn't giving him any credit anyway because he's full of shit, but "I 
only let somebody else into our messy relationship to even the score because | was angry with you" ... 
that's like being seduced TWICE! Once by an evil vixen and then AGAIN by Serena's horrible MISDEEDS! 
She's like, "Oh shit, | totally forgot to tell you that part was a lie." He asks, a valid question | admit, 


how that is less crazy. She pats his leg excitedly and tries to explain that it's because she thought he'd 
forgive her for that over murder. Which, | thought the whole thing was her trying to drive him away 
and kind of panicking, so I'm glad she had a whole plan in mind. Although still: how is that less crazy? 


Dan almost cries and looks away, and finally Serena's like, "So what, Dan? We're exactly where we were 
at the Bass's brunch when we first started dating? I'm not who you thought | was, and you can't 
forgive that." Dan's like, "| have only increased tenfold the backlog of things to hold against you. | 
tremble under the mighty weight of my resentments! It tastes like power and the sense of control only 
victims and sadsacks understand!" And she's like, "So that's it then? It's just... Have a good summer, 
I'll see you back at school?" He totally goes, "| guess." Then he agrees that yes, that is how gross he is. 
She stands up, amazed, and clomps off through the grass. And then a swarm of vipers as long as your 
arm floods up out of the New York City water table, cornering Dan on all sides, and all that's left when 
they're done is the white rubber ONE bracelet that Dan got from Richard Gere when they were having 
a Superiority—Off for charity. (It's like arm wrestling, only instead of your arms, you use how you're 
better than the other person. Gere won because he has a Prius, while Dan is still driving Vanessa's 
lesbian sister's gas—guzzling band van when he needs transportation. Good show, Gere.) 


Chuck clinks his glass and begins. "My father is someone who goes after what he wants, and Lily van 
der Woodsen was no exception. In typical Bass man fashion, his pursuit was direct and at times, not 
exactly subtle..." Blair sits across the room, looking completely amazing, because when she's seated 
looking over her shoulder at you, you can barely see her dress. 


=— Page 17 —— 


Chuck is inspired by the new vision of loveliness unobscured by her excruciating dress, and puts 
down his notecards. "One thing | learned from my father's courtship of Lily is the importance of 
perseverance. That in the face of true love, you don't just give up, even if the object of your affection 
is begging you to..." The guests laugh, and Blair watches him intently. "And one thing | learned from 
Lily is the importance of forgiveness." Serena sits down, of course, right at this word, and an instantly 
worried Lily takes her hand as Death Cab starts to play under the toast. ("We're not the same, dear, as 
we used to be / The seasons have changed and so have we...") "She gave my father the gift of a 
second chance," he says, referring to the time he accidentally said Bart was having a fake affair, "And 
in kind, I've watched him become someone actually worthy of that gift. And one day..." He meets 
Blair's eyes, "I hope I'll be lucky enough to find someone who will do the same for me.” Blair is moved. 
Serena feels like dirt. "To the happy couple!" ("There was little we could say and even less that we 
could do / To stop the ice from getting thinner, under me and you...") They toast; Blair smiles tenderly 
at him but she's already on the ice and doesn't even know it. 


Lily and Bart start their first dance together as Blair approaches the very adorably smug Chuck. "That 
was quite a speech. All your hard work must have paid off." He dances her onto the floor, and admits 
he was inspired in the moment. "Look, | know | said some horrible things, even for me..." Blair points 
out some of them, including when he "blogged to Gossip Girl" (these kids today!) and compared her to 
a sweaty old horse, and he's like, "What's your point?" 


"What's yours?” she asks, and he says, with the weight of truth: "You don't belong with Nate." And 
then he whispers -- and | admit | kind of gasped -- "Never have, never will." Man, that's tight. Even 
better is her response: "You don't belong with anyone." And they kiss, and it's a little sad but mostly 
awesome, and the ice is getting thinner. Serena, on her way out, spots them kissing and gives a great 
drive-by WTF, thereby unavoidably smacking right into Lonelyboy. They get super awkward and he 
says he's looking for Vanessa so they can go. Nobody but Chuck knows that she's probably got Nate 
tied up somewhere demanding more and more of his personal information because she's a nosy 
parker with no sense of boundaries, so they try to duck away from each other, but just then the 
twitchy wedding planner swoops in again. 


== IBIS) Its) == 


("When the flows under our feet bled into the sea / And nothing was left for you and me...") He pushes 
them out onto the floor for photo ops, demanded by the bride and groom, and won't take no for an 
answer. There's a truly, truly horrible series of flashes as they both wig out, | mean it's really awkward 
and demeaning, and they're staring into the flash bulbs as they go, and the guy's like, "You're gonna 
want to remember this night (flash!) forever, yeah?" He pushes Dan into her arms and they start to 
dance. This is like Hoste/! It's so awful! What a great scene! Dan quietly apologizes to her, but she 
goes into van der Woodsen mode, buttons up, goes dead: "Just smile." 


Meanwhile, Blair seems to be trying to make a temporary home for herself somewhere around Chuck's 
tonsils. He pulls back and says he wants to take it slow this time. It takes her breath away. "Chuck 
Bass is a romantic. Who knew?" All he cares about right now is that she knows. (And that Nate knows, 
so he can forgive him.) B leads him off the floor, by the hand. 


("We're not the same dear and it seems to me / There's nowhere we can go with nothing 
underneath...") One last flash, and then they're gone. Serena gives Dan the all clear, tells him he can 
let go, but Dan doesn't want to. They keep dancing: eight couples, five, three, and then it's just them, 
in the center of the ice. She leans her head against his and realizes that it's over. 


ONE WEEK LATER -- and Joe R is awesome for pointing out that any other show, you have to jump at 
least a year to change everything, if not four or five, but this show is so true to high school that a 
week is plenty -- Jenny calls Rufus on the tour bus from DUMBO, where apparently Alison is 
babysitting her while Dan babysits the gallery. She's all excited because the mail just came, and that's 
exciting because her letter from Parsons has arrived. You know, the one about her internship? What, 
you didn't know about this? Don't you know any fifteen-year-olds with summer internships from 
Parson's? What have you been doing with your life? 


"Hold my hand over the phone," she giggles -- Jenny is like her cutest self ever this whole scene -- 
and he smiles lovingly on the bus. She opens the envelope, and she's got it. She scans down to see 
the designer, and of course it is: Eleanor Waldorf Designs. Jenny chuckles sardonically at this twist of 
fate, and even Rufus is like, "That's kind of fucked up, yeah?" She laughs and stares around the room, 
completely overwhelmed, laughing at the whole situation. That makes me like her a lot more. 


== IFE1G(S) IO) == 


S watches Blair pack for France. Blair is making up not only for her own wedding monstrosity but all of 
them in a super-sexy dark blue sailor-suit piped outfit with the skirt just above the knee. She's like a 
hot flight attendant, with just that little bit of kinderwhore creepiness she seems to enjoy. It's 
amazing, one of her best outfits from the whole season. Serena exposits what's going on, which is a 
week layover trip in Tuscany with Chuck, on the Bass plane, prior to visiting her Dad. "Sounds 
romantic, minus the Chuck part..." | love how Serena understands that not only is she duty-bound to 
talk mad shit about B and Chuck dating, but also enjoying being entitled to it because of B's constant 
Dan insults. "So it's worth a week with Chuck to avoid airport security?” Blair, flashing some black lace 
garters, assures Serena she'll frisk him, and Serena explodes with laughter. "Oh! B, gross!" Blair 
giggles. "What can | say? He brings out the worst in me. And weirdly, | think | bring out the best in 
him. He's been a perfect gentleman this whole week." 


Serena wonders, as B would if their situations were reversed, which is what they now are, if that's why 
she's driving herself to the airport, but Blair explains that Chuck wanted to see his Dad's post- 
honeymoon arrival before they left. "Besides, we're taking the helicopter to Teterboro. | have to sit in 
the jump seat so that | can... tell the pilot if | have any thoughts on his flying.” Blair, | love you. Don't 
ever change. Only Blair Waldorf would combat fear of flying by assuming that, in case of emergency, 
she'd be better off in the jump seat so she can land it herself. S asks what it'll take to get Blair to 
relax, and B totally moans in a disgusting, hilarious voice, "Chuuuuuck." Ha! Serena claps her hands 
over her suddenly bleeding ears, and then puts her hands on Blair's face. They smile sweetly at each 
other. "You gonna be okay? Alone, all summer, without your best friend, who always gets you out of 
trouble?" Serena's looking forward to staying out of trouble, and admits she hasn't talked to Dan since 
the wedding. "It's for the best. For him, for me. I'm fine." She gives a fake laugh, and worried B strokes 
her arm. 


Chuck and Nate are gabbing on phone like always, about how Chuck wanted to see his father in love, 
and if he wants to see a man in love then he should, per Nate, look in the mirror, and like: I'm not 
making this up. That's actually what their conversation is like. You think I'm exaggerating but I'm 
really not. Nate says the whole Tuscan thing is a big deal, and Chuck puts him off and asks if Nate's 
going to be spending the summer in Brooklyn being dragged to fucking Matthew Barney movies and 
McSweeney's readings, and Nate's like, "Oh yeah, turns out I'm indifferent to Vanessa." Who knew? 


ES IIe [2) Al) = 


Chuck, feigning shock, is all, "Nathaniel! What happened with you and Punky Brewster?” Which is such 
an excellent comparison to make, because as we all know, Punky Brewster was found living on the 
streets when her mother abandoned her in a department store, which is exactly what | would do if 
Vanessa were my child, and as far as we know is what happened to Vanessa anyway. Unless he's 
talking about the cartoon, because now that you mention it Dan does bear a certain resemblance to a 
magical fuzzy leprechaun that tells you the moral of the story every eleven minutes even when you 
didn't ask and don't effing care. 


Dan and Vanessa are getting magically atrocious in the gallery when Dan finally asks what "exactly" 
happened with "Man-Bangs," and does an awesome man-bangs spirit-fingers move when he says it, 
and Vanessa -- who is looking awesomely bohemian and very pretty right now -- admits that Nate's 
prettier than her, but that that wasn't the problem, and it wasn't "the whole perpetually stoned, 
brooding guy thing," and it wasn't his past with Serena, which is obviously only of interest to Dan in 
this whole world, and it wasn't "the different worlds thing, right, one of you always feeling like a fish 
out of water," and finally Vanessa -- and | mean, what an obnoxious string of suggestions, Humphrey 
-- puts her foot down. "|! know exactly what you're doing. Ask me enough questions about Nate, and | 
won't ask you about Serena.” Dan counter that the best offense is always a strong defense. If anybody 
would know about being offensive -- or defensive, actually, as well -- it's these two. 


Vanessa's worry is equal to her loveliness as she watches Dan stammer out that he's not ready to talk 
about it yet. "Good. Then maybe it'll be quiet for thirty seconds.” I'm SAYIN'! Dan immediately tells her 
to get used to it: "Welcome to the summer of Dan Humphrey, babbling at your ass 24/7, from dusk 
till dawn. Come Labor Day, you're gonna be so sick of me..." She points out that, against all reason, 
she hasn't gotten sick of him in thirteen years. Man, thirteen minutes I'd be kissing him just to shut 
him up. But to be fair, they are totally sweet. | would like it if they hooked up. Or joined a cult on 
some other show. Or sacrificed themselves to save some hostages. But seriously, if they are this cool 
with each other when they start going out, | really won't have a problem with either of them. Dan + 
Vanessa is like Dan + Jenny: totally wonderful, until anybody else enters the room or conversation, 
and then instantly unbearable. 


== PEGI Zl] == 


Just as Nate's getting off what must be his tenth conversation with Chuck today, talking about how 
Vanessa's a "great girl" but he has "too much going on right now" -- because when | think "Nate 
Archibald” | think "whirlwind of activity,” don't you? -- Serena spots him coming down the sidewalk 
the other way, and grabs him. Nate gives that especially joyous "Hey!" | love so much, and they talk 
about how they've been saying goodbye to their Blair and their Chuck, and how they're rooting for 
their love. So say we all! Nate's like, "I guess if they're happy, I'm happy,” and Serena totally goes, 
"When have you ever been happy?" Nate laughs very genuinely and points out that that was a crazy 
thing to say to a person, and she just giggles and jostles around. "Il am feeling frisky. You know how | 
get in the summer." This last in one of her many weird voices, kind of a Tallulah Bankhead thing this 
time. His body language is straight-up nervous and he crosses his arms -- that is a lot of woman to 
have aimed at you, claiming frisk -- but he actually manages to put a sweet spin on how he of all 
people knows how frisky she gets in the summer. After all, last summer she took his virginity, made a 
sex tape, and killed a guy all in the space of about an hour. That's frisky! 


"Well, you won't have to witness any of it. I'm locking myself away in the Hamptons house." They 
agree that it's a summer to reflect, alone, and that it'll be good to get away from everything. They nod 
sweetly and take about three steps before she calls his name, and he whirls around even faster than 
she did, and she asks if he wants to hang out at some point. "What are you up to now?" And again, the 


chemistry... | hate the whole "everybody switches partners" routine in theory -- especially compared 
with the awesome Grey's finale, which did it right -- but this couple also is very fun to watch. They 
both come alive in a whole other way. So that's two. The other two, meh: 


Blair busts onto the Bass helipad, where some ugly random boiler room guy is also waiting. He asks if 
she's on the Bass marketing team and she explains she's with Chuck, who the guy posits must be 
terrifying, if he's anything like his Dad. Blair's like, "Terrifying? Try Tuscany, bitch.” Random agrees 
that it is totally romantic. Then they get into a tussle about the jump seat, because Random also likes 
the jump seat, because it gives him a sense of control, and Blair's like, "We approve of one another.” 


== IED 2 = 


In the Bass suite, Chuck's looking great in a pale yellow shirt under a v-neck cardigan with super- 
wide bands at the waist and a pattern very reminiscent of The Scarf, only cute and not dumb looking. 
He pops his phone back in his pocket and they talk about their romantic trips and how Bart and Lily 
had a good honeymoon, and then Bart fucks everything up. He starts by saying he's proud, and Chuck 
whines that the speech was a whole week ago, so Bart adds accolade to injury and calls him polite and 
modest, and then as if Chuck weren't looking green enough around the gills, points out that Chuck is 
also growing up. Chuck applies the brakes to this particular responsibility train, because in effect 
what Bart is saying is, "Everything that makes you Chuck Bass is being taken from you, and then you 
will be nobody." 


Chuck tries to laugh it off, how he plans to hold onto his youth for as long as possible, and Bart says 
it's not up to him. Chuck feints left, saying that he loves B because she knows he'll never change, but 
Bart heads him off at the pass: "Yeah... Until you take her away to Europe on a private jet. That is 
gonna change everything." Chucks' freaky face falls completely, but Bart's looming over his shoulder 
in that awesome "let's have a conversation where we're not looking at each other" shot | love so much, 
and really fucking rubbing it in: "But that's a good thing, son. Having a real girlfriend will force you to 
learn about responsibility, sacrifice, being faithful... Taking into account somebody else's feelings, not 
just your own." Chuck is completely horrified: "....Ffffffeelings?” YES! HA! 


"All the partying and the women... You will come back from this summer a new man. Take my word 
for it." He rubs his shoulder. This is so sad, because to buy this show you have to buy what Chuck's 
going through, which is the whole burlesque thing again and the fact that if he really dates Blair then 
he'll really be naked and all the grody stuff that he's all about goes away and there's nothing to 
replace it except, what? Blair. Eric. Bart and Lily and Serena. Stuff he already has, and a scoundrel's 
reputation so scandalous nobody can ever judge him for anything, so he never risks anything. Right? 
But also, | like Bart a lot, and he's continuing to be totally nice and cool and awesome here. And that's 
sad, because he's being a good father to what is, after all, a pretty troubled son, and he's so excited 
that he won't have to worry about Chuck all the time anymore, because he's growing up, but every 
word just twists the knife and scares him so much, and he won't even know that, ever, so he just rubs 
the kid's shoulder and tries to tell him how much he loves him, when really all he’s doing is scaring 
him to death. 


== [FEBS ZS) == 


Lily comes in laughing and says hello to her new boys and introduces them to her decorator, Lydia 
Hearst, who we're calling Amelia, who looks very British. Chuck fields yet another text ("Can't wait to 
see u xo B") and the music gets louder as things start moving very slowly. Bart and Lily go laughing 
out of the room like a Fitzgerald dinner party, glamorous and laughing, and he focuses on Amelia as 
the music swells ... and then abruptly dies, as he ditches Blair's bouquet in the garbage and takes out 
a single flower. "...Amelia. A moment?" Amelia asks what he's up to, and he suggests they discuss her 
plans for his room. "And who are you?" asks the Caterpillar, but you already know his answer. First, 
last and always, the only thing nobody's asked him to give up, because in order to survive he's had to 
fool them into thinking it's implicit in his makeup: "I'm Chuck Bass." 


Random asks B if everything's okay, and she reads him Chuck's text, which is a lie that Bart is getting 
in late, so he can't make the flight. "But he’s booking something commercial..." she says, kind of 
bereft, and Random offers to flip her for the jump seat. She sets off after a moment of thinking about 
the reupholstered jet and the little cookies the attendants make you. "What's ten hours? Absence 
makes the heart grow fonder, right?" She and Random storm the helicopter, and the men follow up 
behind with her bags. 


"They say a leopard can't change his spots," smirks GG, "But some things do change. The path not 
taken can become a road trip," she says, over Rufus on the tour bus, "Being grounded can lead to 
something groundbreaking," over Jenny creating a fairly gross Ann Taylor-looking jacket with red 
piping... And then, over alternating shots of the now clearly intended A couples, having a fun time in 
Brooklyn and Manhattan, and shots of the helicopter taking off over the city, "And whether they're 
sweating it out on the sultry streets or cooling their heels in the Hamptons. No one does summer like 
New Yorkers. Grab your shades and your sunblock, this one looks like a scorcher! Until then..." 


You know | love you. XOXO. 


